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BOOK  THE  FIRST. 
AT  WENTWORTH-WOODHOUSE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

ETHEL. 

It  was  a  hot  bright  day  in  the  August  of 
the  year  1628  :  it  was  some  time  past  the 
hour  of  noon,  and  the  heat  was  at  its 
highest,  the  white  glare  of  the  dusty  road 
was  almost  as  painful  to  the  eye  as  the 
flowing  sunlight  above,  and  man  and  beast 
crept  close  into  the  shadows,  grateful  for 
any  shelter,  however  bare,  from  the  scorch- 
ing rays  that  seemed  to  pour  down  in 
^nolten  fire  upon  him.  Seldom  was  heat 
so  intense  felt  in  a  district  of  England  so 
far  north  as  Yorkshire. 

VOL.  I.  1 
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Beneath  a  clump  of  trees  that  overhung 
a  heavy  wooden  gate  leading  into  a  stretch 
of  ground,  half  wood,  half  park,  rested  a 
young  gentleman  on  horseback.  It  was  a 
cool,  pleasant  prospect  for  a  hot  summer's 
day  upon  which  his  eye  rested.  Beside  the 
scrupulously  swept  and  trimmed  paths  of 
the  present  day  the  grounds  of  Wentworth- 
Woodhouse  would  now  appear  rude  and 
neglected.  There  were  bosquets  of  over- 
grown brambles,  there  were  decaying  limbs 
which  last  winter's  storms  had  torn  from 
the  trees ;  the  grass  and  the  tall  brake 
fern  covered  the  ground  in  uncut  luxuri- 
ance ;  there  were  thickets  of  noble  trees 
unthinned  by  any  prodigal  heir ;  there 
were  shadowy  dells  which  might  have  been 
the  chosen  haunts  of  the  fairies,  and  there 
was  a  broad  expanse  of  water  starred  with 
the  blossoms  of  the  water-lily,  upon  the 
margin  of  which,  beneath  leafy .  shadows, 
congregated  a  herd  of  deer. 


.]  ETHEL. 


Let  us  now  turn  our  gaze  from  the  land- 
scape to  the  man.  He  was  very  young, 
seemingly  scarcely  more  than  twenty,  with 
pale  but  handsome  features,  dark  blue  eyes, 
contemplative  and  dreamy,  the  whole 
countenance  imbued  with  a  studious 
melancholy;  his  fair  hair  hung  in  natural 
ringlets  to  his  shoulders  ;  his  dress  was 
dark  and  plain  but  was  unmistakably  that 
of  a  gentleman. 

The  sight  of  the  cool  green  herbage,  so 
inviting  to  his  parched  mouth,  made  the 
horse  grow  restive,  he  champed  his  bit, 
snorted  and  pawed  the  ground  in  dumb 
persuasion.  But  his  rider  heeded  not  these 
promptings,  until  out  of  one  of  the  sleepy 
hollows  there  rose  the  white  fluttering  of  a 
lady's  dress.  Then  Launcelot's  grave  face 
suddenly  lighted  up  as  though  a  new  soul 
had  been  breathed  into  it.  He  dismounted, 
and  lifting  the  wooden  bar,  which  alone 
secured    the   gate,    passed    through,    and, 
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leading  his  horse  by  the  bridle,  made  to- 
wards the  white  dress. 

It  clothed  a  form  such  as  Spenser  might 
have  dreamed  of  when  Una  first  rose  upon 
his  mind's  eye.  Delicate  in  outline,  yet 
undukting,  too  youthful  for  fully  developed 
womanhood,  yet  gently  rounded  in  its  due 
proportions ;  tall  enough  for  grace,  but  not 
for  statehness,  and  exquisitely  set  "off  by 
the  simple  flowing  dress  of  white  and  pale 
blue.  Her  hair  was  of  that  fair  auburn 
which  grows  luminous  in  the  sun  but  fades 
to  a  flaxen  in  a  dimmer  light,  as  though  it 
reflected  the  golden  rays  that  were  shed 
upon  it ;  its  waving  tresses,  flowing  to  the 
waist,  were  gathered  loosely  in  a  blue 
ribbon,  while  upon  the  low  white  forehead 
it  lay  in  those  pretty  curls  which  we  see 
so  frequently  in  the  portraits  of  Vandyke. 
Her  eyes  were  of  the  deepest  violet,  large, 
thoughtful,  but  not  dreamy,  although  full 
of  gentleness  and  poetry  ;  her  complexion 
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was  ever  varying  with  each  changing 
thought,  one  moment  colourless  as  a  lily, 
or  perhaps  just  tinged  with  the  delicate 
pink  of  the  wood  anemone,  the  next  bright 
as  a  damask  rose.  And  over  all  there  was 
such  perfect  refinement  in  the  oval  contour 
of  the  face,  the  small  rounded  chin,  the 
straight,  perfectly  chiselled  nose,  the  deli- 
cate lips  ;  there  was  no  line  of  sensuous- 
ness  in  all  her  beauty,  yet  all  was  soft — 
hauteur  had  no  more  place  there  than 
voluptuousness,  neither  was  it  weak  in  its 
gentleness  ;  a  painter  might  have  given 
such  a  face  to  a  Joan  of  Arc  or  to  a 
Christian  martyr. 

Winding  among  the  shadows,  arranging 
a  bouquet  of  wild  flowers,  and  undisturbed 
by  the  noiseless  footfall  of  horse  and 
master,  which  scarcely  made  a  sound  upon 
the  thick  grass,  she  was  unconscious  of  the 
presence  of  the  intruder,  who  was  half- 
hidden    by    the     trees,    until    the    word 
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^'  Ethel "  caused  her  to  start  and  raise  her 
face  all  aglow  with  surprise,  an  expression 
which  was  instantly  shadowed. 

"  Launcelot — Mr.  Franklin  !' 

"I  have  surprised  you,  and  not  agree- 
ably, but  not  purposely,"  he  said,  in  a  hurt 
tone.  ''I  drew  up  my  horse  beneath  the 
shadow  of  the  trees  that  overhang  the  gate 
yonder,  and  as  I  looked  into  the  park  I 
saw  you  emerging  from  that  hollow.  I 
could  not  resist  the  opportunity  of  speak- 
ing to  you,  even  though  I  should  be 
reproved  for  my  pains." 

The  hurt  tone  in  which  he  uttered  these 
words  melted  the  shadows  from  her  face 
and  her  heart. 

'*  I  do  not  reprove  you,"  she  answered, 
gently,  "  unless  it  be  for  your  own  sake  ; 
these  meetings  can  only  increase  your  un- 
happiness ;  it  is  for  your  sake,  not  mine,  I 
once   more    implore   you   that   they   shall 


cease. " 
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"  There  can  be  to  me  no  unhappiness 
greater  than  comes  of  banishment  from 
your  presence,"  he  answered  sadly ;  "  in  it 
I  can  forget  the  present  and  the  future,  it 
is  to  me  what  sleep  is  to  the  wretch 
condemned  to  die — forgetfulness." 

He  was  leaning  against  the  trunk  of  one 
of  the  grand  old  trees,  while  his  horse,  with 
bridle  on  neck,  was  quietly  browsing  the 
herbage  at  his  feet.  Ethel  stood  at  a  little 
■distance,  with  pale  and  troubled  face, 
tremblingly  plucking  the  petals  of  a  water- 
lily. 

There  was  silence  for  several  seconds, 
then  she  suddenly,  by  an  impulsive  move- 
ment, cast  the  flowers  from  her,  and 
advancing  towards  him,  placed  her  hand 
gently  but  timidly  upon  his  arm,  and  said 
softly — 

"  Launcelot,  this  weakness  is  unworthy 
of  you,  it  would  be  unworthy  of  a  common 
man,   much  less  of  you  with  your  noble 
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intellect,  your  grand  learning,  your  brave, 
noble  heart.  Such  men  as  you  have  a 
higher  mission  upon  earth  than  to  waste 
precious  lives  upon  a  dream  of  woman's 
love.  We  can  never  be  aught  to  each 
other.  You  know  your  father  would  never 
consent  to  such  a  union.'' 

"  Why  not  ?  Surely  the  ward  of  Sir 
Thomas  Wentworth,  a  gentleman  of  far 
higher    and    more    ancient    lineage    than 


ours " 


"  Say  rather  a  poor  dependant  upon  his 
bounty,"  she  interrupted  sorrowfully,  "  a 
nameless  orphan,  perhaps  of  shameful 
birth — at  least  the  studied  silence  of  my 
protector  upon  the  subject  may  well  lead 
to  such  a  conclusion — I  should  but  mar 
your  fortunes.  You  could  not  endure  to  see 
your  wife  rejected  where  you  were  received,, 
and  so  you  would  hold  aloof  from  friends 
and  sink  to  my  insignificance  since  you 
could  not  raise  me  to  your  own  estate." 
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"  But  I  have  no  ambition,"  he  answered, 
"  I  despise  the  so-called  great  of  the  world, 
and  all  the  unnatural  distinctions  of  rank 
and  birth  as  heartily  as  though  I  had  been 
born  a  citizen  of  old  Rome.  I  shall  never 
seek  the  patronage  of  courts.  With  thee, 
my  books,  and  my  day  dreams,  my  Hfe  would 
be  so  filled  with  happiness  I  should  find  no 
room  for  another  desire,  for  a  discontented 
thought.  But  answer  me  one  question, 
Ethel,  and  do  not  let  the  false  modesty  of 
your  sex  induce  you  to  evade  the  truth. 
Will  you  promise  me  that  V* 

"  If  the  question  be  one  that  I  can 
answer,  I  w411  do  so  truthfully  or  not  at 
aU?" 

"  I  believe  you.  Tell  me  then,  were  the 
objections  you  have  urged  removed,  what 
answer  would  you  make  me  ?" 

"  But  there — there  is  no  likelihood " 

"  No  matter,  remember  yoiu*  promise." 
The  warm  colour  mounted  to  her  pale 
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cheeks,  but  there  was  no  false  shame  in  the 
honest,  truthful  eyes  she  raised  to  his  as 
she  replied — 

"  Were  I  a  duchess  I  could  feel  only  joy 
and  pride  at  being  thought  worthy  of  your 
choice." 

"  God  bless  you  for  those  words,"  he 
cried  fervently,  and  seizing  her  hand  he 
pressed  it  rapturously  to  his  lips.  "And 
yet  I  ought  to  chide  you  for  such  humility, 
you  so  beautiful^  so  gentle,  what  more  could 
a  prince  desire  in  his  partner.  And  yet " 

He  paused,  and  the  shadow  again  fell 
upon  his  face,  as  though  some  unwelcome 
thought  had  suddenly  entered  his  mind. 

She  raised  her  eyes  inquiringly  for  a 
moment,  but  they  fell  as  quickly  beneath 
the  strange  penetrating  gaze  he  fixed  upon 
her.  She  stooped  and  picked  up  the 
flowers  she  had  dropped  and  began  to 
rearrange  them.  He  watched  her  silently, 
lost  in  the  new   thought.      Not  a  sound 
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broke  upon  his  reverie,  save  the  browsing 
of  the  horse  and  the  lazy  ripple  of  the 
leaves  as  some  wandering  breath  of  air 
swept  through  them. 

''Is  this  love  f  he  muttered  at  last. 
But  it  was  a  question  rather  addressed  to 
his  inner  consciousness  than  to  her. 

She  bent  over  the  flowers  as  though  she 
had  not  caught  the  words,  and  perhaps  she 
had  not  truly. 

"  We  have  known  each  other  now  some 
years,  from  childhood,"  he  went  on,  speaking 
half  to  himself,  half  addressing  her.  "  As 
a  boy  there  was  no  place  I  so  loved  as 
the  Wentworth  woods,  in  their  shady 
jiooks  and  solitary  recesses  I  could  refid 
my  forbidden  books  undisturbed,  and 
realise  Spenser's  enchanted  forests  and 
^hakspeare's  fairy  dells.  I  have  watched 
the  sunht  glades  fancying  that  some  Brit- 
omart  or  Una  must  presently  issue  from 
^mong  the  trees,   and  I  have  lingered  in 
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the  shadows  after  nightfall,  hoping  to  catch 
a  glimpse  of  Titania  and  her  fairy  train  in 
the  moonlight.  One  summer's  day  it 
seemed  as  though  my  dreams  had  come  ta 
pass,  and  that  one  of  the  enchanted  beauties 
of  my  imagination  was  at  length  revealed 
to  my  eyes.  I  saw  a  golden-haired  sylph,, 
for  you  seemed  to  me  nothing  less  etherial, 
come  wandering  towards  me,  searching  in 
the  hollows  for  blue-bells,  of  which  she 
held  a  bunch  in  her  hand.  I  lay  motion- 
less, concealed  by  a  bush,  fearful  to  move,, 
lest  this  lovely  vision  should  suddenly 
vanish.  You  picked  some  flowers  within 
my  arm's  length,  yet  never  saw  me,  and 
wandered  away  among  the  trees  again, 
unconscious  of  the  devouring  eyes  that 
followed  you." 

He  paused  for  a  moment,  as  though 
gathering  together  a  new  series  of  images. 
Ethel's  face  bent  lower  and  lower  over  the 
flowers   as   he   proceeded,  and    her   hands 
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trembled  so  that  she  could  scarcely  hold 
them.  The  silence  was  deeper  than  before, 
for  the  horse  had  wandered  away  to  fresh 
pasture  and  the  light  breeze  had  fallen 
asleep  among  the  hot  foliage. 

'*  You  were  but  a  child,"  he  resumed 
presently,  "  and  I  was  little  more ;  but 
from  that  hour  you  became  to  me  Una, 
Rosalind,  Miranda,  indeed  every  exquisite 
•creation  of  the  poet's  fancy  wore  your  shape. 
I  saw  you  frequently  after  this,  sometimes 
you  saw  me,  sometimes  you  did  not,  but 
my  presence  was  quite  indifferent  to  you 
-and  never  won  a  second  glance.  One  day 
I  fell  in  with  Sir  Thomas  when  he  was 
hawking,  and  followed  the  sport,  not 
because  I  took  any  interest  in  it,  but 
because  you  were  with  him.  He  noticed 
me,  asked  one  of  the  falconers  who  I  was, 
'and  upon  learning  I  was  a  neighbour's  son, 
although  no  communication  ever  passed 
between  him   and  my  austere   father,  he 
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treated  me  with  great  courtesy.  That  was 
the  commencement  of  our  acquaintance. 
By-and-by  he  invited  me  to  Woodhouse, 
and  then  ive  were  thrown  together.  And 
I  taught  you  to  read  the  books  I  loved, 
and  so  commune  with  my  dreams.  A 
glance  of  your  eyes,  a  touch  of  your  hair  or 
fingers  would  thrill  me  with  an  ecstasy 
almost  painful,  but  I  never  dared  address 
you  in  words  warmer  than  respect  would 
warrant.  You  seemed  so  unconscious  of 
my  adoration,  so  far  above  all  earthly  love, 
that  I  shrank  from  such  a  thought  as 
from  a  profanation.  Your  face  was  serene 
beneath  my  eyes,  there  was  no  sympathy 
in  your  touch,  and  so  I  dared  not  speak. 
But  when  I  returned  from  the  University 
I  had  resolved  to  overcome  my  timidity, 
and  to  learn  my  fate.  My  words  seemed 
to  reveal  to  you  a  something  before  un- 
dreamed of,  and  for  a  time  you  scarcely 
understood  me.      Then  you  started  these 
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scruples, — No,  it  is  not  love,"  he  concluded 
with  a  sigh,  and  like  one  who  had  come  to 
the  end  of  a  mental  analysis. 

"  Let  us  renew  the  old  relations/'  she 
said,  looking  up  with  pale,  agitated  face  ; 
"  let  us  forget  all  that  has  passed  within 
these  few  months,  and  be  once  more  as 
brother  and  sister.  You  shall  be  my 
dearest  brother  and  I  will  be  to  you  the 
most  loving  sister  ever  man  had." 

In  her  eagerness  she  had  laid  her  fingers 
all  a  tremble  once  more  upon  his  arm. 

He  took  both  her  hands  in  his  and  gazed 
pitifully,  sorrowfully  into  her  glowing  face, 
that  so  entreatingly  urged  this  compro- 
mise. 

"  You  may  as  well  ask  me  to  command 
the  burning  sun  above  our  heads  to  temper 
his  heat  to  October  mildness.  Plato 
dreamed  of  such  a  love,  and  during  the 
nearly  two  thousand  years  that  have  elapsed 
since  he  gave  that  dream  to  the  world  men 
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and  women  have  been  trying  to  realise  it, 
but  never  succeeding.  To  you,  so  young, 
so  pure,  so  unversed  in  the  toils  of  passion, 
it  seems  the  most  easy  and  natural  thing 
in  the  world.  No,  dear  one,  there  must  be 
no  self-deception  between  us.  If  God  has 
-decreed  that  our  lives  shall  be  sundered  I 
must  say  perforce  'Amen'  and  bear  the 
heavy  burden  of  my  misery  as  best  I  may. 
But  if  you  cannot  be  my  wife  you  can 
never  be  to  me  a  sister." 

He  let  her  hands  fall  from  his  clasp  and 
turned  away  his  face  to  swallow  the  rising 
sob. 

The  tears  started  into  her  own  eyes 
beneath  the  pathos  of  that  tearful  voice, 
and  those  desponding  words  that  sounded 
so  strange  to  her,  for  she  could  not  wholly 
understand  their  meaning. 

"  What  can  I  say — what  can  I  do  V  she 
asked  pleadingly. 

*'  Answer    me   one   more  question,"   he 
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cried,  turning  suddenly,  and  again  clasping 
her  hands  and  drawing  her  face  so  close  to 
his  that  her  breath  fanned  his  cheek.  **  I 
have  learned  that  your  love  is  not  like  to 
\y  mine,  and  how  could  I  expect  it  to  be  so  ? 
What  am  I,  that  I  should  inspire  in  your 
heart  such  a  love  as  you  have  lighted  in 
mine  ?  But  I  would  not  be  exacting,  I  would 
trust  to  time,  to  the  hope  that  my  fervour 
would  enkindle  yours.  Tell  me  then,  with 
the  same  pure  truthfulness  as  before,  if 
these — these  fancied  obstacles  of  birth — ■ 
these  miserable  worldly  distinctions  were 
removed,  would  you  of  your  own  free  will 
become  my  wife  ?" 

"Let  the  future  shape  itself,"  she  an- 
swered, in  great  agitation ;  "it  is  beyond 
our  power." 

"  Let  me  speak  to  Sir  Thomas,  let  me 
endeavour  to  win  this  secret  from  him." 

"  Not  for  worlds,"  she  cried,  white  with 
consternation. 

VOL.  I.  2 
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"Then  ask  it  of  him  yourself,  you  are 
now  at  an  age " 

"  No,  no,  no,"  she  interposed  in  the  same 
agitated  voice ;  "I  could  not,  would  not ; 
he  will  tell  me  when  it  befits  that  I  shall 
know  it.  If  he  is  silent,  he  has  good  rea- 
son for  being  so,  and  I  would  not  pain  him 
by  attempting  to  break  that  silence." 

"Answer  me  then  my  question,"  he  said, 
still  holding  her  hands  fast  clasped. 

She  hesitated,  as  though  seeking  within 
for  a  reply.  Then  she  raised  her  eyes  to 
his  and  answered,  "  I  camiot,  Launcelot, 
for  I  cannot  read  my  own  heart." 

"Perhaps  you  have  seen  some  other, 
whose  image  stands  between  mine  and 
your  eyes." 

"  No,''  she  answered  slowly,  "  un- 
less  " 

A  flush  of  colour  suddenly  dyed  her 
cheeks,   as  she  checked   the   rising  words. 
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and  added  hastily,   "No,  I  have  seen  no 
one." 

In  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  taking 
the  words  for  far  more  than  they  meant, 
he  caught  her  in  his  arms,  and  imprinted 
one  long  trembling  kiss  upon  her  lips. 
It  was  the  first — never  to  be  forgotten, 
but  to  be  dreamed  over,  pondered 
over,  felt  within  his  inmost  soul  ever- 
more. 

Then  he  released  her  from  his  clasp  ;  she 
drew  back  blushing  and  confused,  and  he 
was  scarcely  less  startled  at  his  own 
temerity. 

Again  there  was  silence  between  them, 
broken  by  the  ecstatic  song  of  a  lark  poised 
in  mid-air  above  their  heads ;  again  Ethel 
busied  herself  with  her  flowers,  and  Laun- 
celot  leaned  against  the  trunk  of  a  great 
oak-tree  watching  her. 

Suddenly  a  gay  voice  close  beside  them 

2—2 
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exclaimed,  "Ah!  truant,  so  I  have  found 
you  at  last." 

Both  started  a  little  confusedly  at  the 
sight  of  a  tall,  stately  looking,  and  very 
beautiful  lady. 

"  I  hope  I  have  not  interrupted  you," 
she  added  archly,  looking  from  one  to  the 
other. 

"I  was  passing  down  the  road.  Lady 
Wentworth,  and  looking  over  the  gate,  I 
saw " 

"  Ethel !"  she  interrupted,  laughing,  and 
anticipating  his  word ;  then  in  a  tone  of 
the  most  gracious  courtesy,  she  added, 
"No  excuse  for  your  presence  in  Wood- 
house  Park  is  needed,  Mr.  Franklin,  you 
are  always  a  welcome  visitor  both  to 
myself  and  Sir  Thomas." 

"You  are  too  good.  Lady  Wentworth,'* 
answered  Launcelot,  bowing  very  low  over 
the  white  hand  extended  to  him. 

"  I   am   seeking   Sir   Thomas,  who  has 
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stolen  away  since  dinner-time  into  some 
cool  nook,  to  enjoy  some  favourite  book, 
I  expect.  My  young  lady  here  followed 
his  example,  and  finding  myself  all  alone, 
I  strolled  out  in  quest  of  them.  Will  you 
accompany  us  in  our  search  for  Sir 
Thomas  r 

"  Pray  excuse  me,  now.  Lady  Went- 
worth,"  he  answered  in  some  embarrass- 
ment. He  was  in  no  humour  for  conver- 
sation or  society,  he  longed  to  be  alone,  to 
ponder  over  the  scene  that  had  just  tran- 
spired. So,  with  a  profound  obeisance, 
he  remounted  and  turned  his  horse's  head 
towards  the  gate  by  which  he  had  entered. 


CHAPTEE    II. 

THE   BRAWL. 

While  Launcelot  Franklin  is  riding,  deep 
in  thought,  along  the  hot,  dusty  road, 
whither  we  presently  intend  to  follow,  we 
will  offer  the  reader  a  few  words  of  expla- 
nation concerning  him. 

He  was  the  eldest  son  of  Sir  Richard 
Franklin,  a  gentleman  of  some  consequeace 
and  estate  in  the  West  Riding  of  York- 
shire. Sir  Richard,  who  had  not  been 
bom  to  the  inheritance,  was  educated  to 
the  law ;  and  his  youth,  passed  in  London, 
was  said  to  have  been  a  wild  and  dissi- 
pated one.  The  death  of  his  uncle.  Sir 
Walter,  without  issue,  unexjDCctedly  be- 
stowed upon  him  the  Franklin  estate. 
From   that   time  a   marked   change  came 
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over  his  conduct  ;  he  became  gloomy  and 
precise  in  his  habits,  and  his  marriage,  a 
short  time  afterwards,  with  a  very  profes- 
sedly religious  lady  yet  further  increased 
this  disposition.  He  seceded  from  the 
Church  of  England,  and  became  a  member 
of  an  Independent  congregation,  which  he 
and  his  wife — especially  the  latter — had 
been  chiefly  instrumental  in  gathering  to- 
gether. This  congregation  was  presided 
over  by  Mr.  Ezekiel  Blatherwick,  a  most 
potent  and  long-winded  expounder  of  the 
Gospel. 

No  children  were  born  of  this  marriage, 
Launcelot  being  the  son  of  Sir  Richard's 
first  wife.  Spite  of  the  remonstrances  of 
Mr.  Blatherwick,  who,  priest-like,  consid- 
ered himself  entitled  to  interfere  in  the 
most  intimate  domestic  affairs,  and  the 
pious  objections  of  Lady  Franklin,  both  of 
whom  regarded  all  such  places  as  abodes 
of  Agapemone — the  father  had  still  enough 
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respect  for  the  usages  of  the  world  to  send 
his  son  to  Oxford,  and  there  Launcelot  im- 
bibed a  very  great  taste,  for  what  the 
reverend  gentleman  called  "carnal  learn- 
ing." From  the  time  of  his  return  from 
the  University,  which  took  place  about 
a  year  before  the  opening  of  this  narrative, 
he  had  become  a  subject  of  great  inquie- 
tude to  Mr.  Blatherwick,  through  him  to 
Lady  Franklin,  who  in  turn  infected  her 
husband,  though  perhaps  not  altogether 
successfully,  with  a  like  uneasiness ;  his 
religious  opinions  were  not  sound — he  was 
lax,  latitudinarian,  given  to  the  vanities  of 
the  flesh,  to  the  pleasures  of  the  world,  to 
the  company  of  the  ungodly,  and  to  the 
reading  of  the  books  of  the  heathen  ;  such 
were  the  charges  brought  against  him  by 
the  expounder. 

From  which  array  of  wickedness  the 
reader  will,  I  fear,  form  but  a  poor  opinion 
of  the  young  gentleman's  moraHty.     But 
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all  these  charges  are  capable  of  very  inno- 
cent explanations.  He  was  lax  and  lati- 
tudinarian,  because  he  did  not  bind  himself 
strictly  to  the  very  severe  dogmas  Mr. 
Blatherwick  propounded  from  his  desk ; 
the  vanities  and  pleasures  and  ungodly 
company  may  be  briefly  summed  up — he 
dressed  like  a  gentleman,  and  not  like  a 
scarecrow,  holding  the  belief  that  ugliness 
is  not  more  acceptable  to  God  than 
beauty ;  and  that  religion  and  asceticism 
■are  not  synonymous ;  he  associated  with 
his  equals,  even  although  they  did  not  re- 
gard a  sermon  of  two  hours'  length  as  the 
•consummation  of  human  bliss,  and  he  loved 
histories  and  poetry  and  even  plays,  and 
Plato's  philosophy  better  than  a  Puritan 
pamphlet. 

Perhaps  it  was  not  so  much  what  he 
knew  as  what  he  desired  to  discover  that 
.gave  Mr.  Blatherwick  uneasiness.  Laun- 
€elot  was  something  of  a  mystery  to  him. 
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and  not  to  him  alone,  but  to  most 
who  knew  the  youth.  Outwardly  he  was 
silent,  amiable,  meditative,  dreamy ;  but 
at  times  there  was  evideuce  that  these 
appearances  were  but  the  crust  covering 
hidden  fires,  fervid  passions,  wild  enthu- 
siasm; at  times  he  startled  alike  the 
Puritan  bigots  and  the  most  easygoing  by 
the  strangeness  and  novelty  of  his  utter- 
ances ;  neither  could  comprehend  him. 
One  groaned  at  him  as  a  backslider,  the 
other  shrugged  their  shoulders  and  thought 
him  a  visionary.  Such  bursts,  however, 
were  infrequent,  and  always  involuntarily 
forced  from  him  by  some  chance  word  or 
unexpected  incident. 

For  the  further  evolvement  of  his 
character  the  reader  must  follow  the  pages 
of  this  romance  ;  we  have  only  yet  given 
the  key-note. 

With  the  reins  hanging  loosely  on  the 
horse's  neck,  and  with  head  bent  thought- 
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fully  forward,  Lauiicelot  slowly  pursued  his 
way  until  lie  came  to  a  comfortable  looking^ 
inn.  His  horse,  whom  he  pretty  well  left 
to  his  own  "  sweet  will,"  made  towards  the 
trough  that  stood  in  front,  and  while  he 
was  allaying  his  thirst,  the  landlord,  a 
portly  looking  man,  bustled  out  of  the 
porch  where  he  had  been  dozing  and  per- 
spiring, and  with  many  bows  inquired  if  he 
could  bring  his  honour  any  refreshment. 
The  enjoyment  of  his  horse  reminded 
Launcelot  that  his  own  throat  was  hot  and 
dry,  so  throwing  the  reins  to  Boniface,  he 
passed  beneath  the  porch  and  entered  a 
long,  low-ceiled  room.  Calling  for  some 
wine  he  seated  himself  at  a  small  latticed 
window  half  covered  with  roses.  It  was 
pleasant,  after  the  glare  without,  to  sit  there 
and  let  the  cool,  sweet  air,  laden  with  the 
perfume  of  roses,  play  upon  his  fevered 
face,  to  listen  to  the  droning  of  the  bees 
among  the  flowers  without,  and  the  buzzing 
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of  a  great  thirsty  fly  as  it  sipped  the  cup- 
spillings  upon  the  tables. 

So  dark  was  the  room,  coming  into  it  out 
of  the  strong  light,  that  he  did  not  perceive 
the  presence  of  a  traveller  at  the  other  end, 
and  towards  whom  his  back  was  turned  as 
he  seated  himself. 

He  was  a  man  who  looked  about  fifty 
years  of  age,  dressed  in  soldierly  costume 
that  was  stained  with  the  dust  and  dirt  of 
many  roads.  His  face  was  shaded  by  a 
broad -brimmed  hat,  slouched  low  upon  his 
forehead ;  his  dark  hair  was  streaked  with 
white,  as  was  also  his  beard,  which  seem- 
ingly had  not  known  scissors  or  razor  for 
many  a  year.  His  features,  burned  to  a 
Spanish  brown  by  exposure  to  a  foreign 
sun,  had  once  been  handsome,  but  they 
were  now  ploughed  with  deep  hard  lines, 
and  wore  a  mingled  expression  of  haughty 
recklessness  and  sombre  cynicism.  A 
goodly  sized  flagon  stood  at  his  elbow,  but 
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his  attitude  was  so  stiff  that  he  might  have 
been  fast  asleep,  nor  did  he  make  any 
movement  upon  Launcelot's  entrance. 

While  mine  host  was  serving  his  new 
customer  and  making  some  remarks  upon 
the  weather,  he  was  suddenly  called  away 
by  the  sound  of  horses'  hoofs  halting 
before  the  house  and  voices  loud  in  call. 

In  his  shadowy  niche,  leaning  against 
the  wall,  with  folded  arms  and  eyes  bent 
firowningly  upon  the  ground,  sat  the  elder, 
at  the  open  lattice  looking  upon  the  yard, 
sad  and  thoughtful,  sat  the  younger  traveller, 
each  buried  in  his  own  thoughts. 

Before  the  door  of  the  inn,  at  which 
stood  Roger,  bowing  low  and  obsequiously, 
drew  up  two  cavaliers,  mounted  on  two 
fiery  horses,  and  attended  by  two  servitors. 
Both  were  young,  and  dressed  in  the  height 
of  the  prevailing  fashion,  which  then 
affected  the  rich  sombre  hues  of  the 
Spanish  Court.     One  was  attired  in  black 
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velvet  relieved  by  slashings  of  purple  silk, 
golden  buttons,  point  lace,  and  gold-hilted 
rapier.  The  other  was  similarly  costumed 
in  velvet  of  the  darkest  brown.  Both  wore 
boots  wrinkled  almost  to  the  ankle,  and 
lined  with  point  lace  which  fell  over  the 
wide  tops  unto  the  instep  and  heel ;  this 
was  met  by  a  frill  of  the  same  costly 
material  from  the  bottom  of  the  long  full 
breeches.  Black  slouched  hats  with  broad 
curled  brims,  each  adorned  with  a  long 
white  ostrich  feather  drooping  to  the 
shoulder,  covered  their  heads ;  from 
which  descended  a  profusion  of  elabo- 
rately curled  hair,  and  on  one  side  a  long 
ringlet,  the  love  lock,  which  hung  to  the 
waist.  One  of  the  cavaliers  was  fair,  hand- 
some and  ruddy,  with  an  arrogant  and  ag- 
gressive expression  of  face,  mingled,  how- 
ever, with  an  open  frankness  that  redeemed 
it  from  viciousness.  The  other  was  dark 
^nd  saturnine,  with  a  scowling  brow,  and  a 
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tliin,  supercilious  mouth,  very  disagreeable 
to  look  upon. 

The  clanking  of  spurs  upon  the  brick 
floor  roused  Launcelot  from  his  reverie ;  a 
slight  flush  tinged  his  pale  cheek  as  he 
caught  sight  of  the  new-comers,  and  he 
shifted  his  position  a  little,  so  as  to  set  his 
back  towards  them.  The  other  traveller 
still  remained  immovably  esconced  in  his 
dark  corner. 

As  they  crossed  the  threshold  the  eyes 
of  both  fell  upon  Launcelot ;  they  ex- 
changed glances. 

The  lips  of  the  dark  one  curled  into  a 
bitter  sneer  ;  his  companion  shi^ugged  his 
shoulders,  smiled  disdainfully,  drew  forth 
from  his  breast  a  handkerchief  of  gossamer 
lace,  redolent  with  Italian  essences,  waved 
it  over  his  face  with  a  foppish  air,  and 
calling  to  the  landlord,  who  stood  in  the 
door-way,  said — 

"  Bring  a  flagon  of  your  best  wine,  and 
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harkje,  let  it  be  the  best,  as  I  am  about  to 
drink  success  to  his  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Buckingham,  confusion  to  his  enemies  and 
to  all  those  who  wish  him  ill,"  and  he  cast 
his  eyes  in  the  direction  of  Launcelot. 

"  For  such  a  toast,  Mr.  Bellasis,  you 
shall  have  the  best  cup  of  wine  between 
this  and  Whitehall,  or  Roger  Apple- 
thwaite  is  no  loyal  subject  of  King 
Charlesk" 

And  mine  host  bustled  away  to  draw 
the  wine  with  his  own  hand. 

"  The  Duke  was  to  start  from  Portsmouth 
yesterday,  was  not  he,  Savile  ?"  inquired 
Bellasis,  turning  to  his  companion. 

*'  So  I  understand,"  was  the  reply. 

"Well,  may  better  success  attend  his 
arms  this  time  than  last,  although  I 
fear  me  these  French  Huguenots  are  too 
much  like  our  English  Puritans  to  deserve 
much  pity." 

"If   they   be    like    them    they    rather 
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deserve  hanging,"  answered  the  other  with 
a  laugh. 

Launcelot  still  kept  his  eyes  steadily 
fixed  through  the  open  window,  but  his  Hps 
were  pressed  hard  to  restrain  their  quivering, 
and  the  colour  in  liis  cheeks  was  deepening 
with  every  word. 

From  the  dark  corner  beside  the  fire- 
place a  stern  visage,  unmarked  by  any  of 
the  trio,  was  watching  the  scene  with 
evident  interest. 

At  that  moment  Roger  entered  with  the 
wine. 

"  Success  to  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
and  the  sword  and  the  gallows  to  his 
enemies,"  cried  Bellasis,  raising  his  glass. 

"  And  especially  to  all  Parliament  men 
-and  Puritans,"  added  Savile. 

Launcelot 's  hand  instinctively  clutched 
the  hilt  of  his  rapier,  but  instantly  re- 
straining himself,  he  resumed  his  former 
attitude. 

VOL.  L  3 
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Quick  as  the  movement  was,  it  did  not 
escape  the  watchful  eyes  of  the  insulters. 

"Went worth  is  back  at  Woodhouse,  is 
not  he  ?"  demanded  Bellasis,  seating  himself 
upon  a  corner  of  the  table,  and  clanking  his 
spurs  against  the  legs.  "  I  have  not  seen 
him  since  his  sojourn  in  the  Marshalsea." 

"  No ;  he  has  kept  himself  close  since 
then,"  replied  the  other. 

"  Not  only  since  then,"  interposed 
Bellasis,  "but  since  he  lost  his  post  of 
custos  rotulorum  ;  that  was  a  grand  triumph 
for  thy  father  and  thee,  John  ;  how  my 
Sir  Thomas's  proud  stomach  must  have 
heaved  at  it ;  I  wonder  it  did  not  choke 
him." 

"  He  showed  no  sign  of  choking  at  West- 
minster, no  cock  of  the  rebellious  crew — not 
even  the  Puritans — crew  louder  than  he," 
rejoined  Savile. 

"  Hang  it,  man,  is  he  not  half  a  Puritan  ? 
Has  he  not  married  a  Puritan's  sister  ?  Not 
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but  it  must  be  confessed  the  Lady  Arabella 
is  a  most  beautiful  and  noble  lady,  and 
Heaven  forefend  that  I  should  breathe  a 
syllable  against  her." 

''  She  is  not  to  be  named  with  his  first 
wife,  the  Lady  Margaret  Clifford.  Naught 
good  can  come  of  such  a  stock  as  the 
Hollises,"  replied  Savile,  bitterly. 

Then,  glancing  towards  Launcelot,  he 
resumed,  in  a  tone  of  insolent  mockery — 

"  By-the-by,  hast  thou  ever  heard  who 
this  wench,  Ethel,  might  be,  whether  she 
is  Wentworth's  daughter  by  some  light  o' 
love,  or  some  beggar's  brat  dropped  at  his 
door " 

"  Silence,  Savile ;  you  go  too  far, 
you y 

But  ere  Bellasis  could  finish  the  sentence, 
Launcelot  was  standing  before  them. 

"Cowardly  slanderer,"  he  cried,  in  a 
voice  scarcely  articulate  from  emotion^ 
*  Hake  that  for  an  answer;"  and  with  his 
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gloved  hand  he  struck  Savile  so  heavy  a 
blow  upon  the  face  as  to  cause  him  to 
stagger  against  the  wall. 

"  And  I  am  for  you,"  cried  a  deep 
voice. 

"  Bellasis  started  as  he  saw  the  elder 
traveller,  of  whose  presence  he  was  un- 
conscious until  that  moment,  confronting 
him,  rapier  in  hand. 

With  a  cry  of  rage  Savile  drew  his  sword, 
^nd  thrust  savagely  at  his  assailant,  but  the 
other  parried  it  and  returned  the  lunge 
with  equal  fierceness.  Bellasis  and  his 
opponent  were  also  hotly  engaged ;  tables 
and  stools  were  overthrown  in  the  scuffle ; 
the  servants,  who  were  drinking  in  another 
room,  hearing  the  clash  of  swords  rushed  in, 
and  ranged  themselves  on  the  sides  of  their 
masters.  The  landlady  and  her  maids  were 
shrieking  in  the  passage,  whither,  well  out 
of  the  reach  of  the  weapons,  her  spouse  had 
betaken  himself,   and   where   he  implored 
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*'  the  brave  gentlemen "  not  to  kill  one 
another. 

In  half  a  dozen  passes  the  stranger 
inflicted  so  severe  a  cut  upon  Bellasis  s  right 
wrist  that  he  compelled  him  to  drop  his 
sword.  Almost  at  the  same  moment 
Savile's  weapon  shivered  to  the  hilt,  and 
Launcelot's  hand  was  upon  his  throat,  his 
rapier  at  his  heart.  But  ere  he  could 
utter  a  word,  one  of  the  serving-men  seized 
him  from  behind,  and  compelled  him  to 
relinquish  his  grip. 

Savile  sprang  to  his  feet — "  Stay,  sir,"  he 
cried,  "  a  tavern  is  no  place  for  a  gentleman 
to  defend  his  honour  ;  we  will  find  a  time 
and  place  more  fitting." 

"It  must  be  speedy  and  near,  then," 
answered  Lamicelot,  who  had  shaken  off  the 
man's  hold,  his  eyes  all  ablaze  with  fury. 
"  You  have  dared  to  traduce  a  lady  in  a 
tavern  before  strangers,  and  your  slander 
should  be  punished  upon  the  spot." 
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"Give  me  your  sword,  Bellasis,"  cried 
Savile. 

"  Hold,  gentlemen,"  said  the  stranger, 
interposing  his  tall  gaunt  form  between  the 
combatants ;  "  you  can  find  a  better  place 
to  finish  your  quarrel  than  this  narrow, 
low-browed  room,  cumbered  with  stools  and 
tables — a  forest  glade  with  the  soft  turf 
beneath  your  feet,  and  space  to  move  your 
swords.  And  you,  young  gentleman," 
turning  to  Launcelot,  "  will  be  better  able 
to  defend  the  lady's  fair  fame  when  you  are 
cooler ;  anger  is  a  bad  fencing-master." 

"  And  who  are  you,  fellow,  that  dare  to 
thrust  your  presence  and  counsel  where 
they  are  not  needed?"  demanded  Savile, 
haughtily. 

"  As  good  a  man  as  you,  Mr.  Savile,  for 
such  I  understand  your  name  to  be,  and  one 
who,  had  he  stood  in  that  young  gentle- 
man's position,  would  have  struck  you  with 
his  da;gger  instead  of  his  fist,  for  he  who  can 
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speak  of  a  woman  as  you  have,  deserves  a 
dog's  death  and  not  a  gentleman's. " 

"  Know  you  whom  you  are  addressing  ?" 
demanded  Savile,  livid  with  passion. 

"  I  should  be  sorry  to  know  you  better. 
If  my  words  offend  you,  I  carry  your  satis- 
faction at  my  side." 

"Stay,  sir,"  interposed  Launcelot,  warmly, 
"  this  quarrel  is  mine,  and  I  need  no  inter- 
ference, nor  will  I  brook  it." 

"You  have  the  prior  claim,  young  sir, 
which  I  am  too  much  of  a  soldier  to 
forestall ;  I  spoke  only  provisionally,  in 
case  Mr.  Savile  should  have  stomach  for  a 
second  bout  after  you  have  done  with 
him;  but  I  shall  be  proud  to  be  your 
second." 

"  With  pleasure,  sir,  if  you  will  tell  me 
your  name,"  replied  Launcelot,  promptly. 

The  stranger  paused  before  he  answered. 
''  Men  know  me  as  Godfrey  Hornby ;  I  am 
a  soldier,  and  was  born  a  gentleman  ;    if 
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that  introduction  is  not  sufficient  I  am  not 
disposed  to  render  any  more." 

"  Meet  me  at  five  this  evening  in  Gra- 
ham's Wood,  and  we  will  find  a  spot  ta 
decide  our  difference,"  said  Savile,  approach- 
ing Launcelot,  and  speaking  in  a  low  voice. 
Then  passing  towards  the  door  he  turned 
round  to  Bellasis,  who  had  fallen  sullenly 
into  the  background,  and  who  with  the 
assistance  of  his  serving-man  was  binding 
his  wounded  hand  with  his  lace  hand- 
kerchief— 

"  Come,"  he  said,  "  let  us  go." 

At  that  moment  the  landlady  hurried  in 
with  a  roll  of  linen  and  begged  permission 
to  bandage  the  wound;  an  attention  he 
somewhat  brusquely  refused,  although  the 
blood  was  fast  soaking  through  the  flimsy 
wrapping. 

He  followed  his  companion  to  the  door, 
stopped  irresolutely,  then  turned  and  ad- 
dressed Launcelot — 
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"  Mr.  Franklin,"  he  said,  "  I  wish  you 
to  understand  that  I  hold  myself  free  of 
the  words  spoken  by  Mr.  Savile,  and  con- 
demn them  as  strongly  as  you  can."  Then 
he  added  haughtily,  "  I  tender  this  as  no 
apology  to  you,  with  whom  nothing  would 
please  me  better  than  to  cross  swords." 

"I  thank  you,  sir,  in  the  lady's  name 
and  my  own  for  your  candour,"  replied 
Launcelot,  bowing  low. 

"  There  is  something  noble  in  that  young- 
fellow, "  said  Hornby,  as  Bellasis  passed  out 
of  the  room,  "  but  his  companion  is  a 
dastardly  hound." 

"Let  me  thank  you,  sir,  for  so  freely 
coming  to  my  assistance,"  said  Launcelot. 

"  I  had  neither  deserved  the  name  of 
soldier  nor  man  had  I  not  done  so. 
But  I  have  some  business  a  httle  way 
hence.  Describe  the  place  where  you 
are  to  meet  this  ruffler  and  I  will  be 
there." 
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Launcelot  gave  the  desired  directions, 
and  with  a  wave  of  his  hand  and  a  "  till  we 
meet  again,"  Hornby  strode  out  of  the 
room,  called  for  his  horse,  which  had  been 
resting  in  the  stable,  and  took  his  depar- 
ture. 

Launcelot  immediately  followed  his  ex- 
ample, amidst  a  long  string  of  regrets  and 
apologies  from  the  landlord,  which  he  very 
quickly  cut  short. 

"  Tush,  tush,  man,  what  have  you  to  do 
with  it,  I  suppose  it  is  not  the  first  brawl 
jou  have  had  in  your  house,  nor  will  it  be 
the  last,  unless  you  very  speedily  give  up 
inn-keeping. " 

As  he  put  his  foot  in  the  stirrup  a  man 
on  horseback  dashed  past  at  a  furious  pace, 
both  horse  and  rider  were  covered  with 
foam  and  dust. 

"Was  not  that  Mr.  Denzil  HoUis  ?" 
inquired  Launcelot,  turning  to  the  host. 


CHAP.  II.]  THE   BRAWL.  43 

"  Yes,  sir,  in  hot  haste  too,  and  by  the 
look  of  his  face  I  should  say  something 
serious  was  the  matter." 

When  Mr.  Frankhn  departed  Roger  and 
his  wife  took  counsel  together.  As  the 
young  gentleman  had  remarked,  brawls  and 
bloodshed  in  taverns  in  that  age  of  duelling 
were  most  frequent  occurrences,  but  the 
awkwardness  of  the  present  affiray  was  that 
it  had  occurred  entirely  between  gentlemen 
of  the  neighbourhood. 

"  I  know  young  Savile  well,"  said  Ap- 
plethwaite  ;  "he  ^vill  have  a  grudge  against 
the  house  as  long  as  he  hves  for  this 
morning's  w^ork,  and  I  have  taken  many 
a  bright  golden  piece  from  him  in  my 
day." 

"If  thou  losest  one  friend  thou  must 
try  and  find  another  to  put  in  his  place," 
answered  the  hostess.  "And  I  will  in- 
struct thee  how.     Give  them  scent  of  this 
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duel  at  Woodhouse,  my  lady  will  be  grate- 
ful to  tliee  for  it,  and  to  please  her  is  to 
please  Sir  Thomas.  Young  Franklin's  a 
favourite  there.  Put  on  thy  jacket,  and  go 
at  once." 


m 


CHAPTER  III. 

SIR   THOMAS   WENTWORTH. 

When  Launcelot  had  departed  the  two 
ladies  walked  slowly  under  the  shadows  of 
the  trees  in  the  opposite  direction  to  that 
which  he  had  taken.  Ethel  could  read  the 
thoughts  that  were  passing  through  Lady 
Went  worth's  mind  and  longed,  yet  knew 
'not  how,  to  enter  upon  an  explanation. 

The  first  words  spoken  gave  her  the 
opportunity. 

"  Did  you  meet  Mr.  Franklin  by  appoint- 
ment ?" 

"  Oh  no,  no,"  she  answered  earnestly ; 
"  indeed,  I  had  no  knowledge  of  his  coming 
or  I  should  have  avoided  the  spot  above  all 
others." 

"  And  why  ?"  inquired  Lady  Wentworth, 
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with  a  sly  look  of  amusement  at  her  intense 
earnestness.  "  I  am  sure  the  young  gentle- 
man is  as  handsome  a  cavalier  as  any 
demoiselle  might  waste  her  time  with. 
Hath  he  not  been  making  love  to  thee, 
child  ?  Nay,  never  look  so  distressed,  there 
is  no  such  great  crime  if  he  has." 

"You forget  what  I  am,  Lady  Arabella," 
answered  Ethel,  sadly — "  a  nameless  depen- 
dant." 

"If  he  has  dared  to  presume  upon  your 

position  to  utter  dishonourable  words " 

began  the  lady,  her  eyes  beginning  to 
flash. 

"  Oh  !  no,"  hastily  interrupted  Ethel ; 
"Launce — Mr.  Franklin  is  the  very  soul 
of  honour.  He  has  asked  me  to  become 
his  wife — but  that,  you  know,  is  impos- 
sible." 

"  Poor  child !"  said  Lady  Wentwoi-th, 
passing  her  arm  round  the  young  girl's 
shoulder  and  pressing  her  to  her  side  with 
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maternal  tenderness.  "It  is  strange  that 
my  lord  will  never  speak  upon  the  subject. 
But  when  he  desires  to  be  silent  you  know 
we  dare  not  press  him." 

"  Perhaps  if  it  were  told  we  should  wish 
it  untold,"  said  Ethel,  thoughtfully. 

Lady  Wentworth  made  no  reply,  and 
they  continued  their  walk  in  meditative 
silence.  Ascending  a  rising  ground  whence, 
by  glancing  through  an  avenue  of  tall  trees 
a  glimpse  of  the  house  could  be  obtained, 
they  took  a  downward  path  which  led  into 
a  covert,  or  rather  thickly  wooded  dell. 

The  day  was  now  at  its  hottest.  All 
Nature  drowsed  beneath  the  excessive  heat ; 
the  languid  leaves  drooped  lazily  and  slept 
upon  the  trees,  occasionally  rousing  with  a 
dreamy  shiver  as  the  warm  zephyrs  stole 
sleepily  among  their  shadowy  masses ;  the 
birds  were  dozing  away  among  the  coolest 
recesses  of  the  foliage ;  all  animation  was 
suspended,  and  the  hot  stillness  was  broken 
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only  by  the  drone  of  the  bee,  that  hottest 
and  drowsiest  of  sounds,  and  the  low  mur- 
mur of  a  narrow  brook,  grown  weak  and 
attenuated  by  long  drought,  that  scarcely 
had  the  strength  to  ripple  over  the  moss- 
covered  stones. 

Upon  a  shelving  bank,  on  the  brink  of 
the  stream,  overshadowed  by  the  wide- 
spreading  branches  of  a  beech,  the  girth  of 
the  trunk  and  towering  height  of  which 
told  of  generations  of  growth,  reclined  the 
figure  of  a  man.  His  dress,  though  of  rich 
materials,  was  grave  and  sombre ;  but  had 
that  form  been  clothed  in  rags  they  could 
not  have  obscured  its  grandeur  and  nobi- 
lity. Still  from  the  canvas  of  Vandyke 
that  majestic  countenance  "  overawes  pos- 
terity" with  more  "than  the  majesty  of 
an  antique  Jupiter."  Around  the  broad, 
haughty  brow  and  the  firmly  set  neck  the 
short  dark  hair  gathered  in  close,  crisp 
curls.      The  large  eyes,  now  softened  by 
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the  reflective  mood,  had  a  world  of  latent 
pride  and  fire  in  their  dark  depths  ;  the 
imperious  lips  and  broad,  massive  jaw  de- 
noted an  iron  will.  But  the  power  and 
harshness  of  the  face  were  softened  by  its 
all-pervading  expression  of  boding  melan- 
choly— not  the  melancholy  of  thought  or 
sorrow^,  but  such  a  tragic  gloom  as  Greek 
painter  or  sculptor  might  have  cast  upon 
the  features  of  an  (Edipus,  a  man  pre- 
doomed  by  the  gods  to  some  terrible  des- 
tiny, and  upon  whom  the  brooding  Fate 
had  already  cast  her  deadly  shadow. 

Sir  Thomas  Wentworth,  for  it  was  he,, 
was  at  this  period  a  man  in  the  very  prime 
of  life,  being  thirty-five  years  of  age. 
Although  born  a  commoner  his  family 
was  ancient  and  honourable,  being  of  that 
untitled  aristocracy  from  which  some  of  the 
noblest  gentlemen  of  England  have  sprung  ; 
and  although  its  scions  could  write  only 
plain   esquire   after  their  names,  the  blood 
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of  John  of  Gaunt,  and  that  of  some  of  the 
noblest  houses  in  England  ran  through 
their  veins. 

Thomas  Wentworth  received  a  liberal 
education  at  St.  John's  College,  Oxford, 
which  he  assiduously  improved  by  private 
study  and  travel,  and  was  known  through- 
out his  life  as  a  man  of  high  intellectual 
attainments,  with  a  fine  taste  in  poetry  and 
every  branch  of  art.  When  about  twenty 
years  of  age  he  married  Lady  Margaret 
Chfford,  the  eldest  daughter  of  the  Earl  of 
Cumberland.  Previous  to  this  event  he 
had  been  knighted  by  King  James.  As 
this  distinction  was  anything  rather  than 
honourable  to  a  gentleman  in  that  reign, 
and  could  be  bought  by  any  person  who 
chose  to  expend  sufficient  money,  it  has 
been  a  matter  of  surprise  that  so  jDroud  a 
man  as  Wentworth,  who  was  so  strongly 
imbued  with  the  pride  of  ancient  lineage, 
should  have  stooped  to  accept,  much  less  to 
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seek,  this  doubtful  honour.  The  proba- 
bilities are  that  he  was  urged  to  it  by  his 
bride's  family. 

On  the  death  of  his  father,  in  1614,  he 
succeeded,  as  eldest  son,  to  an  estate  of  six 
thousand  a  year,  an  ample  fortune  in  those 
days.  A  few  months  afterwards  he  entered 
Parliament.  During  the  next  year  he  was 
appointed  to  the  post  of  custos  rotulorum^ 
or  keeper  of  the  archives  of  the  West 
Riding  of  Yorkshire,  in  the  place  of  Sir 
John  Savile,  who  had  given  offence  at 
Court.  But  Sir  John,  having  made  his 
peace  with  Buckingham,  that  powerful 
favourite  wrote  to  Sir  Thomas  requesting 
him,  in  consideration  of  the  office  having  been 
voluntarily  yielded  to  hijn,  to  restore  it  to  its 
original  owner.  Wentworth  declined  to 
accede  to  this  demand,  replying  that  Sir 
John,  far  from  having  voluntarily  resigned 
the  office,  had  done  so  only  to  avoid  expul- 
sion.      Buckingham    never     forgave    this 
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refusal,  and  from  that  hour  Savile  was 
Wentworth's  most  bitter  foe. 

An  important  event  in  our  hero's  past 
life  was  the  death  of  his  first  wife,  and  his 
marriage  w^ith  Lady  Arabella  HoUis,  the 
daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Clare,  "  a  lady," 
says  Wentworth's  biographer,  Kadcliffe, 
"  exceedingly  comely  and  beautiful,  and 
yet  much  more  lovely  in  the  endowments 
of  her  mind. " 

It  was  about  this  period  "Wentworth's 
public  career  really  commenced.  In  the 
stormy  Parliament  of  King  James's  reign 
he  had  remained  a  silent  and  passive 
member,  supporting  neither  party. 

The  position  and  views  of  Charles  the 
First  upon  ascending  the  throne  are  so  well 
known  to  the  merest  tyro  in  history,  and 
the  latter  will  be  so  fully  developed  in  the 
course  of  this  romance,  that  only  the 
briefest  mention  of  them  will  be  required  in 
this  place.  The  first  Parliament  he  summoned 
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refusing  to  grant  liim  supplies  to  carry  on 
that  war  with  Spain,  into  which  its  prede- 
cessor had  forced  the  late  King,  unless 
certain  concessions  of  prerogative  were 
given  up,  was  speedily  dissolved.  But 
want  of  money  soon  compelled  Charles  to 
€all  together  a  second.  The  same  men, 
more  hostile  than  before,  were  everywhere 
re-elected.  Their  demands  increased.  Two 
of  the  most  prominent  leaders,  Sir  Dudley 
Digges  and  Sir  John  EHot  were  committed 
to  prison.  There  was  a  second  dissolution, 
after  which  the  King  proceeded  to  raise 
money  by  forced  loans. 

It  was  now  that  Sir  Thomas  Wentworth, 
rousing  from  his  strange  political  lethargy, 
ranged  himself  upon  the  popular  side. 
Buckingham,  still  nursing  the  old  grudge 
for  the  Savile  business,  at  once  marked 
him  out  as  a  victim  of  Court  vengeance. 
He  was  deprived  of  his  office  of  custos 
rotulorum,  which  was   given   back   to   its 
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former  possessor,  and  to  render  the  dis- 
missal the  more  humiliating  it  was  tendered 
him  in  the  open  Court  while  he  \vas  dis- 
charging his  functions  as  sheriff.  He  was 
then  called  upon  for  a  compulsory  loan  of 
forty  pounds,  which  he  refused  to  pay;  and 
upon  being  summoned  to  London,  and  per- 
sisting in  his  refusal,  he  was  committed  to 
the  Marshalsea  prison.  Similar  acts  of 
violence  were  perpetrated  throughout  the 
country,  soldiers  were  billeted  in  the  houses 
of  the  recalcitrants,  many  of  whom  were 
pressed  into  the  army  and  navy,  and  sent  to 
fight  against  the  French  at  the  Isle  of  Ehe. 
At  the  beginning  of  the  year  in  which 
this  narrative  opens  (1628),  Charles  was 
necessitated  to  again  have  recourse  to  a 
ParHament.  Wentworth,  having  been  re- 
leased from  confinement,  was  once  more 
returned  for  Yorkshire.  Smarting  under  a 
sense  of  his  injuries,  he  became  one  of  the 
most  eloquent   and   passionate  declaimers 
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against  the  tyranny  of  the  Court,  and  na 
member  more  ardently  supported  the  Peti- 
tion of  Rights  then  under  consideration. 
This,  after  much  evasion  and  double  deal- 
ing on  the  King's  part,  at  length  received 
the  royal  assent.  The  Commons  now  pro- 
ceeded to  examine  into  the  conduct  of  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  with  the  view  of 
censuring  and  impeaching  him.  This  in- 
tention very  quickly  procured  its  dissolu- 
tion, which  took  place  on  June  26th,  1628. 

With  this  brief  retrospect,  we  will  re- 
sume the  thread  of  the  narrative. 

So  absorbed  was  Wentworth  in  the  book 
which  lay  upon  the  grass  before  him,  that 
he  was  unconscious  of  the  presence  of  the 
ladies  until  the  elder  placed  her  hand  ujDon 
his  shoulder. 

The  gloom  disappeared  from  his  brow  as 
his  eyes  fell  upon  the  smiling  face  of  the 
fair  intruder. 

"  Dan  Chaucer  seems  to  have  been  even 
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more  than  usually  interesting  to-day,"  she 
said  archly,  and  pointing  to  the  book  which 
lay  upon  the  grass ;  "  why,  you  were  so 
absorbed  that  you  did  not  hear  our  foot- 
steps. " 

"  A  poor  gross  mortal  like  myself  may 
well  be  pardoned  for  being  unconscious  of 
the  presence  of  fairies,"  he  answered  gal- 
lantly, and  lovmgly  raising  her  hand  to  his 
lips. 

"Is  that  pretty  compliment  borrowed 
from  Chaucer,  my  lord  ?"  she  asked,  a  blush 
stealing  over  her  fair  face;  "but  though 
it  may  suit  Ethel  here,  I  am  afraid  it  is 
not  very  appropriate  to  me,  for  my  propor- 
tions are  not  at  all  fairy-like." 

"  I  would  not  have  thee  other  than  thou 
art,"  he  answered,  winding  his  arm  about 
her,  and  pressing  her  lovingly  to  his  breast. 

The  blush  deepened  into  a  crimson  glow 
as  she  leaned  her  head  upon  his  shoulder 
and  murmured,  "  My  own  dear  lord,  why 
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do  you  steal  away  from  me,  I  am  jealous 
of  every  moment  that  robs  me  of  tliy  pre- 
sence, now  when  thou  ait  only  just  re- 
stored to  me.  Show  me  what  thou  wast 
readuig. " 

"A  story  I  have  often  read  before,  and 
never  tire  of,"  he  answered,  "the  story  of 
patient  Grisel." 

"  I  do  not  like  it,"  replied  the  lady, 
quickly ;  "I  have  patience  neither  with 
her  absurd  meekness,  nor  her  husband's 
brutality." 

"  I'm  afraid,  sweetheart,  were  I  to  put 
thee  to  such  tests  you  would  not  prove  a 
second  Grisel,"  said  Wentworth,  laugh- 
ingly. 

'^No  more,  my  lord,  than  you  would 
prove  a  Lord  Walter.  But  show  me  the 
passage  you  were  looking  so  sombre 
over." 

He  pointed  to  the  page,  and  she  read 
these  sadly  beautiful  lines  : — 
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"  And  though  yonr  greene  youthe  flow'r  as  yet, 
In  creepeth  age,  always  as  still  as  stone, 
And  death  menaceth  every  age,  and  smit 
In  each  estate,  for  there  escapeth  none  ; 
And  all  so  certain  as  we  know  each  one 
That  we  shall  die,  as  uncertain  we  all 
Be  of  that  day  when  death  shall  on  us  fall." 

Lady  Went  worth's  eyes  filled  with 
tears,  and  for  some  moments  there  was 
silence. 

It  was  broken  by  the  clank  of  spurs,  and 
from  the  direction  of  the  house  came  a 
gentleman  whose  boots  and  dusty  attire 
denoted  a  traveller. 

"  It  is  Denzil !  "  cried  Lady  Wentworth, 
with  a  look  of  great  surprise,  and  running 
forward  to  meet  him,  was  the  next  moment 
clasped  in  the  stranger's  arms. 


CHAPTEE  lY. 

DENZIL     HOLLIS. 

The  new-comer  was  a  young  man  who 
could  not  have  been  more  than  thirty  years 
of  age,  but  upon  whose  calm,  handsome  face 
was  a  gravity  beyond  his  years. 

'^  This  is  indeed  an  unexpected  pleasure," 
said  Wentworth,  grasping  his  hand  as  soon 
as  he  had  freed  himself  from  the  lady's  em- 
brace ;  "  you  look  fatigued.  Arabella,  see 
to  your  brother's  entertainment " 

"  Time  enough  for  that,  Wentworth,"  in- 
terrupted Denzil,  quickly  ;  "  before  I  touch 
bit  or  sup  I  have  news  for  your  private 
ear." 

The  lady  grew  pale  as  she  inquired,  "  No 
ill  news,  I  trust !  no  new  misfortune  to  my 
lord " 
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"  None  to  him,''  answered  Denzil,  empha- 
tically ;  ^'  indeed,  perhaps  to  him  it  may- 
prove  quite  the  contrary " 

"  Thank  Heaven  !"  she  ejaculated. 

"Nevertheless,  my  news  is  grave." 

"  Leave  us,  sweetheart,"  said  Went- 
worth ;  "I  perceive  your  brother  desires 
private  converse  with  me ;  we  shall  soon 
join  you ;  in  the  meantime,  see  that  a 
repast  is  made  ready  for  him." 

"  Since  the  ill  news  is  not  ill  to  my  lord, 
I  have  no  care  to  know  it,"  replied  the 
lady ;  then  turning  to  Ethel — who  had 
retired  a  little  way  among  the  trees,  she 
said — "  Come,  we  will  go,  and  prepare  for 
their  return." 

Denzil  raised  his  hat  to  the  young  girl, 
as  she  passed,  with  a  cold  and  distant 
politeness,  to  which  she  replied  by  a 
modest  curtsy  as  she  followed  her 
patroness. 

"  Now  for  your  news  ?"  said  Went  worth 
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anxiously,  as  the  ladies'  forms  receded 
among  the  trees. 

"Prepare  yourself  for  a  great  shock — 
the  Duke  of  Buckingham  has  been  assassi- 
nated." 

"Great  heavens!"  ejaculated  Went- 
worth.  "  How — when — where  did  this^ 
happen  ?" 

"  The  reports  are  confused  and  contradic- 
tory, but  as  far  as  I  can  gather,  he  was 
stabbed  in  the  streets  of  Portsmouth  just 
as  he  was  about  to  embark  for  France,  by  a 
man  who  had  formerly  been  in  the  army 
under  his  command." 

"  The  Duke  of  Buckingham  assassinated," 
murmured  Wentworth,  in  the  tone  of  a 
man  unable  to  reahse  an  idea  suddenly  pre- 
sented to  his  mind.  "Can  it  be  possible. 
And  how  did  the  King  receive  the  news  ?" 

"  Strangely.  He  was  at  prayers  when 
one  of  the  courtiers  burst  suddenly  into  the 
room,  and  whispered  it  in  his  ear." 
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"  The  shock  must  have  been  terrible." 

"  Not  at  all — or  seemmgly  not  so.  I  have 
been  told  by  one  who  was  present  that  the 
King  never  changed  countenance,  never 
moved  a  muscle,  but  calmly  continued  his 
devotions  to  the  end,  then  rose  from  his 
knees  and  hastily  left  the  room  without  a 
word.  One  might  almost  imagine  the  news 
was  no  shock  to  him." 

The  King  is  not  the  man  to  betray  his 
feelings  in  public  ;  unless  we  could  have 
penetrated  into  the  solitude  of  his  chamber, 
it  would  be  impossible  to  tell  how  he  bore 
it. 

"  Now  is  our  opportunity,"  said  HoUis, 
speaking  rapidly;  "we  must  bestir  our- 
selves without  loss  of  time,  before  some  new 
enemy  gains  the  King's  ear.  I  wish  you 
to  return  with  me  to  London." 

"  For  what  purpose  ?"  inquired  Went- 
worth,  absently. 

"  To  meet  Pym  and  the  others,  that  we 
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may  take  counsel  together  upon  this  crisis. 
I  have  proposed  you  for  our  leader." 

"  You  have  done  wrong,  then." 

"  How  so  ?  What  man  more  fitted  to  be 
the  leader  of  the  Parliament  party  ?' 

"  I  am  no  demagogue." 

"  Nor  I ;  King  Charles  has  no  more  loyal 
subject  than  I,  and  it  is  my  very  loyalty 
that  renders  me  desirous  to  free  him  from 
those  evil  counsellors  who  would  sway  him 
towards  despotism." 

''  I  believe  you  to  be  a  good  and  true 
man,  HolHs,"  replied  Wentworth,  earnestly, 
"  desirous  only  to  restrain  the  Royal  pre- 
rogative within  those  just  bounds  laid 
down  by  our  ancestors  ;  but  I  fear  you  are 
associated  mth  men  who  look  far  beyond 
that  goal,  who  cherish  thoughts  they  dare 
not  breathe  yet,  men  who  would  wholly 
subvert  the  royal  power.  With  such  I  will 
not  ally  myself  " 

"  But    why    should    you    suspect   such 
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designs  in  any  of  our  friends  ?  Not  from 
their  words,  surely,  for  wlio  among  them 
have  spoken  out  more  boldly  than  you? 
Might  not  some  other,  with  equal  justice, 
impute  similar  secret  thoughts  to  you  ?" 

"  I  grant  my  utterances  have  gone  beyond 
my  meaning ;  that  my  passionate  temper  has 
led  my  tongue  astray,  and  engendered  false 
notions  in  many  minds  ;  therefore  it  is  the 
more  my  duty  to  correct  such  impressions 
and  stand  aloof  from  those  men  with  whose 
principles  I  have  no  real  sympathy,  though 
appearing  to  have." 

"  What  are  we  to  understand  from  this 
sudden  tergiversation  ?"  demanded  Hollis. 

"  That  word  in  no  wise  applies  to  me, 
Mr.  Hollis,"  replied  Wentworth,  haughtily. 
"  I  am  not  answerable  to  those  who  mis- 
understand me.  The  man  in  whose  veins 
flows  the  flood  of  the  Plantagenets  and  the 
Tudors,  could  not  be  so  false  to  his  race  as 
to  desire  the  elevation  of  the  common  herd 
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above  those  whom  God  has  created  their 
masters.  I  hold  loyalty  to  our  lawful 
sovereign  to  be  the  truest  and  noblest 
instinct  of  the  human  soul,  all  the  more 
noble  since  it  cannot  be  grasped  by  that 
reason  which  leads  men  to  even  doubt  the 
existence  of  God.  Oppressed  and  insulted 
by  minions,  who  took  the  King's  name  in 
vain,  I  resisted  their  usurped  authority, 
and  asserted  my  own  right  and  dignity,  as 
the  barons  of  old  did  in  Magna  Charta. 
The  King  has  granted  us  a  second  Charter 
in  the  Petition  of  Right — has  granted  all 
for  which  we  contended.  He  has  redressed 
our  wrongs,  and  I  for  one  desire  no  more." 

Throughout  his  speech  Hollis  gazed  at 
him  with  his  calm  penetrating  eyes  which 
"Wentworth  met  with  his  own  fierce  orbs  in 
a  look  as  steadfast. 

"He  redressed  them  under  coercion,'^ 
replied  HoUis,  "  and  he  will  seize  the  first 
opportunity  to  cancel  his  bond.    The  ruling 

VOL.  I.  5 


'66  AT  WENT  WORTH- WOODHOUSE.       [book  i. 

idea  of  Charles  Stuart  is  to  make  the 
English  monarchy  absolute,  and  no  more 
perilous  thought  could  enter  the  brain  of 
an  English  monarch." 

"There  is  no  form  of  government  on 
earth  so  perfect  as  the  rule  of  a  wise,  just, 
and  good  king  unshackled  by  the  discordant 
councils  of  fools  and  demagogues,"  replied 
Wentworth,  his  eyes  lighting  up  with 
enthusiasm. 

"  But  kings  are  neither  wise,  just,  nor 
good,"  answered  Hollis,  cynically. 

"And  what  is  this  Parliament  which 
aspires  to  fetter  the  royal  will  and  usurp 
the  Government  of  England  ?"  burst  forth 
Wentworth,  passionately.  "Is  it  noble, 
high-souled,  intellectual,  unselfish  ?  No  ! 
It  is  but  a  common  cry  of  curs,  a  rabble  of 
canting  schismatics,  levellers,  Utopians, 
malcontents,  innovators  urged  by  arro- 
gance, greed,  poverty,  feverish  longing  for 
change  ;  to  yield  to  their  desires  is  but  to 
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make  them  raven  for  more — no  concessions 
could  close  their  greedy  maws." 

"  You  seem  to  forget  that  only  a  few 
months  ago  you  yourself  was  one  of  the 
loudest  in  this  common  cry  of  curs,  as  you 
please  to  caU.  it,"  replied  HoUis,  drily. 

"  And  were  it  to  do  again  I  should  do  it. 
I  was  wronged,  insulted,  oppressed,  and  I 
stood  forth  to  champion  my  own  injuries 
and  those  of  others.  I  then  believed  I  was 
consorting  with  loyal  men ;  but  I  heard 
whispers,  words,  hints  among  them,  think- 
ing me  one  of  themselves,  that  revealed  to 
me  their  true  designs  and  determined  me 
to  break  with  them  for  ever.  You  are 
indeed  obtuse  of  perception  if  you  cannot 
understand  the  difference  between  my 
principles  and  those  of  such  men  as  these." 

There  was  silence  for  a  moment,  and  then 
Hollis  spoke  in  a  deeper  and  more  earnest 
voice  than  he  had  yet  assumed. 

"It  is  you  who  are  obtuse,  not  I,"  he 

5 — 2 
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said,  "  for  you  cannot  read  the  ^viiting 
upon  the  wall ;  you  are  bhnd  to  that  new 
era  which  is  dawning  upon  the  land,  great 
changes  are  near,  are  inevitable,  which  you 
can  no  more  arrest  than  you  can  the  trans- 
mutations of  Nature.  The  old  boundaries  of 
law,  government,  and  society,  are  fast  dis- 
appearing, the  days  of  the  divine  right  of 
kings,  of  aristocratic  exclusiveness,  are 
drawing  to  a  close;  it  is  madness  to  oppose 
our  weak  bodies  to  the  rush  of  the  new 
ideas,  we  must  suffer  ourselves  to  be  carried 
on  the  stream  or  be  overwhelmed  beneath 
it." 

''The  Spartans,  who  held  the  j^^ss  of 
Thermopylae,  knew  that  the  Persian  host 
must  in  time  overwhelm  them,  but  they 
stood  not  the  less  firm,  and  won  immortal 
glory.  Such  counsel  well  befits  a  convert 
to  the  new  ideas  and  shows  their  value. 
These  scarecrows,  conjured  up  by  your 
imagination,  do  not  frighten  me ;  like  the 
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shadows  that  terrify  children,  they  disap- 
pear before  those  who  have  courage  to 
face  them.  But  be  it  even  as  you  say,  let 
the  flood  come,  I  would  rather  be  whelmed 
beneath  it  than,  like  a  coward,  be  drifted 
into  shame  and  anarchy.  But  enough  of 
politics,  Arabella  will  be  waiting  us.  You 
know  my  fixed  resolve,  and  henceforth, 
as  you  value  my  friendship,  let  the  subject 
be  a  forbidden  one  between  us.     Come." 

Wentworth  led  the  way  and,  with  down- 
cast eyes  and  sombre  looks,  Denzil  silently 
followed. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  DUEL. 

A  FEW  minutes'  walk  brought  them  to  the 
avenue  which  fronted  the  house,  at  the  end 
of  which  was  a  low  terrace,  approached  by 
three  steps,  and  beyond  that  a  gravelled 
court-yard.  The  house,  which  had  been 
erected  by  Sir  Thomas's  grandfather  during 
the  latter  part  of  the  preceding  century, 
formed  three  sides  of  a  quadrangle,  and  was 
built  of  dark  brick  in  the  prevailing  Tudor 
style.  Such  picturesque  old  dwellings, 
with  their  gabled  roofs,  their  stone  shafted 
muUioned  windows  and  perched  doorways, 
are  still  too  familiar  to  the  traveller  in 
every  county  of  England  to  call  for  special 
description.  Cool  and  peaceful  it  looked 
in  its  dark  shadows  with  the  bright,  blue 
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sky   above   and   the    golden    sunlight    all 
around. 

Lady  Wentworth,  who  had  been  watch- 
ing their  return  from  one  of  the  windows, 
was  waiting  in  the  entrance  to  receive- 
them. 

They  passed  through  a  large,  lofty  stone^ 
hall,  Hghted  by  long  narrow  windows  upon 
which  were  painted  the  numerous  quarter- 
ings  of  the  Wentworth  shield.  Against 
the  walls  hung  trophies  of  the  chase  and  the 
battle-field ;  ancient  boar-spears,  antlers, 
bulls'  horns,  muskets,  crossbows,  and  long- 
bows, battle-axes  and  two-handed  swords 
which  had  been  wielded  by  Crusaders  ;  a 
bowing  line  of  domestics  was  drawn  across 
the  hall,  for  Sir  Thomas  was  punctiliously 
exacting  m  forms  and  ceremonies. 

Ascending  a  broad  oaken  staircase,  with 
large  carved  balusters,  which  formed  a 
square  shaft  from  the  basement  to  the  top- 
most story,  they  entered  a  noble  corridor 
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and  thence  passed  into  a  spacious  ob- 
long apartment ;  down  the  centre  was  a 
table  at  which  a  hundred  people  might 
have  dined.  On  one  side  were  five  oriel 
windows  upon  which  were  again  stained 
the  shields  of  the  various  noble  families 
into  which  the  Wentworths  had  married, 
and  which  cast  bright  patches  of  many- 
coloured  sunlights  over  floor  and  furniture. 
On  the  other  side  was  a  huge  fireplace  with 
elaborately  carved  mantelpiece  ;  the  walls 
were  of  dark  oak,  divided  into  panels 
carved  in  the  shape  of  honeycombs,  and  in 
the  centre  of  each  the  Wentworth  cypher. 
Ranged  above  was  a  number  of  stiff-looking 
portraits,  some  by  Holbein,  others  of  much 
earlier  date,  of  the  dead  Wentworths,  grim 
warriors  in  complete  steel  of  the  Plantagenet 
days,  or  beruffed  and  bevelveted  courtiers 
of  the  Tudor  Court ;  ladies  young  and  old, 
ugly  and  beautiful,  some  in  the  graceful, 
flowing  dress  of  the  Middle  Ages,  others  in 
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the  rufF  and  stomacher  of  Elizabeth.  At 
the  further  end  was  an  antique  oak  cabinet 
surmounted  by  a  beautiful  Venetian  mirror 
that  reflected  half  the  room,  and  velvet 
stools  or  straight -backed,  grim  chairs,  upon 
which  had  rested  the  bodies  of  more  than 
one  generation,  completed  the  furniture. 

A  cloth  was  spread  upon  one  end  of 
the  huge  table,  upon  which  was  laid  the 
remains  of  a  large  venison  pasty  and  an 
innnense  piece  of  cold  beef,  together  with 
bread,  oaten  cakes,  a  black  jack  of  potent 
ale,  and  a  flagon  of  Burgundy.  Although  it 
was  but  a  little  past  two  the  family  dinner 
had  been  cleared  some  time ;  for  in  those 
days  the  dinner  answered  to  our  luncheon, 
although  a  much  heavier  meal,  while  the 
supper  hour  was  scarcely  as  late  as  that 
of  the  present  fashionable  dinner.  Beside 
the  table  stood  two  serving-men  to  carve 
and  wait  upon  the  guest. 

"  Why,  fair  sister,"  cried  Denzil,  laugh- 
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ing,  "  thou  hast  provided  me  with  good 
cheer  and  waiters  enough  to  feed  half  a 
dozen  aldermen/' 

*' We  are  old-fashioned  people  at  Wood- 
house,  Wentworth,  and  follow  ancestral 
customs,"  answered  Sir  Thomas,  a  little 
stiffly ;  ''  your  London  luncheons  and 
meagre  dishes  would  not  satisfy  our  York- 
shire stomachs,  neither  would  your  free 
manners,  which  scarcely  distinguish  the 
gentleman  from  the  lacquey.  The  honour 
we  expect  in  our  own  persons  we  bestow 
upon  our  guests." 

*'  Nay,  nay,  good  brother,"  replied  Denzil, 
good-humouredly,  "I  meant  not  to  fling  at 
your  board  or  your  ceremony,  I  spoke  but 
thoughtlessly ;  I  am  no  admirer  of  kick- 
shaws, and  I  love  orderliness  in  my  house- 
hold. And  I  have  an  appetite  besides 
that  will  do  justice  to  your  entertain- 
ment." 

And  he  set  to  work  upon   the   viands. 
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before  him  mth  a  hearty  good-will  that 
showed  he  spoke  truly. 

Throwing  his  arm  round  her  waist  Went- 
worth  led  his  wife  into  the  recesses  of  one 
of  the  windows. 

"Sweetheart,"  he  said,  smihng  lovingly 
at  her,  "  I  know  by  the  curious  look  upon 
thy  face  thou  art  longing  to  know  thy 
brother's  errand." 

"  Indeed,  my  lord "  she  began,  de- 
preciatingly. 

"  Tut,  tut,  never  deny  it — it  is  but 
natural.  His  news  is  grave.  Like  the 
shock  of  an  earthquake  it  is  vibrating 
through  the  whole  land,  it  will  change  the 
policy  of  nations,  it  may  bring  much  good, 
or  it  may  be  productive  of  great  evils,  na 
one  can  tell  yet.  I  see  by  thy  pale  face  I 
must  not  keep  you  longer  in  suspense,  your 
brother  has  come  hither  then  to  warn  me 
of  a  tragic  event — the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
has  been  assassinated." 
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"  Great  heavens,  how  terrible  !"  she 
ejaculated.  But  the  next  moment  she 
added  in  the  tone  of  one  uttering  an  invo- 
luntary thought,  "  He  was  your  bitterest 
enemy." 

"  And  therefore  deserved  his  fate,  you 
think,"  said  Wentworth,  smiling.  '^  Nay, 
nay,  I  was  only  jesting,"  he  added, 
interrupting  her  remonstrance.  "  But 
nevertheless  there  spake  the  true 
woman,  whose  first  thoughts  are  ever  for 
husband,  children,  kin ;  states  may  be 
shaken,  kingdoms  overturned  so  that  they 
be  safe." 

"  And  dost  thou  think  that  to  be  a  fault 
in  us  ?" 

"  I  fear  I  do  not  in  my  heart,"  he  rephed, 
playing  with  the  curls  upon  her  forehead  ; 
"  I  must  even  confess  I  prefer  a  loving  to  a 
patriot  wife." 

At  that  moment  a  serving-man  entered 
the  apartment,  and  advancing  within  a  few 
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paces  of  his  master,  made  an  obeisance 
and  stood  waiting  to  be  asked  his 
errand. 

"  Speak,  what  is  it  V  inquired  his  master, 
turning  to  him. 

"  If  you  please.  Sir  Thomas,  Eoger 
Applethwaite  is  below  and  wishes  to  see 
her  ladyship. '' 

"  To  see  me !  Art  sure  it  is  not  Sir 
Thomas  ?" 

''  Quite  sure,  my  lady,  I  put  the  question 
to  him." 

"  I  will  go  and  see  him,"  said  Went- 
worth. 

"  No,  no,  my  lord,  let  me  go,  it  is  doubt- 
less to  ask  me  to  intercede  with  you  for 
some  favour,  the  poor  fellow  will  be  out  of 
countenance  if  you  go. " 

"Well,  well,  have  thy  way,  thou  art  a 
good  creature." 

In  a  few  moments  she  returned  looking 
very  much  agitated. 
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"  What  is  the  matter  T'  he  asked, 
quickly. 

"Oh,  my  lord,  John  Savile  and  Mr. 
Franklin  are  about  to  j&ght  a  duel." 

"  Well,  is  it  so  very  unusual  for  two  hot- 
blooded  young  men  to  cross  swords  that 
you  should  be  thus  alarmed  ?" 

"  But  it  is  on  account  of  our  Ethel." 

"  What  do  you  mean ;  explain  ?"  he 
cried,  his  brow  darkening. 

''Savile  spoke  some  opprobrious  words 
against  her.  Franklin  struck  him  in  the 
face,  and  they  fought  in  Appleth  waiters  room; 
■one  of  the  swords  was  broken,  and  then  an 
assignation  was  made  for  five  this  evening, 
somewhere  near  Graham's  farm.  We  must 
prevent  this  meeting,  or  there  will  be 
bloodshed." 

"  So  not  content  with  wreaking  their 
malice  upon  me,  these  Saviles  must  cast 
shameful  words  upon  the  w^omen  of  my 
household,"     he     muttered     through     his 
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clenched  teeth.  "  Let  them  beware  they 
goad  me  not  too  far,  or  they  may  as 
well  have  all  the  devils  hi  hell  let  loose 
upon  them." 

"  Will  you  not  try  to  prevent  this  meet- 
ing, my  lord  ?"  she  inquired  timidly,  for 
even  she  feared  liim  when  his  passions 
were  roused. 

"  No ;  let  Franklin  kill  the  viper !  kill 
him,  kill  him!" 

His  eyes  were  all  ablaze  now,  and  he 
emphasised  the  word  "  kiQ"  by  fiercely 
striking  the  hilt  of  his  sword  with  his 
hand,  as  though  he  were  driving  the 
weapon  through  the  body  of  his  foe. 

"What  is  the  matter,  brother?"  asked 
Denzil,  joining  them. 

"  Are  they  equally  matched  ?"  he  in- 
quired, when  his  sister  had  answered  his 
question. 

"  If  there  bean  advantage,  it  is  upon  the 
side    of    Franklin,"    repHed    Wentworth, 


80  AT  WENTWORTH-WOODHOUSE.       [book  i. 

striding  up  and  down.  "  I  would  I  had 
been  there,  I  would  have  crammed  my 
sword  down  his  foul  throat." 

"  If  the  springalds  be  well  matched  let 
them  be/'  said  Denzil,  carelessly. 

"But  think  of  the  scandal — Ethel's 
name "  urged  the  lady. 

*'I  should  imagine  the  young  lady  ought 
to  feel  herself  honoured  to  be  the  subject 
of  such  an  encounter,"  interposed  Denzil, 
roughly ;  "  better  demoiselles  than  she 
have  been  treated  with  as  little  ceremony 
by  scandalous  tongues." 

"  I  know  not  that,"  replied  Went  worth, 
haughtily ;  "as  my  ward,  she  owns  no 
better." 

"  It  must  be  admitted  that  that  is  a 
point  upon  which  you  alone  are  informed," 
replied  Denzil,  significantly. 

"  And  my  knowledge  is  a  sufficient 
guarantee  for  my  word,"  was  the  answer. 

"  My  lord — Denzil  be  not  angry,"  inter- 
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posed  Lady  Wentworth,  anxiously.  '*  At 
such  a  time  as  this  we  should  not  think 
•of  ourselves  but  of  the  brave  youth  who 
is  about  to  risk  his  life  for  the  honour  of 
our  house.'' 

"  You  are  right,  Arabella,"  answered 
Wentworth,  with  a  sudden  change  of  tone ; 
*'the  quarrel  is  mine,  it  would  ill  become 
me  to  permit  a  stranger  to  peril  his  life  for 
the  fair  name  of  one  who  is  beneath  my 
protection,  and  I  stand  idly  by." 

And  he  made  a  movement  to  depart. 
Lady  Wentworth  grew  paler  and  clasped 
his  arm. 

"  There  is  no  necessity  for  you  to  go, 
Denzil  will  go  ;  you  know  how  hot-blooded 
you  are,  your  quarrels  with  these  Saviles 
have  brought  troubles  and  anxiety  enough 
upon  us  already." 

''  Go  thy  ways,  child ;  attend  to  thy 
household  duties  and  leave  such  business 
^s  this  to  your  husband  who  understands  it 
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better,"  answered  Wentworth,  with  a  touch 
of  sternness  in  his  tone. 

She  unloosed  her  hold,  for  she  knew  it 
was  useless  to  oppose  that  relentless  will. 

"  I  will  go  with  him,  Arabella,"  said 
Denzil,  readily. 

"  I  leave  him  in  your  hands,  brother," 
said  Lady  Wentworth,  holding  him  back 
for  a  moment,  '^  restrain  his  rashness,  do 
not  let  him  plunge  into  this  quarrel." 

"  I  will  do  my  best  for  your  sake,  sister, 
but  you  know  his  selfwill." 

When  the  two  gentlemen  had  departed 
the  lady  was  joined  by  a  face  white  and 
anxious  as  her  own.  It  was  Ethel's  ;  her 
waiting-woman  had  just  brought  her  the 
news. 

"We  must  prevent  this  meeting,"  she 
said,  in  great  excitement ;  "  were  aught  of 
evil  to  fall  upon  Sir  Thomas,  I  should  eter- 
nally reproach  myself  as  the  cause." 

"  What  can  we  do  V 
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"  Follow  tliem  to  the  spot ;  they  cannot 
fight  in  our  presence." 

"But  my  lord  would  never  forgive  me 
such  an  act." 

"  You  shall  not  go,  I  will  go  alone — let 
his  anger  fall  upon  me." 

Lady  Wentworth  regarded  her  in  ama,ze- 
ment ;  this  girl  ever  so  gentle,  so  shrinking 
from  all  notice,  was  suddenly  roused  to 
a  courage  and  resolution  she  feared  to 
imitate. 

"You  are  right,  Ethel,  we  vnll  go,"  she- 
said,  after  a  little  consideration  ;  "I  must 
brave  his  anger  when  his  safety  is  con- 
cerned." 

Graham  s  Wood  was  a  straggling  piece 
of  copse  skirting  a  narrow  lane,  and  about 
two  miles  from  Woodhouse.  The  gentle- 
men's horses  soon  carried  them  thither, 
and  as  they  entered  the  lane  the  clash 
of  swords  told  them  the  combat  had 
already  commenced.     Darting  through  the 
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trees,  followed  by  Hollis,  Wentworth  came 
to  a  clearing  where  four  men,  whose  horses 
were  tied  to  the  neighbouring  trees,  were 
engaged  in  cut  and  thrust,  and  so  swiftly 
•did  their  swords  gleam  in  the  sunlight  that 
they  seemed  flashes  of  lightning.  But 
before  the  combatants  could  be  conscious  of 
the  interruption,  the  duel  of  one  of  the  two 
pairs  was  brought  to  an  end.  The  ground 
was  rough  and  uneven,  and  here  and  there 
straggling  root  fibres  rose  out  of  the  parched 
shallow  soil ;  in  parrying  a  lunge,  Launce- 
lot's  foot  struck  against  one  of  these  ob- 
structions— he  stumbled,  missed  his  guard 
— the  next  instant  his  adversary's  sword 
was  passed  through  his  body.  But  Savile 
had  thrust  with  such  savage  eagerness  as 
to  leave  his  own  person  unguarded,  and, 
in  consequence,  almost  ran  upon  his  oppo- 
nent's point  which  pierced  the  fleshy  part 
of  his  neck.  Thus  both  were  placed  hors 
de  combat  at  the  same  moment. 
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The  two  seconds  perceiving  this  state  of 
affairs,  disengaged,  and  each  ran  to  his 
principal.  As  the  man  who  styled  him- 
self Godfrey  Hornby  knelt  on  one  side  of 
Launcelot,  Wentworth  stooped  over  him  on 
the  other.     Their  eyes  met. 

Hornby  start-ed  back,  for  in  the  excite- 
ment he  had  been,  until  then,  unconscious 
of  another  presence.  But  the  momentary 
surprise  was  as  instantly  succeeded  by 
another  expression — recognition. 

Upon  Wentworth^s  features  was  pictured 
far  greater  astonishment. 

"  You  here !"  he  exclaimed. 

"Yes,  to  seek  you.  But  suppress  your 
amazement,  feign  not  to  know  me — we 
will  find  an  opportunity  to  speak  here- 
after." 

Hornby  spoke  in  a  low,  rapid  voice, 
while  bending  his  head  low  over  the  pros- 
trate body,  and  was  unheard  by  any  one, 
save  the  person  whom  he  addressed. 
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Launcelot  had  fainted  and  the  blood  was 
flowing  fast  from  a  wound  in  his  side. 
Hornby  tore  open  his  doublet  and  examined 
the  hurt  with  the  eye  of  a  man  well  used 
to  such  sights. 

"  It  has  not  penetrated  a  vital  part,  thank 
Heaven,"  he  said,  "  but  it  is  an  ugly  thrust, 
and  it  will  be  many  a  week  before  he  can 
handle  a  sword  again.  But  we  must  stop 
the  haemorrhage  or  he'll  bleed  to  death." 

"Lend  me  your  horse,"  cried  HoUis, 
*'  and  I  will  go  and  fetch  assistance." 

While  he  galloped  away  Wentworth  and 
Hornby  employed  themselves,  by  means  of 
handkerchiefs  and  bandages  torn  from  their 
linen,  to  stanch  the  life  stream  that  was 
so  rapidly  ebbing  away  from  Launcelot 's 
bosom. 

While  thus  engaged  they  heard  a  voice 
say,  "  Here  they  are,  my  lady.'* 

And  as  Wentworth  raised  his  head  his 
eyes  fell  upon  Ethel  and  his  wife.      The 
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younger  lady  pressed  forward  and  uttered 
^  cry  of  terror  as  she  saw  the  senseless 
body  lying  in  a  pool  of  blood. 

"Oh,  God,  he  is  killed!" 

"  No,  he  has  only  fainted,"  replied 
Wentworth. 

''But  why  are  you  here — this  is  most 
unseemly,  most " 

Here  Ethel  interrupted  his  stem  tones, 
which  were  addressed  to  Lady  Wentworth. 

"  I  alone  am  to  be  blamed — it  is  my 
wilfulness " 

Her  voice  failed  her,  and  she  would  have 
fallen  to  the  ground  had  not  Hornby,  who 
observed  her  stagger,  sprung  up  and  caught 
her  in  his  arms.  A  strange  expression 
stole  over  his  rough  features  as  he  gazed 
upon  the  beautiful  pale  face  that  rested 
upwards  upon  his  shoulder,  and  so  absorbed 
did  he  become  in  its  contemplation  that  he 
started  when  one  of  Wentworth's  serving- 
men  came  forward  to  reheve  him  of  his 
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burden,  and  his  eyes  followed  her  with  a 
long,  lingering  yet  troubled  look  as  she  was 
transferred  to  the  care  of  her  protectress. 

In  the  meantime  Went  worth  had  ad- 
vanced towards  Savile  who  was  reclining 
against  a  bank  whither  his  second,  Bellasis, 
had  contrived  to  bear  him  and  bandage  his 
wound. 

"  Had  it  been  my  sword,  John  Savile, 
instead  of  Mr.  Franklin's,  you  would  have 
been  a  dead  man  by  this  time,''  said  Went- 
worth,  standing  over  him,  his  dark  face 
full  of  hatred.  "  But  I  am  glad  that  it  is 
as  it  is,  it  may  reserve  your  punishment  for 
me." 

"You  see  that  Mr.  Savile  is  miable  ta 
speak,"  cried  Bellasis,  firing  up,  "but  I  will 
answer  for  him  that  he  will  be  ready  to- 
respond  to  your  challenge  as  soon  as  he 
has  the  strength  to  do  so.  Or  if  you 
crave  for  haste  I  am  ready  to  be  his 
substitute." 
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Wentworth  deigned  no  reply,  but  turned 
upon  his  heel  with  a  look  of  withering  con- 
tempt. 

"  I  must  speak  with  you  to-night  and 
alone,"  said  Hornby  in  his  ear. 

"Be  in  the  park  avenue  at  nine,  then," 
repUed  Wentworth  in  the  same  tone. 

Hornby  made  a  sign  of  assent,  mounted 
his  horse  and  disappeared  among  the  trees. 

Soon  afterwards  Hollis  returned  with 
four  country  fellows  whom  he  had  found 
working  in  a  field.  A  litter  of  branches 
was  constructed,  upon  which  Launcelot  was 
laid,  still  insensible,  and  borne  towards 
Woodhouse. 
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CHAPTER  YI. 

SUMMONED   BY   THE   KING. 

At  her  husband's  request  Lady  Wentworth, 
accompanied  by  Ethel  and  the  serving-man, 
went  on  in  advance  to  prepare  for  the 
reception  of  the  patient,  who  was  to  be 
conveyed  to  Woodhouse,  as  being  much 
nearer  than  his  own  house.  It  was  a  long 
and  tedious  task  carrying  the  wounded 
man  on  that  rude  litter  over  the  rough 
roads  and  the  uneven  undulating  park 
ground.  Once  a  heavy  jolt  caused  the 
wound  to  re-open,  and  they  had  to  halt  to 
rebind  it. 

The  blue  of  the  sky  had  turned  to  purple, 
and  the  golden  sunlight  to  crimson  by  the 
time  they  arrived  at  the  house.  The  young 
man,  still  insensible,  was  conveyed  to  bed, 
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his  wounds  were  now  carefully  dressed,  and 
without  any  medical  aid,  for  in  those  days 
sword  cuts  and  thrusts  were  such  common 
ills  that  most  people,  especially  ladies, 
knew  how  to  treat  them  as  well  as  an 
army  surgeon  nowadays. 

This  being  done  a  messenger  was  des- 
patched to  Sir  Richard  Franklin  to  inform 
him  of  the  accident  that  had  befallen  his 
son,  and  to  allay  his  natural  apprehensions 
as  far  as  possible  by  assurances  that  he  was 
in  no  danger  and  would  be  well  tended. 

When  the  messenger  returned  he  was 
accompanied  by  Sir  Richard.  There  was 
little  sociability  between  the  two  neigh- 
boiu-s.  Wentworth  was  a  staunch  Church- 
man, the  other,  as  we  have  before  stated,  a 
rigid  Puritan,  differences  quite  sufficient  in 
those  days  to  render  them  foes.  In  neither 
person,  however,  had  feelings  risen  to 
positive  enmity,  although  Mr.  Blatherwick 
had    once  referred  in  unmistakable  terms 
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to  the  owner  of  Woodhouse  as  an  enemy 
of  Israel,  and  had  denounced  the  intimacy 
between  Launcelot  and  the  Went  worths  as 
a  consorting  with  the  children  of  Baal ! 

The  meeting  between  visitor  and  host 
was  cold  and  ceremonious.  By  the  time 
of  the  former's  arrival  Launcelot  had  re- 
covered consciousness,  but  was  too  weak 
from  excessive  loss  of  blood  to  speak.  A 
faint  smile  of  recognition  crossed  his  face  as 
his  eyes  fell  upon  his  father's  cold,  harsh 
features,  in  which  sour  asceticism  had 
crushed  all  human  feeling,  and  he  tried  to 
lift  his  hand,  but  was  incapable  of  such 
exertion. 

"  How  did  this  happen  ?"  inquired  Sir 
Eichard  of  Hollis,  who  was  standing  beside 
the  bed. 

"  There  has  been  a  duel  between  him  and 
young  Savile,  both  are  severely  wounded, 
your  son  the  worst  of  the  two  ;  but  do  not 
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be  •uneasy,  the  sword  has  not  touched  any 
vital  part  and  his  excessive  prostration  is 
due  to  haemorrhage." 

"  Were  you  present  ?" 

"  I  and  Sir  Thomas  came  up  in  time  to 
see  both  fall." 

"  And  you  made  no  attempt  to  prevent 
this  barbarous  and  unchristian  act  ?" 

"There  you  mistake,"  replied  Hollis; 
*'both  myself  and  my  good  brother  here 
went  to  prevent  this  meeting." 

"  And  what  was  the  cause  of  quarrel  ?" 

Denzil  hesitated  and  turned  to  Went- 
worth  for  a  reply. 

"  Mr.  John  Savile  chose  to  use  foul  and 
disparaging  language  against  my  ward  in 
your  son's  presence,  and  he  took  upon  him- 
self to  resent  it,"  answered  Wentworth, 
haughtily. 

"Worse  and  worse,"  muttered  Sir 
Hichard.     "It  is  a  shame  and  sorrow  to 
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my  grey  hairs  to  know  that  a  son  of  mine 
should  be  a  brawler,  with  his  hand  upon 
his  sword  for  every  light  word." 

'*  And  yet  I  have  heard,  Sir  Richard," 
interposed  Hollis,  brusquely,  "that  you 
yourself  were  something  of  a  ruffler  once, 
ready  to  fight  for  any  wench,  Hght  or  other- 
wise, who  wanted  a  champion." 

The  Puritan  s  cadaverous  face  turned 
green. 

"  Then  you  have  heard  what  is  not  true, 
Mr.  Hollis,"  he  answered.  "Truly,  I  did 
not  always  walk  in  the  ways  of  the  Lord 
.and  I  have  kept  company  mth  sinful  men ; 
but  I  was  never  a  fornicator  nor  a  stabber. 
Neither,  with  the  help  of  the  Lord,  shall 
my  son  be  so.  Therefore  it  behoves  me  to 
remove  him  from  evil  associates.  To- 
morrow morning  early  I  will  have  Launce- 
lot  brought  home,  and  I  must  request,  Sir 
Thomas  Wentworth,  that  for  the  future  he 
may  be  a  stranger  to   this  house.     Your 
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ways  are  not  my  ways,  our  paths  in  life  are 
different." 

Wentworth  replied,  calmly,  "Your  de- 
sires shall  be  obeyed  to  the  letter,  Sir 
Richard  Franklin,  and  the  first  of  your 
name,  be  it  he  or  any  other,  who  crosses 
this  threshold  shall  be  expelled  by  my 
serving-men.  And  let  me  tell  you  that 
your  son  was  guilty  of  an  insolent  pre- 
sumption in  taking  upon  himself  the 
chastisement  of  the  traducer  of  my  ward, 
and  one  for  which  I  may  yet  call  him  to 
strict  account.  When  the  Wentworths 
cannot  champion  their  own  honour  they 
will  find  some  one  nobler  than  a  Franklin 
to  take  up  their  cause." 

Sir  Eichard's  gleaming  eyes  told  how  well 
these  bitter  words  had  struck  home,  and  by  an 
uncontrollable  movement  his  hand  grasped 
the  hilt  of  his  sword,  but  it  was  as  quickly 
withdrawn,  while  his  Kps  murmured,  "  The 
Lord  forgive  me ;"  and,  as  though  fearfiil  of 
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trusting  himseif  to  further  speech  he 
abruptly  quitted  the  chamber  and  de- 
scended the  stairs. 

As  he  reached  the  hall,  which  was  lit  by 
torches,  Ethel  crossed  in  front  of  him.  His 
eyes  fell  upon  her  face  and  he  stood  for  a 
moment  watching  her  as  she  disappeared, 
through  a  doorway. 

''  Who  is  that  ?"  he  asked  of  one  of  the 
domestics. 

"That  is  Mistress  Ethel,  Sir  Thomas's 
ward,"  replied  the  man. 

The  Puritan  made  no  remark,  but  passed 
out  into  the  courtyard  with  a  pale,  thought- 
ful visage. 

"  It  seems  to  me  as  though  the  tones  of 
that  man's  voice  were  familiar  to  me,"  said 
Went  worth,  meditatively.  "  I  have  seen 
his  face  frequently  since  he  first  came  into 
the  neighbourhood,  but  I  have  never  before, 
to  my  knowledge,  heard  him  speak.     And 
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yet  his  tones  struck  my  ears  like  an  old 
memory." 

"  I  have  heard  some  strange  story  about 
this  Sir  Richard  FrankHn,  but  I  cannot 
recall  it  to  my  mind,"  answered  Hollis. 

And  there  the  subject  dropped. 

Fortunately  for  the  sick  man  this  inter- 
view had  taken  place  not  in  his  apartment, 
but  in  an  ante-chamber  beyond,  where  in 
his  half-comatose  condition  he  could  hear 
nothing  of  what  passed. 

Lady  Wentworth  was  both  grieved  and 
indignant  when  she  heard  of  Sir  Richard's 
insolence  ;  grieved  for  the  sake  of  Laun- 
celot,  for  whom  she  entertained  a  very 
warm  friendship,  and  for  Ethel,  whom  she 
believed  to  be  in  love  with  him ;  and  her 
proud  blood  was  equally  indignant  at  the 
insult  which  had  been  cast  upon  the  house. 

That  same  evening  she  broke  the  news 
gently  to  Ethel. 
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"  I  feel  for  you  deeply,  my  poor  child," 
said  the  kind  lady,  caressing  her;  "ay, 
both  for  you  and  for  him.  Your  little 
romance  is  over,  close  the  book  and  try  to 
forget  it,  for  after  what  has  passed  Sir 
Thomas  will  be  inexorable." 

"  I  shall  never  disobey  Sir  Thomas, 
even  in  thought,"  answered  Ethel. 

"  Bless  you,  my  sweet  child,  for  those 
words,"  cried  Lady  Wentworth,  kissing 
her  affectionately ;  "  but  I  can  feel  what 
your  obedience  will  cost  you  :  if  in  our 
sweetheart  days  aught  had  happened  to 
separate  me  from  my  lord,  I  should  have 
died.  But  to  confess  my  weakness  is  not 
the  way  to  strengthen  your  heart.  You 
must  be  braver  than  I.  And  then  handsome 
and  good  and  clever  as  he  is,  Launcelot  is 
not  my  lord.  But  where,  in  all  England, 
is  there  another  so  grand,  so  noble,  so 
handsome  ?" 

Ethel  made  no  reply,  she  had  sunk  down 
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Upon  a  footstool  and  was  lying  back  with 
her  head  upon  the  speaker's  lap,  gazing 
upwards  through  the  open  casement  upon 
the  purple  night,  moonless,  but  briUiant 
with  stars  ;  soundless,  but  for  the  dreamy 
sough  of  the  leaves  as  they  stirred  in  the 
soft  summer  air. 

"  Poor  Launcelot !"  she  murmiu-ed  pre- 
sently, rather  to  herself  than  to  her 
companion.  ''  It  is  not  of  myself  I  think, 
but  of  him,  he  loves  me  so  very,  very 
dearly." 

And  Lady  Wentworth,  whose  hand  was 
fondling  her  head,  felt  a  tear  trickling  down 
her  cheek. 

The  next  morning,  soon  after  sunrise,  a 
litter  conveyed  Launcelot  from  Woodhouse 
to  his  own  home.  He  had  greatly  revived 
during  the  night,  but  his  removal  was  a 
most  dangerous  experiment,  as  the  re- 
opening of  his  wound,  and  consequent  fresh 
bleeding,  might  have  proved  fatal.     Fortu- 
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nately  he  was  brought  to  the  paternal  roof 
without  any  such  unfortunate  accident,  but 
sorely  troubled  in  mind. 

Wentworth  did  not  see  him  after  the- 
interview  with  Sir  Richard,  but  he  in- 
structed the  attendant  who  waited  in  the 
sick  chamber  to  inform  her  patient  that  hy 
his  father's  desire  he  would  be  removed  to 
his  home  on  the  next  day.  Launcelot^ 
although  he  had  heard  nothing,  could 
surmise  something  of  what  had  passed,  and 
knew  that  another  link  was  broken  between 
him  and  Ethel. 

Denzil  HoUis  departed  for  London  that 
same  morning,  and  the  leave-taking  between 
him  and  Wentworth  was  cold  and  formal. 

An  uneventful  week  succeeded  twenty- 
four  hours  fruitful  in  wonderful  news  and 
excitement.  The  ladies  contrived  to  get 
bulletins,  which  assured  them  that  Launce- 
lot  was  progressing  favourably ;  but  they 
dared  not  speak  of  him  in  the  presence  of 
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Sir  Thomas,  whose  mood  was  unusually 
sombre  and  severe.  Little  time  did  he 
pass  within  doors,  and  that  little  was  in 
restlessness  and  irritability.  He  spent  the 
greater  part  of  the  day  wandering  in  the 
woods  with  a  book  in  his  pocket,  which  he 
seldom  opened,  or  in  lying  listlessly  beneath 
the  shadows.  His  soul,  born  for  action,  for 
the  fiercest  battles  of  life,  was  consuming 
itself  in  this  idleness. 

But  one  day  there  came  a  letter  that 
quickened  all  his  pulses.  It  was  a  mandate 
jfrom  the  King  requesting  his  presence  at 
Whitehall.  The  royal  missives  had  brought 
so  much  evil  and  so  little  good  to  Wood- 
house-Wentworth,  that  this  one  filled  Lady 
Wentworth  with  alarm ;  she  feared  some 
new  machinations  of  her  husband's  enemies, 
and,  above  all,  of  Savile's,  whom  she  knew 
would  eagerly  seek  for  an  opportunity  to  be 
revenged  for  the  late  duel. 

"  Fear  nothing,  sweetheart,"  said  Went- 
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worth,  who  was  all  excitement  and  ex- 
pectancy. '^  Now  that  his  Majesty  is  free 
of  that  evil  councillor,  his  own  nature,  which 
is  gentle  and  benign,  will  assert  itself 
Mark  how  gracious  and  condescending  is 
the  tone  of  his  letter.  There  is  the  memory 
of  the  old  time  in  it.  He  loved  me  well 
once.  When  I  first  went  to  Court  in  his 
father's  time,  during  the  life  of  Prince 
Henry,  we  were  much  together  from  simi- 
larity of  tastes  ;  he  loved  reading,  poetry, 
painting,  and  all  elegant  arts,  and  so  did  I. 
We  were  much  of  an  age,  and  something  alike 
in  temperament  as  well  as  tastes,  except 
that  he  was  more  gentle,  more  winning  than 
I  was.  Indeed,  I  never  met  one  who 
possessed  such  a  marvellous  and  subtle 
power  of  attraction  as  he.  When  he  chose 
to  exert  it  he  could  subdue  the  most 
stubborn  and  unloving.  I  remember  well 
how  powerful  was  its  efPect  upon  me.  It 
was  like  a  glamour ;  I  was  the  very  slave 
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of  my  love  for  him.  But,  by-and-by, 
Buckingham,  who  could  endure  no  rival  in 
the  Prince's  favours,  came  between  us  and 
alienated  his  heart  from  me.  In  our  wrath 
we  are  always  most  bitter  against  those  we 
love,  and  so  it  was  with  me.  But  all  that 
will  be  healed  now  ;  I  can  read  between  the 
lines  of  this  letter  what  is  invisible  to  you." 

Ere  he  went  he  succeeded  in  imparting 
to  his  wife  something  of  his  own  hopeful- 
ness ;  but  still  her  loving  heart  was  uneasy, 
and  she  implored  him,  as  soon  as  his  inter- 
view with  the  King  was  over,  to  despatch 
a  messenger  to  Woodhouse  with  the 
result. 

He  promised,  and  so,  with  some  half 
dozen  attendants,  went  on  his  way  to 
London. 


BOOK  THE  SECOND. 
AT  COURT, 


CHAPTER    I. 

THE  KING. 

It  was  about  noon  on  the  third  day  of  his 
journey  that  Wentworth  entered  the  city 
of  "Westminster.  Even  then  the  Strand 
was  a  busthng  thoroughfare.  Lacqueys  in 
gorgeous  Hveries,  splendidly  dressed  cava- 
liers on  prancing  steeds,  gilded  equipages, 
sedan-chairs  bearing  gorgeously  attired 
ladies  ;  sober  hackney  coaches,  then  first 
introduced,  with  their  freights  of  gaily- 
dressed  citizens  and  citizenesses,  formed 
a  constantly  moving  panorama  and  a  scene 
of  almost  bewildering  excitement  to  a  coun- 
try dweller  fresh  from  the  quietude  of 
trees  and  flocks. 
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As  he  passed  the  cancient  cross  of  Charing 
and  came  in  sight  of  Holbein's  beautiful 
gateway,  which  formed  the  northern 
•entrance  to  the  Palace  at  Whitehall,  the 
throng  both  of  people,  horses,  and  equi- 
pages greatly  increased.  Here  loitered 
a  group  of  gentlemen  atth^ed  in  that  pic- 
turesque costume  which  we  still  admire 
on  the  canvas  of  Vandyke — the  broad- 
leafed  hat  with  its  drooping  plumes,  the 
long  curled  hair,  the  point  lace  collars, 
and  the  rich  velvet  doublets  ;  the  sweeping 
cloak  hanging  from  one  shoulder  and 
negligently  gathered  beneath  the  left  arm  ; 
the  lace  and  ribbon  bordered  breeches 
drawn  tight  to  the  knee  ;  the  silken  hose 
and  velvet  shoe,  or  boot  of  morocco 
wrinkled  down  to  show  the  costly  lace 
that  lined  the  "  bucket"  tops.  Pages 
gay  as  popinjays  hurried  hither  and 
thither ;  ladies  in  rustling  silks  and  soft 
laces  just    alighting   from   their   carriages 
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or  sedans,  darting  demure  looks  from  be- 
neath their  silken  hoods  at  the  staring 
gallants  ;  couriers  on  horseback  dashing  in 
and  out  at  furious  speed  endangering  the 
limbs  of  pedestrians,  domestics,  soldiers, 
humble  petitioners,  artists,  men  of  law, 
and  all  the  swarm  that  hovered  round 
the  ancient  Court. 

The  palace  was  a  large  pile  of  irregular 
buildings  extending  from  Scotland  Yard 
almost  to  the  Abbey  ;  bounded  on  the  east 
by  the  river,  and  on  the  west  by  a  narrow 
thoroughfare  leading  from  Charing  Cross 
to  the  Sanctuary  at  Westminster,  the 
southern  end  of  which  was  called,  as  now, 
King  Street ;  across  this  extended  another 
handsome  gateway,  which  was  the  southern 
entrance  to  the  Palace.  The  ground  now  oc- 
cupied by  the  Admiralty,  the  Horse  Guards 
and  the  Foreign  Offices,  was  covered  by  a 
Tilt  Yard  and  Tennis  Court,  beyond  which 
was  the  enclosure,  now  St.  James's  Park. 
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Passing  beneath  the  Holbein  gateway 
Wentworth  entered  a  broad  courtyard. 
On  his  left  stood  that  splendid  fragment 
of  a  grand  design  which  would,  if  com- 
pleted, have  ecHpsed  Louvre  and  Escurial 
and  given  a  glory  to  London  it  can  never 
now  possess — the  banqueting  hall  of  Inigo 
Jones,  then  in  its  first  freshness,  having 
been  built  scarcely  ten  years ;  and  on  the 
other  sides  the  various  offices  and  buildings 
which  made  up  the  Palace. 

The  veriest  stranger  would  have  needed 
no  guide  to  the  royal  quarters,  which  were 
easily  distinguished  by  the  groups  and 
loiterers  that  hung  about  them,  and  the 
numbers  of  people  hurrying  in  and  out. 

Giving  his  horse  to  one  of  his  atten- 
dants he  entered,  and  passed  into  a  crowded 
ante-chamber  where  nobles,  artists^  anti- 
quaries, authors,  architects,  soldiers,  arti- 
ficers jostled  each  other,  and  evidenced  the 
various  and  cultivated  tastes  of  the  king. 
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From  the  foremost  position  he  had  held 
in  the  late  Parliament,  Wentworth  had 
rendered  himself  a  man  of  note  both  in 
town  and  country,  and  he  had  also  been 
■a  frequenter  of  Whitehall  during  the  last 
reign ;  thus  he  was  well-known  to  the  cour- 
tiers, but  not  favourably,  on  account  of  his 
opposition  to  the  Court,  and  his  identifi- 
tion  with  the  popular  cause.  His  entrance 
into  the  ante-chamber  attracted  consider- 
able attention ;  the  buzz  of  conversation 
almost  ceased,  every  eye  was  turned  upon 
him ;  then  followed  whispered  speculations 
upon  his  probable  business ;  some  sug- 
gested that  he  had  come  to  humble  himself 
to  the  King  ;  others,  that  he  had  been 
summoned  to  answer  for  some  new  offence 
against  prerogative,  but  no  one  dreamed  of 
the  true  cause. 

Wentworth,  perfectly  unembarrassed  by 
the  sensation  he  had  created,  glanced  round 
at  the  whisperers  ;  many  faces  were  famihar 
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to  him  as  old  acquaintances — these  shifted 
uneasily,  gave  a  slight  sign  of  recognition 
or  pretended  to  be  utterly  unconscious  of 
his  presence  ;  others  frowned,  and  nowhere 
did  a  friendly  expression  meet  his  eye  ;  but 
upon  all  alike  did  he  cast  the  same  look  of 
cold  disdain  as  he  sat  down  to  await  the 
return  of  the  usher  whom  he  had  desired 
to  announce  his  arrival  to  the  King. 

Presently  there  entered  from  the  court- 
yard a  gentleman  about  thirty  years  of  age 
with  dark,  curling  hair  waving  naturally  to 
the  nape  of  his  neck,  a  smoothly  shaven 
lace,  remarkably  pleasant  in  expression, 
and  large,  bright,  penetrating  eyes  full  of 
fire  and  genius.  Every  person  in  the  room 
had  a  cordial  greeting  for  him  ;  the  artists 
and  artificers  were  respectful,  the  courtiers 
familiar,  but  the  manner  of  all  betokened 
he  was  a  person  of  some  consequence.  As, 
with  a  rapid  step  and  smiles,  bows  and 
nods,  he  was  passing  on  to  the  door  which 
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led  to  the  royal  apartments,  he  paused 
suddenly — his  quick  glance  had  caught  a 
new  face. 

"  Sir  Thomas  Wentworth!"  he  exclaimed, 
speaking  with  a  foreign  accent,  advancing 
with  outstretched  hand,  "  this  is  indeed  an 
unexpected  pleasure." 

"  What,  my  old  friend  Anthony  Van- 
dyke !"  answered  Wentworth,  warmly 
grasping  the  proffered  hand. 

At  that  moment  the  usher  returned, 
and  requested  Sir  Thomas  to  follow  him. 
Vandyke,  who  was  also  seeking  the  royal 
presence,  accompanied  him  through  the 
long,  dimly  lit  corridor,  at  the  end  of 
which  was  a  second  ante-chamber  in  which 
waited  another  but  more  select  group, 
although  similar  in  its  elements  to  that 
just  described. 

At  the  further  extremity  of  this  apart- 
ment was  an  archway,  from  which  hung 
heavy  curtains  of  purple  velvet  opening  in 
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the  centre,  and  which  were  raised  by  two 
splendidly  dressed  pages,  as  people  con- 
tinually passed  in  and  out. 

At  the  entrance  of  Vandyke,  who  again 
exchanged  nods,  smiles,  and  bows  with 
nearly  all  present,  the  draperies  were 
instantly  drawn  aside,  and  the  next  mo- 
ment he  and  liis  companion,  whose  every 
pulse  beat  fast  with  nervous  excitement, 
stood  in  the  royal  presence. 

The  apartment  was  deficient  in  grandeur 
of  proportion,  but  the  artistic  magnificence 
of  its  decorations  and  fiirniture  more  than 
compensated  for  its  lack  of  loftiness  and  its 
small,  mulhoned  windows,  which  admitted 
the  daylight  but  sparingly.  The  walls  were 
hung,  like  the  doorway,  with  purple  velvet 
draperies,  upon  which  were  embroidered  in 
gold  the  royal  cypher  and  the  arms  of 
England  and  France ;  the  chairs  and  seats 
were  to  match ;  there  were  exquisitely 
carved  cabinets  of  ivory  and  ebony  inlaid 
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with  gold  and  precious  stones  ;  between 
one  of  the  windows  was  a  Roman  shield  of 
buff  leather,  covered  with  a  golden  plate 
upon  which  was  the  head  of  a  Gorgon 
made  of  the  same  costly  material,  the  rim 
of  the  shield  was  encrusted  with  precious 
stones  ;  upon  the  walls,  where  the  hangings 
were  drawn  aside,  were  some  masterpieces 
of  Titian  and  Tintoretto,  and  scattered 
upon  tables  and  cabinets  were  miniatures 
set  in  jewels,  silver  statuettes,  marble 
busts ;  golden  cups  exquisitely  chased, 
bearing  in  alto  relievo  mythological  stories 
from  the  Latin  poets,  the  figures  of  gods 
and  goddesses  being  cut  out  of  rubies  and 
amethysts  and  other  precious  stones  ;  and 
this  splendour  was  multiplied  again  and 
again  in  the  large  Venetian  mirrors  cun- 
ningly disposed  in  various  parts  of  the 
chamber. 

In  the  background  were  grouped  several 
officers  of  the  household,  and  at  a  table  in 
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the  centre  of  the  apartment,  conversing 
with  three  gentlemen,  was  the  king  him- 
self. 

There  is  probably  no  character  of  English 
history  whose  appearance  is  so  famihar  to 
us  as  that  of  the  unhappy  Charles  Stuart ; 
while  the  canvas  of  Vandyke  endures 
those  refined,  melancholy  features,  upon 
wliich  Fate  had  cast  its  darkest  shadow, 
will  Hve  for  us  and  our  posterity.  To 
attempt  any  description  of  what  is  in  the 
mind's  eye  of  all  would  be  impertinent  as 
well  as  superfluous.  He  was  engaged  in 
examining  a  bust  of  himself,  which  had 
been  executed  by  Bernini  and  just  for- 
warded from  Rome.  He  raised  his  eyes 
at  the  entrance  of  the  new  comers,  and 
perceiving  Sir  Thomas,  advanced  with  an 
an*  of  the  most  graceful  condescension  to 
receive  him. 

"  Sir  Thomas  Wentworth,  you  are  wel- 
come  once   more  to   Whitehall,"  he  said, 
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holding  out  his  hand  and  speaking  in  that 
low,  soft  voice  he  knew  so  well  how  to 
modulate  to  the  occasion,  and  regarding  him 
with  that  sweet,  melancholy  smile,  which 
went  direct  to  the  heart  of  every  beholder. 
"  You  have  been  absent  too  long,"  he  con- 
tinued, *'  but  more  of  that  anon,"  checking 
all  reply.  "  What  do  you  think  of  this 
bust  which  the  great  Bernini  has  just 
executed  for  me.  There  is  the  copy  sent 
him  by  our  good  friend,  Anthony  Vandyke," 
and  he  pointed  to  a  picture  standing 
against  a  chair,  which  was  no  other  than 
the  celebrated  triple  portrait,  full,  half,  and 
three-quarter  face,  now  at  Windsor. 

"  I  do  not  know  which  to  admire  most, 
the  bust  or  the  picture,  both  are  super- 
excellent,"  replied  Wentworth,  after  a 
moment's  examination. 

The  three  gentlemen,  all  artists,  one  of 
whom  was  the  celebrated  Dutch  painter, 
Gerbier,  formerly  in  the  service  of  Buck- 
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ingham,  and  who  had  just  been  knighted, 
were  also  loud  in  their  praises  of  both 
performances. 

The  king,  more  judicious  in  his  judg- 
ment, pointed  out  where  improvements 
might  have  been  effected,  and  by  the  keen- 
ness and  delicacy  of  his  criticism  proved 
himself  to  be  what  he  really  was — the 
finest  and  most  sjnrituel  connoisseur  of  his 
time. 

After  this  there  were  admitted  several 
collectors,  whom  the  king  kept  constantly 
employed  in  gathering  for  him  those  works 
of  art  from  all  parts  of  Europe,  which  were 
scattered  again  under  the  Commonwealth, 
to  the  irreparable  loss  of  the  nation.  There 
were  also  mathematicians  and  mechanicians 
who  brought  curious  pieces  of  workmanship 
for  sale.  With  all  these,  and  there  were 
French,  Spanish,  and  Itahan  among  them, 
he  conversed  in  their  native  tongues,  and 
whatever  were  the  objects   they  brought 
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for  his  inspection,  whether  pictures,  coins, 
antique  marbles,  clocks,  watches,  he  showed 
himself  well  acquainted  with  the  nature  of 
aU. 

At  length  all  were  dismissed,  with  the 
exception  of  two  pages,  who  removed  to 
such  a  distance  as  not  to  intrude  upon  the 
royal  privacy,  and  the  king  and  Wentworth 
were  alone. 


CHAPTER  11. 

HENRIETTA  MAKIA. 

As  the  curtains  closed  behind  them,  the 
animation  which  had  ht  up  the  King's 
face  was  clouded  by  an  expression  of  sombre 
melancholy. 

"  We  have  just  half  an  hour  before  the 
council  meets,"  he  said,  glancing  at  his 
watch.  Then  added,  with  a  sigh,  "But 
for  such  relaxations  as  these  " — waving  his 
hand  towards  the  art  treasures  that  were 
scattered  about — *'  I  do  not  think  I  could 
endure  the  strain,  the  struggle,  the  turmoil 
of  State  affairs.  How  I  miss  Buckingham ; 
it  seems  that  there  remains  to  me  no  loyal 
servant  now  Buckingham  is  gone  ;  he  alone 
had  the  courage  to  draw  upon  himself  the 
storm  of  hatred  which  would  have  fallen 
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upon  me.  He  had  faults,  and  many  ;  but 
I  can  find  no  one  to  supply  his  .place." 

"One  word  of  encouragement  would  bring 
to  your  side  hundreds  of  loyal  gentlemen 
ready  to  devote  fortune  and  life  to  your 
service,"  replied  Wentworth,  warmly. 

"It  is  not  for  the  Sovereign  to  solicit, 
but  for  the  subject  to  proffer,"  replied 
Charles. 

"I  do  not  speak  of  solicitation ;  the 
encouragement  I  might  advise,  did  I  dare, 
is  of  another  kmd." 

He  paused  in  some  embarrassment,  not 
knowing  how  to  proceed. 

"I  think  I  catch  your  meaning,"  said 
the  King,  with  a  touch  of  sarcasm  in  his 
tone.  "  You  would  have  me  submit  to  the 
demands  of  my  faithful  Commons — dis- 
crown myself,  and  take  for  regent  Pym  or 
Hollis,  or  some  other  of  their  kind.  That 
will  I  never  do.  God  hath  elected  me  his 
vicegerent    over    tliis    kingdom,    and     in 
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defiance  of  the  wicked  machinations  of  rebels 
I  will  be  faithful  to  that  trust,  even  though 
it  should  bring  upon  me  the  fate  of  my 
unhappy  grandmother,  and  lay  my  head 
upon  the  block." 

And  he  struck  his  hand  excitedly  upon 
the  table ;  in  doing  so,  it  fell  so  heavily 
upon  the  edge  of  a  small  antique  dagger 
which  lay  there  among  other  curiosities,  as 
to  inflict  a  wound. 

As  he  raised  his  hand  very  quickly,  some 
blood  spirted  upon  Bernini's  bust,  making  a 
crimson  splash  across  the  back  of  the  neck. 
No  man  of  that  age,  however  cultivated  his 
mind,  was  proof  against  superstition — 
above  all,  the  superstition  of  omens.  There 
was  something  so  starthng  in  this  seeming 
answer  to  his  defiance,  that  Wentworth, 
who  was  himself  greatly  moved,  observed 
the  King's  face  blanch. 

The  pages  were  about  to  hurry  away  for 
a  surgeon  when  Charles  stopped  them — 
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*'  It  is  nothing,"  he  said,  recovering  him- 
self, and  binding  his  lace  handkerchief  round 
the  wound. 

"  I  would  govern  only  as  my  ancestors 
have  governed,"  he  went  on,  as  though  he 
had  not  been  interrupted,  "  as  the  Henries 
and  Edwards,  the  Plantagenets  and  Tudors, 
as  Elizabeth  herself,  whose  name  is  one 
of  glory  on  every  Enghsh  lip,  and  yet 
she  committed  acts  which  might  well  be 
branded  as  tyranny.  I  would  govern  as 
my  brother  sovereigns  rule — as  France  and 
Spain  rule.  Look  abroad  and  you  will  see 
the  sovereign  power  rising  every  day 
absolute  and  uncontrolled  out  of  the  rude 
chaos  of  feudalism ;  and  shall  I  alone  be 
blind  to  God's  finger  which  directs  the 
destiny  of  Kings ;  shall  I  alone,  of  his 
anointed,  turn  coward  because  his  enemies 
and  mine  show  a  menacing  front  ?  What 
the  great  Henry  began  in  France,  and 
Louis  and  his  minister,  Richelieu,  are  com- 
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pletiiig,  what  Charles  and  Philip  have 
accomplished  in  Germany  and  Spain,  1  will 
do  in  England." 

He  pronounced  this  speech,  walking 
excitedly  up  and  down  the  apartment, 
with  trembling  lips  and  flashing  eyes.  Yet 
it  was  not  the  exaggeration  of  mere  passion, 
but  the  utterance  of  an  intense  conviction. 
Not  only  did  Charles  proclaim  the  doctrme 
of  divine  right,  but  he  believed  it  with  all 
his  soul,  and  died  a  martyr,  to  use  the  word 
in  its  primary  sense,  a  witness  to  his   faith. 

"  And  you,  Wentworth,"  he  went  on, 
after  a  pause,  "  you  whom  I  have  loved, 
you  w^ho  can  even  claim  kindred  with  our- 
selves, have  joined  these  rebels  in  their 
clamour  against  their  lawful  King  ;  it  is  an 
evil  day  for  the  land  when  men  such  as  you 
are  forgetftil  of  those  ties  and  duties  which 
bind  them  to  the  throne.     Oh,  fie  !" 

There  was  a  tone  of  mournful  reproach, 
but  little  of  anger  in  the  King's  voice  as 
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he  uttered  these  words,  which  would  have 
melted  the  sternest  heart ;  how  profound 
then  must  have  been  its  effect  upon  one 
which  already  yearned  towards  him,  and 
Wentworth's  tones  trembled  with  tears  as 
he  replied — 

"  Sire,  you  do  me  wrong,  and  yet  I  well 
deserve  your  reproach.  Not  against  you 
have  I  joined  the  clamourers,  for  I  call  God 
to  witness  my  heart  has  never  known 
aught  but  love  to  your  person,  and  devoted 
loyalty  to  your  crown ;  but  against  those  evil 
councillors,  the  odium  of  whose  crimes  have 
been  cast  upon  you.  But  even  before  I 
received  your  summons,  I  had  resolved  to 
break  with  these  men,  and  told  them  as 
much.  It  is  humiliating  to  confess  that 
private  injuries  should  make  me  false  to 
myself,  but  so  it  was.  Once  you  called  me 
friend — pardon  the  presumption  of  the 
word,  but  it  was  your  own.  Such  an  honour 
was  to  me  the  dearest  treasure  of  my  life. 
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and  when  you  witlidrew  it,  I  not  knowing 
why,  unless  it  might  have  been  my  native 
unworthiness  of  such  a  boon,  my  heart  was 
full  of  bitterness  ;  I  need  not  recall  what 
followed,  the  exaltation  of  my  enemy,  Sir 
John  Savile,  my  public  degradation  in  the 
open  Cornet,  and  for  no  fault  of  which  I  had 
the  least  knowledge.  Such  injuries  were 
all  the  more  bitter  to  me  knowing  my  heart 
to  be  full  of  loyal  love,  and  I  treated  like  a 
traitor.  But  this,  sire,  was  not  your 
work " 

"Xo  more,"  interrupted  the  King, 
hastily ;  "I  know  what  you  would  say, 
but  do  not  let  us  speak  of  him;  he  has 
gone  to  his  account ;  I  loved  him  well ;  may 
God  assoihze  him.  My  poor  Wentworth, 
you  have  been  wrongfully  used,  but  your 
Sovereign  asks  your  pardon,  and  will 
endeavour  in  the  future  to  compensate  you 
for  the  faults  of  the  past." 

"  Oh,  sh^e,  do  not  stoop  to  ask  pardon  of 
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me,  am  I  not  your  subject,  and  as  such 
bound  to  submit  to  your  will  whatever  it 
may  be  '?  But  justice  is  a  portion  of  a 
king's  prerogative,  and  when  evil  coun- 
cillors violate  that  prerogative  in  his  name 
it  is  but  the  duty  of  loyal  men  to  bring 
their  grievances  before  him,  at  least  so  I 
construe  it." 

A  slight  shadow  of  vexation  crossed  the 
King's  face  during  the  latter  part  of  this 
speech,  which  pleased  him  less  than  the 
commencement. 

But  the  conversation  was  here  inter- 
rupted. The  hangings  behind  the  King 
were  raised  by  invisible  hands,  and  dis- 
closed a  door  and  two  pages,  one  standing 
on  each  side  of  it.  There  was  a  rustling  of 
silk  and  velvet,  and  then  a  lady  mth  very 
dark  eyes  and  a  vivacity  of  expression 
which  lent  beauty  to  a  countenance  that 
would  otherwise  have  been  scarcely  pretty, 
entered  the  room. 
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It  was  the  Queen. 

"  I  thought  you  were  alone,  sir,"  she 
said,  addressing  the  King  with  a  strong 
French  accent. 

Wentworth,  after  making  a  profound 
reverence,  stepped  back  to  the  further 
extremity  of  the  room,  so  as  to  permit  the 
royal  pair  to  converse. 

Henrietta  Maria  drew  Charles  towards 
the  window. 

"  Who  is  that  ?"  she  inquired  in  her 
native  tongue,  and  casting  a  glance  over 
her  shoulder. 

"  It  is  Sir  Thomas  Wentworth,"  repHed 
the  King  with  a  little  hesitation. 

"  What,  the  parlementaire — the  man 
that  was  put  in  prison  ?" 

"The  same." 

"  What  does  he  here  ?  Has  he  come  to 
humble  himself — to  crave  pardon  on  his 
knees  for  his  rebellious  insolence  V 

"Hush,   sweetheart,  you  are  mistaken. 
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Sir  Thomas  was  led  aAvay  by  factious  men, 
but  he  has  broken  with  them — in  our 
youthful  days  we  were  friends." 

"  I  do  not  like  him,  I  do  not  like  his 
face,"  she  said,  casting  rapid  glances 
towards  Went  worth,  ''I  should  never  like 
him.  He  is  ugly.  But,"  she  added  after 
another  glance,  "  he  has  very  beautiful 
hands." 

"  Nevertheless  he  is  a  man  of  powerful 
mind,  of  acute  and  very  highly  cultivated 
intelligence,"  responded  the  King,  lowering 
his  voice  ;  '^  a  dangerous  foe,  a  firm  friend, 
one  of  the  few  men  upon  whose  devotion  I 
could  fully  depend — there  are  few  such 
about  Court.  The  very  man  of  whom  we 
stand  in  need  at  this  moment." 

"I  do  not  like  this  temporising  with 
traitors,"  answered  the  Queen,  impatiently. 
"  You  are  too  lenient,  too  neglectful  of  your 
royal  authority." 

"  My  subjects  complain  that  I  overstep 
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it,"   responded   Charles,    with   one   of  his 
melancholy  smiles.     "  Which  is  right  V 

**  Your  subjects  are  traitors,  I  hate  them 
aU." 

"Hush,  dearest,  walls  have  ears,"  inter- 
rupted the  King,  uneasily,  "  you  must  not 
speak  thus." 

"  But  I  have  come  to  talk  to  you  of 
the  new  masque,"  she  resumed  suddenly, 
changing  her  tone  to  one  of  eager  vivacity. 

"  By-and-by  I  mil  come  to  you  in  your 
closet  and  we  mil  speak  of  it,  but  the 
council  is  waiting  me  now,"  and  he  led  her 
towards  the  door  by  which  she  had  entered. 

"Thus  it  is  always,"  she  answered,, 
poutingly,  "  you  are  lavish  of  your  society 
to  all  save  me  :  your  painters,  your  nobles, 
your  very  servants  would  seem  to  have  a 
prior  claim  to  your  Queen.  Let  these  men 
wait  your  pleasure,  are  you  not  their 
King  r 

"Would  I  were  not,"  he  repHed,  sadly. 
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"  Could  I  cast  off  the  cares  and  burdens  of 
royalty,  I  would  see  its  power  and  hollow 
splendour  go  with  them  without  a  sigh, 
and  pass  my  days  by  thy  side  in  a  happi- 
ness I  shall  never  know  on  this  side  the 
grave.  But  God's  will  be  done,"  he  added 
reverently,  "it  is  not  for  man  to  repine 
against  the  decrees  of  Providence. " 

.A.nd  with  a  look  full  of  affection  he 
raised  her  hand  to  his  lips. 

"  Let  there  be  no  more  Buckinghams, 
my  lord,  to  cast  their  dark  shadows 
between  us,"  she  said,  holding  his  hand 
and  glancing  in  the  direction  of  Went- 
worth.  "  That  insolent  man  who  turned 
your  heart  from  me  and  dared  to  insult 
the  daughter  of  Henri  Quatre." 

"  Hush,  de  mortuis  nil  nisi  honum^'  inter- 
rupted the  Eang,  leading  her  towards 
the  private  door  by  which  she  had 
entered. 

"Do  not  be  long  at  the   council,"  she 
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said,  "  for  it  is  most  important  I  should  see 
you  immediately  about  the  masque." 

As  soon  as  the  curtains  fell  behind  her, 
Charles  turned  to  Wentworth,  who  was 
standing  near  the  window. 

*'  Our  conference  must  end  for  to-day. 
Sir  Thomas,"  he  said,  "  but  we  will  request 
you  to  remain  at  our  Court  some  little  time 
until  we  can  carry  out  those  intentions  for 
your  advancement,  which  we  meditate. 
Till  then,  adieu." 

The  familiar  friend  had  suddenly  given 
place  to  the  monarch,  stately  in  his  affa- 
bihty. 

A  suite  of  apartments  was  assigned 
Wentworth  within  the  precincts  of  the 
palace. 

His  first  care  was  to  pen  an  epistle  to  his 
wife,  whom  he  knew  to  be  most  anxiously 
awaiting  news  from  him,  in  which  he 
recounted  all  that  had  passed  in  his  inter- 
view with  the  king.    He  descanted  warmly 
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upon  the  reception  he  had  met  with,  and 
the  high  hopes  it  had  awakened. 

He  despatched  this  by  one  of  his  trustiest 
servants,  with  strict  injunctions  to  use  all 
speed. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

LUCY,    COUNTESS   OF   CARLISLE. 

The  next  day  Wentworth  attended  the 
King's  levee.  The  gracious  smile  with 
which  Charles  recognised  hiQi  was  not  lost 
npon  the  watchful  courtiers,  whose  visages, 
when  turned  upon  him,  now  reflected  the 
royal  sunshine  ;  but  those  who  attempted 
to  make  a  more  demonstrative  show  of 
their  change  of  opinion  were  quickly  re- 
pelled by  the  freezing  pride  with  which  he 
met  all  advances. 

As  he  was  making  his  way  through  the 
crowd,  he  felt  the  light  touch  of  a  fan  upon 
his  shoulder ;  turning  round  sharply  he 
came  face  to  face  with  a  lady  who  had 
suddenly   broken    away   from    a  buzzing, 
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flattering  group  of  butterfly  courtiers  to 
thus  accost  him. 

A  deeper  colour  and  an  almost  embar- 
rassed look  overspread  his  features  at  the 
recognition,  for  he  had  observed  her  ere 
this,  and  had  turned  away  his  head  to  avoid 
being  seen  by  her. 

It  was  no  other  than  the  famous 
Countess  of  Carlisle,  she  whom  Dryden 
called  "  The  Helen  of  her  country ;"  she 
whose  charms  are  eulogised  in  more  than 
one  of  the  courtly  Waller's  poems ;  the 
aunt  of  his  Saccharissa,  and  the  most 
famous  and  fascinating  woman  of  her  time. 

She  was  at  this  period  in  the  very  per- 
fection of  her  beauty,  being  little  more 
than  twenty-one  years  of  age. 

Gazing  upon  Vandyke's  portrait,  with 
Waller's  verses  in  our  mind,  a  feeling  of 
disappointment  comes  upon  us  that  we 
cannot  realise  their  glowing  descriptions. 
But  even  that  wonderful  pencil  could  not 
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transmit  to  canvas  the  varying  charms  of 
expression  which  chased  each  other  a& 
rapidly  as  shadows  upon  an  April  day 
across  that  fair  face.  In  repose  the 
features  were  haughty,  yet  pensive,  with 
the  languor  of  voluptuousness,  a  character 
which  also  distinguished  the  noble  figure  ; 
but  the  brilliant  eyes  when  half  veiled  by 
their  drooping  lashes,  the  beautiful  lips 
when  they  parted  in  smiles,  the  heightened 
colour  raised  by  excitement,  could  meta- 
morphose the  whole  countenance  to  love 
and  tenderness,  and  invest  it  with  a  halo  of 
fascination  that  enslaved  every  heart. 

"  The  gay,  the  wise,  the  gallant,  and  the  grave, 
Subdued  alike,  all  but  one  passion  have  ; 
!No  worthy  mind  but  finds  in  hers  there  is 
Something  proportioned  to  the  rule  of  his  ; 
While  she  with  cheerful,  but  impartial  grace 
(Born  for  no  one,  but  to  delight  the  race 
Of  men),  like  Phoebus,  so  divides  her  light, 
And  warms  us,  that  she  stoops  not  from  her  height.'* 

So  wrote  Waller. 

"  What,  not  one  word,  and  'tis  so  long 
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since  we  met,"  she  said,  in  a  voice  and 
with  a  smile  of  the  most  bewitching  fascina- 
tion. 

Wentworth  was  no  more  proof  against 
the  loveliness  that  beamed  upon  him  than 
any  other  man,  yet  he  replied  almost 
€oldly,  although  in  the  courtly  strain  of 
the  day — 

"  It  were  impossible  for  Lady  Carlisle  to 
offend  even  did  she  wish  to  do  so,  and  she 
has  ever  been  most  condescending  to  the 
humblest  of  her  admirers  ;  but  I  could  not 
thriist  my  country-bred  and  sombre  person 
among  the  town  gallants  and  their  bravery 
of  ribbons  and  laces." 

"  And  do  you  imagine  I  have  any  taste 
for  the  society  of  these  fops  and  gadflies  ?" 
she  answered,  her  face  suddenly  lighting 
up  with  scorn.  "  I  accept  their  homage  as  a 
queen  does  that  of  the  meanest  of  her 
subjects,  as  my  due,  my  right  inahenable, 
but  no  more.      You  should  know  that  mere 
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bravery  of  ribbons  and  laces  lias  no  charms 
for  me.  Do  not  suppose  that  it  is  among 
such  my  hours  are  wasted.  All  women 
love  flattery,  it  is  the  incense  which  men 
burn  before  the  shrine  of  Venus,  and  it  is 
grateful  to  every  female  nostril ;  were  I 
insensible  to  it  I  should  be  either  more  or 
less  than  woman,  and  I  would  be  neither. 
Perhaps,"  she  added,  with  a  pretty  assump- 
tion of  confusion,  "  I  defend  myself  too 
warmly ;  but  I  love  not  to  forfeit  the 
esteem  of  those  whom  I  respect  and  who 
once  respected  me." 

"  Who  still  respects  you.  Lady  Carlisle, 
as  much  as  ever,"  answered  Wentworth, 
his  coldness  melting  away  before  her 
warmth. 

"  Then  you  will  visit  me  before  you 
leave  the  Court  ?"  she  said  quickly.  "  To- 
morrow— yes,  to-morrow  it  shall  be — for  I 
have  company  that  will  please  you ;  my 
poor  house  is  honoured  by  something  better 
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than  mere  courtiers  and  f bplings  ;  I  promise 
that  you  shall  find  there  men  worthy  even 
of  your  attention.  Nay,  I  will  take  no 
denial. " 

Not  knowing  how  to  reject  such  persua- 
sions, Wentworth  reluctantly  gave  his 
word  to  be  there. 

This  colloquy,  which  had  taken  place  a 
little  aside  from  the  crowd,  was  observed 
by  many  eyes  and  commented  upon  by 
many  tongues. 

''  What  strange  coquetry  is  this  ?" 
inquired  one  of  his  companion.  "  What 
motive  can  induce  the  lovely  Carlisle  to 
lower  her  haughty  eyes  upon  this  country 
knight,  who  has  rendered  himself  so 
obnoxious  to  the  Court  party." 

*' As  well  might  you  seek  to  solve  the 
mystery  of  the  Sphinx  as  to  seek  for  the 
motives  of  a  woman's  actions,  and  above  all 
those  of  the  Countess  of  Carlisle,"  replied 
the  other,   shrugging  his  shoulders ;  "  her 
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plots  and  intrigues  are  numberless,  and 
latterly  she  has  inclined  towards  the  Par- 
liament party,  to  judge  by  the  favour  she 
shows  that  vulgar  fellow,  Pym." 

"  When  Lady  Carlisle  smiles  upon  a 
man,"  chimed  in  a  third,  "it  is  a  certain 
proof  that  he  is  rising  ;  she  never  favours 
the  falhng  one;  she  has  a  rare  instinct  that 
way.  But  know  you  not  it  is  said  there 
were  love  passages  between  them  when  she 
was  Lucy  Percy,  before  Sir  Thomas  married 
Arabella  HoHis  ?" 

And  the  trio  fell  to  with  great  gusto 
discussing  this  Court  gossip. 

Wentworth  was  most  anxious  to  learn 
the  King's  intentions  towards  him,  but 
majesty  was  not  to  be  hurried,  and  so  he 
was  obliged  to  curb  his  impatience  as 
best  he  could,  and  wait  the  royal  pleasure. 
Towards  the  evening  of  the  day  following^ 
the  levee,  he  remembered  the  promise  he 
had   given  Lady    Carlisle ;    and   although 
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little  inclined,  considered  himself  com- 
pelled in  honour  to  observe  it. 

The  lady's  house  was  situated  close  to 
the  Palace,  in  what  would  now  be  con- 
sidered a  strange  place  of  abode  for  such 
a  personage,  King  Street ;  and  yet  that 
always  narrow,  and  now  grimy,  thorough- 
fare, which  has  all  but  disappeared  before 
the  innovations  of  improvement,  could 
boast  amongst  its  residents  names  even 
more  famous  than  hers.  Here  had  lived 
the  great  High  Admiral,  Lord  Howard, 
of  Armada  fame ;  and  here  had  died,  in 
penury,  Edmund  Spenser;  here  also  lived 
another  poet,  Thomas  Carew,  and  a  genera- 
tion after  the  time  of  which  we  write,  the 
poet  Earl  of  Dorset ;  these  are  but  a  few 
of  the  illustrious  names  which  once  graced 
the  street. 

In  Paris  the  Duchess  de  Pambouillet 
■created  the  first  literary  society  of  modern 
Europe,  and  the  society  of  the  Precieuses 
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was  at  this  period  in  its  highest  perfection, 
not  having  yet  degenerated  into  those 
absurdities  which  Mohere  thereafter  so 
felicitously  ridiculed.  It  was  Lady  Car- 
lisle's ambition  to  render  her  house  a 
second  Hotel  de  Kambouillet,  and  herself 
a  second  Catherine  de  Vivonne.  To  this 
end  her  salons,  if  we  may  use  the  French 
•expression,  were  thrown  open  to  all  who 
were  famous  in  literature,  art,  or  distin- 
guished by  birth  or  social  position.  The 
different  conditions,  however,  of  society  in 
Paris  and  London,  as  well  as  the  differing 
idiosyncrasies  of  the  two  famous  ladies, 
rendered  a  perfect  imitation  impossible. 
In  Paris,  the  iron  hand  of  Hichelieu  ren- 
dered politics  a  forbidden  subject,  and  he 
himself  was  a  constant  frequenter  of  the 
Hotel ;  in  London,  politics  were  gradually 
becoming  the  all-absorbing  topic,  to  the 
exclusion  of  all  others,  and  men  and  women 
could  not  meet  together  without  discussing 
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the affairs  of  tlie  day.  Finally,  Lady 
Carlisle  herself  was  a  political  intriguante — 
ever  eager  for  State  secrets,  and  ever 
ready  to  mix  herself  up  in  plots ;  she 
adhered  to  no  party,  but  alternately 
favoured  all  according  to  humour  or  in- 
clination. Had  she  lived  in  France  in  the 
time  of  the  Fronde  she  would  have  been 
of  the  foremost  amongst  the  Chevreuses, 
de  Longuevilles,  de  Sables,  who  by  their 
plots  and  intrigues  did  more  than  all  the 
men  to  embroil  their  country  in  civil  war. 

Wentworth  had  no  difficulty  in  discover- 
ing the  house ;  the  doors  were  open,  atten- 
dants and  pages  in  liveries  of  blue  and 
gold  waited  in  the  hall,  and  sedan-chairs 
were  setting  down  visitors.  Annoyed  with 
himself  for  having  promised  this  visit,  he 
mounted  the  steps  and  gave  his  name.  A 
page,  bowing  obsequiously,  conducted  him 
through  an  ante-chamber,  at  the  end  of 
which   was    a   lofty   archway    covered    by 
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curtains  of  blue  velvet,  fringed  with  gold. 
These,  at  a  signal  from  the  attendant, 
were  parted  in  the  centre  by  invisible 
hands,  and  raised  for  his  admittance.  So 
beautiful  was  the  apartment  in  which  he 
now  found  himself,  that  he  stood  for  a 
moment  gazing  around  him  in  silent  admi- 
ration, forgetful  of  all  else.  By  the  soft 
light  of  tapers,  shaded  and  concealed  so 
as  to  subdue  all  glare,  he  saw  a  lofty, 
spacious  saloon,  the  walls  tastefully  draped 
with  blue  velvet  embroidered  with  gold; 
hanging  from  the  ceilmg  and  from  every 
niche  were  baskets  of  flowers ;  flowers 
indeed  were  everywhere,  gathered  in  vases 
and  wreaths,  or  scattered  singly  and  mak- 
ing part  of  every  ornament.  Persian  car- 
pets covered  the  floor.  The  furniture,  like 
the  hangings,  was  blue  and  gold,  and 
fashioned  with  all  the  skill  of  Italian  arti- 
ficers. As  in  the  King's  closet,  there  were 
•cabinets  of  ivory  and  ebony  of  the  most 
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exquisite  workmanship,  costly  articles  of' 
vertu,  works  of  art  in  gold  and  silver  that 
Cellini  had  chased ;  paintings  from  the- 
hands  of  Eubens  and  Vandyke ;  tables 
of  solid  silver,  Venetian  mirrors ;  indeed, 
all  that  taste  and  luxury  could  desire,  and 
money  purchase. 

Facing  the  archway  by  which  he  had 
entered  were  windows  opening  to  the 
ground  into  gardens,  the  beauty  of  which 
was  only  dimly  visible  by  the  pale  light 
of  the  moon ;  but  a  peculiarly  mystic  effect 
was  imparted  by  coloured  lights  artfully 
disposed  among  the  trees  and  shrubs. 

Wentworth  arrived  early,  and  only  a  few 
guests  had  preceded  him. 

Eagerly  and  with  outstretched  hand  the 
hostess  advanced  to  greet  this  desired 
visitor. 

"  This  is  your  first  visit  to  my  poor- 
abode,  and  I  can  perceive  you  are  pleased 
with  it,"  she  said,  looking  up  into  his  face.. 
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*'I  could  not  have  imagined  aught  so 
beautiful,"  he  answered  warmly ;  "I  am 
almost  tempted  to  ask  whether  I  have 
not  wandered  in  a  dream  into  the  en- 
chanted palace  of  Armida." 

''  Will  you  then  allow  the  enchantress  to 
lead  you  to  her  bower  T  she  answered, 
laying  her  fingers  upon  his  arm,  and  again 
gazing  up  at  him  with  tender,  half- veiled 
eyes ;  "  you  need  not  fear,  you  have  long- 
since  proved  yourself  invulnerable  to  her 
spells." 

How  beautiful  that  queenly  face  looked 
in  its  melting  mood  ;  the  fair  skin  flushed 
like  the  petals  of  a  damask  rose,  its  classic 
contour  set  off  by  the  dark  clustering  hair 
curling  upon  the  noble  forehead,  and  flowing 
back  upon  the  neck  in  ringlets  confined  by 
a  jewelled  bandeau  ;  those  dark  liquid  orbs 
could  flash  as  brightly  as  the  diamond 
pendants  in  her  ears,  and  the  brilliants  were 
not  purer  than  the  throat  they  encircled  ; 
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her  dress  was  of  blue  velvet,  sown  with 
pearls,  and  half  clouded  with  Spanish  lace, 
a  costume  which  softened  the  outlines  of 
her  haughty  figure  to  an  almost  girlish 
beauty. 

Wentworth  was  indeed  beneath  the 
spells  of  an  enchantress,  and  might  well 
have  trembled  for  his  invulnerability. 

Although  it  was  September,  the  night 
was  soft  and  genial,  and  the  foliage  green 
and  umbrageous  as  midsummer  ;  scarcely  a 
breath  of  air  disturbed  the  deep  shadows 
that  slumbered  in  the  white  moonlight ; 
out  of  the  darkness  of  the  embowered  trees 
<jame  the  bright  twinkling  hghts  that  looked 
as  if  some  of  "  those  patines  of  bright  gold" 
which  hung  in  the  purple  heavens  had 
fallen  to  earth  and  lodged  among  their 
leaves.  As  they  moved  away  from  the 
windows  among  the  mazy  paths,  the  sound 
of  voices  died  away,  and  all  was  still  as  the 
shadows. 
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"  You  might  be  among  the  solitudes  of 
Woodhouse-Wentworth,  for  all  the  vestiges 
of  City  life  you  find  here,  might  you  not  ?" 
she  asked. 

"It  is  truly  rus  in  urhe''  he  answered. 

"  But  you  have  no  liking  for  Court  and 
city." 

''  I  could  not  endure  the  butterfly 
existence  of  a  courtier,  pass  my  life  in 
frivolous  amusements,  and  devote  my  mind 
to  the  fashion  of  a  love-lock  or  a  shoe- 
string. " 

"And  yet  your  bucolic  pursuits  are 
scarcely  more  useful  or  noble. " 

"  They  are  at  least  more  beautiful." 

"  But  not  upon  such  should  powers  like 
yours  be  wasted.  Your  mind  is  like  a 
noble  sword  rusting  in  its  scabbard,  drawn 
it  could  win  bright  honour  and  renown,  and. 
glorious  victories,  sheathed,  it  is  useless." 

"I  am  happy,"  he  replied,  after  a 
momentary  pause,   "in  the  companionship 
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of  a  true  and  loving  wife,  faithful  friends, 
good  books,  healthful  exercise,  and  a  quiet 
conscience.  What  more  should  a  wise  man 
desire  ?" 

"  Such  homely  wisdom  is  not  an  attribute 
of  great  minds ;  were  it  so,  where  would 
the  world  find  its  leaders  ?  You  say  you 
are  happy ;  it  may  be  so,  but  you  are  not 
contented ;  your  soul  chafes  and  frets  within 
its  narrow  prison.  But  the  day  of  its 
release  is  at  hand  ;  England  is  waiting  for 
you ;  buried  in  your  savage  north,  you 
know  nothing  of  what  is  passing  in  the 
great  world.  I  hold  the  secrets  of  all 
parties ;  and  I  tell  you  that  unless  an 
inflexible  hand,  and  a  masterful  intellect 
grasp  the  helm  of  the  State,  we  shall  fall 
upon  evil  times.     You  are  the  man  !'' 

There  was  no  coquetry,  no  melting 
tenderness  in  that  face  now,  and  although 
the  voice  was  subdued  to  a  whisper 
the     eyes     were     flashing,     the     nostrils 
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quivering  with  excitement.  She  was  all 
queenly  now. 

Wentworth  was  astonished  at  this  sudden 
change,  for  he  had  known  the  Countess  of 
Carlisle  only  as  Lucy  Percy,  a  beautiful 
and  impassioned  girl;  he  found  her 
developed  into  an  ambitious  woman  who 
might  have  sat  at  an  Emperor's  side.  Her 
words  thrilled  him,  and  kindled  latent  fires 
within  his  soul,  arousing  thoughts  too 
tumultuous  for  expression. 

"  You  have  a  grand  destiny  before  you, 
if  you  have  the  energy  to  work  it  out,"  she 
went  on,  "or  if  no  false  scruples  or  false 
pride  intervenes  between  the  task  and  its 
accomplishment.  Had  Fate  but  have 
united  our  lots,  what  might  we  not  have 
accomplished  together !  Do  not  start,  I 
am  not  about  to  raise  the  ghost  of  the  past, 
or  attempt  to  render  your  thoughts  disloyal 
to  Lady  Wentworth,  our  lives  are  sundered, 
and  we  are  kept  apart  by  ties  that  never 
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can  be  broken,  the  fault  was  more  mine  than 
yours,  more  a  perverse  destiny  than  either 's. 
Yet  the  heart  will  sometimes  rush  to  the  lips 
and  make  itself  heard  spite  of  all  our  efforts 
to  suppress  it." 

She  spoke  these  last  words  in  the  softest 
and  most  mournful  of  accents.  At  the  same 
moment  there  was  borne  upon  the  air  from 
some  invisible  orchestra,  seemingly  afar  off, 
waves  of  sweet  music  that  rose  and  fell, 
languished  and  faintly  swelled  again,  now 
they  seemed  floating  in  the  air,  now  rising 
up  from  the  depths  of  the  earth. 

Wentworth  was  greatly  embarrassed  by 
the  turn  the  conversation  had  taken  ;  his 
companion  perceived  it,  and  was  too  good 
an  actress  to  spoil  the  effect  of  a  coup  de 
theatre  by  an  imdue  prolongation  of  the 
scene.  "  Come,"  she  said,  after  a  brief 
pause,  "  I  must  return  to  my  guests,  or  our 
absence  will  excite  attention." 

Greatly  relieved  by  this  proposal.  Went- 
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worth  accompanied  her  back  to  the  house. 
But  her  words  had  produced  a  deep  im- 
pression upon  his  mind. 

During  their  brief  absence  the  numbers 
of  the  guests  had  considerably  swelled  and 
a  loud  buzz  of  conversation  filled  the  apart- 
ment. 

Every  tongue,  however,  was  hushed  and 
every  eye  turned  towards  the  window  as 
Lady  Carlisle  entered  leaning  upon  Went- 
worth's  arm.  Envious  and  hostile  glances 
were  cast  upon  him  by  the  younger  men, 
while  the  elder  disguised  their  astonish- 
ment beneath  inquiring  and  supercihous 
looks. 

The  Countess  was  in  an  instant  sur- 
rounded by  a  bevy  of  eager  flatterers  with 
whom  she  immediately  commenced  an 
animated  conversation. 

Wentworth  glanced  around.  The  guests 
were  as  various  in  rank  and  calling  as  the 
people  whom  he  had  seen  assembled  two 
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days  before  in  the  ante-chamber  at  White- 
hall. But  all  were  men  of  mark,  and 
distinguished  either  by  birth,  position, 
genius,  or  achievement — no  others  would 
have  been  welcomed. 

There  were  many  faces  familiar  to  him, 
but  scarcely  a  friendly  one.  The  Parlia- 
ment men  had  heard  of  his  secession  from 
their  ranks  and  scowled  upon  him,  while 
the  courtiers,  not  yet  certain  of  his  footing 
at  Court,  turned  aside  fearful  of  com- 
promising themselves. 

There  were  but  few  ladies,  among  them 
he  recognised  the  beautiful  and  intriguing 
Lady  Aubigny,  and  the  proud  and 
ambitious  Duchess  of  Lennox,  the  widow 
of  three  husbands,  who  had  aspired  even 
to  the  hand  of  King  James  himself  But 
the  Countess  had  scarcely,  as  yet,  succeeded 
in  infusing  any  considerable  female  element 
into  this  new  form  of  society,  which  to  the 
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women,  who  did  not  dabble  in  politics, 
appeared  tedious  and  pedantic. 

Presently,  he  caught  sight  of  his  friend 
Vandyke,  conversing  with  a  middle-aged 
portly- looking  man,  with  long  slightly 
grizzled  hair  that  straggled  carelessly  and 
undressed  about  his  neck,  and  waved  over 
a  fine  thoughtful  brow ;  it  was  a  well- 
formed  face,  moustached  and  bearded  in 
the  fashion  of  the  day,  with  the  eye  of  a 
man  of  genius. 

Wentworth  advanced  towards  this  pair 
and  shook  hands  warmly  with  both. 

"  I  understand,  Mr.  Jones,"  he  said  after 
some  conversation,  "that  you  are  designing 
a  new  masque  for  their  Majesties.  I  have 
often  received  much  pleasure  from  such 
shows  in  the  time  of  the  late  king." 

"I  am,  Sir  Thomas,  for  lack  of  better 
employment,"  repHed  the  gentleman 
addressed  ;  "  not  that  such  work  is  to  be 
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despised,  for  its  incubation  takes  many  an 
hour  of  thought,  and  the  result  is  not 
altogether  worthless." 

"But  friend  Inigo  would  rather  be 
spending  his  hours  upon  that  wonderful 
palace  he  has  so  magnificently  designed," 
interposed  Vandyke. 

"  Ah,  if  I  could  but  live  to  accompHsh 
that,"  exclaimed  the  architect,  his  eyes 
lighting  up  with  sudden  enthusiasm,  "it 
would  be  for  me  an  immortal  monument  ; 
but  these  aiiserable,  huckstering  Commons, 
saving  your  presence,  Sir  Thomas,  hold 
their  purse-strings  so  tightly,  there  is  little 
chance  of  it  I  fear,  unless  indeed,"  he 
added,  with  a  sly  smile,  "  my  friend 
Antony  here  should  at  last  light  upon  the 
philosophers  stone  and  so  fill  his  Majesty's 
coffers." 

"  More  unlikely  things  than  that  come 
to  pass  daily,"  repHed  the  pamter,  with 
a    grave    face,     "  and     I     believe,     even 
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now,    we    are    on    the    eve    of    the   great 
secret. " 

"  Well,  well,  I  know  naught  about  it," 
replied  Jones,  hastily.  ''Will.  Shakspeare 
said,  '  There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and 
earth  than  are  dreamed  of  in  our  philo- 
sophy,' and  I  am  no  stifl-necked  un- 
believer. " 

"  It  would  be  a  marvellous  discovery  if 
^ver  it  came  to  pass,"  said  Wentworth, 
gravely,  "and  most  marvellous  would  be 
its  effects  upon  the  world." 

"  Visit  me  at  Blackfriars  ere  you  leave 
the  Court,  Sir  Thomas,"  said  Van- 
dyke, eagerly,  "  and  I  will  show  you 
wonders." 

"  Yet  methinks,  old  friend,  you  have  in 
.your  pencil  a  transmuter  that  turns  all  it 
touches  into  gold,"  observed  Jones  ;  "  better 
hold  to  that  than  begrime  thy  face  and 
befoul  thy  lungs  over  charcoal  and  crucible 
and  evil- smelling  vapours." 
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Vandyke  did  not  seem  to  relish  these 
remarks  and  changed  the  conversation. 

"  When  you  joined  us,  Sir  Thomas,"  he 
said,  lowering  his  voice,  "  I  was  speaking 
to  Jones  of  that  strange  incident  that 
happened  in  the  King's  cabinet  the  other 
day ;  I  think  you  witnessed  it,  I  mean  his 
Majesty's  blood  falling  upon  the  neck  of' 
Bernini's  statue." 

"I  did,  indeed,  witness  it,  and  have 
thought  much  of  it  since,"  replied  Went- 
worth.  "  God  send  it  may  not  be  an  evil 
omen  to  his  Majesty.'' 

"You  would  say  so  did  you  know  all,'* 
rejoined  Vandyke,  sinking  his  voice  yet 
lower.  "  I  will  tell  you.  Bernini  is  an  old 
friend  of  mine,  it  was  through  me  he  was 
employed.  I  sent  him  the  three  faces  for 
models.  Time  passed  on  and  he  did  not 
send  the  busts  according  to  promise  ;  I 
wrote  to  him  to  know  the  cause.  His 
answer  was  very  strange.     He   said  every 


CHAP,  m.]     LUCY,   COUNTESS   OF  CARLISLE.         15S 

time  he  looked  upon  my  picture  lie  was 
seized  with  such  a  strange  dejection  he 
could  not  work.  '  There  is  such  a  fatal 
gloom  upon  that  face/  he  said,  '  that  I  can- 
not rid  myself  of  a  presentiment  that  it  is 
doomed  to  a  violent  death.'  " 

Both  listeners  turned  pale. 

"  You  have  not  spread  this  abroad '?" 
inquired  Wentworth  after  a  solemn  pause. 

"  This  is  the  first  time  I  have  spoken  of 
it,  and  I  was  so  frightened,  I  burned  the 
letter  the  instant  after  I  read  it." 

"  Then  let  me  conjure  you  to  keep  it 
secret,  for  remember  prophecies  sometimes 
work  their  own  fulfilment." 

"  What  solemn  matter  of  discussion  has 
raised  such  clouds  upon  your  brows,  gentle- 
men ?"  exclaimed  a  silvery  voice  beside 
them,  '*  surely,  it  must  be  theological, 
by  the  sourness  of  your  visages  !  is  it 
Brownism  or  Presbyterianism,  free  will, 
or  predestination,  grace  or  election  which 
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engages  your  minds  ?  If  so,  put  it  aside, 
I  beseech  you,  for  some  more  congenial 
subject." 

•  The  speaker  was  Lady  Carlisle,  who  had 
stolen  upon  them  unawares. 

"It  is  not  any  of  them,  I  assure  you, 
lady,"  replied  Jones,  "  or  you  would  not 
find  me  here." 

""  But  did  I  not  hear  Sir  Thomas  talking 
about  the  gift  of  prophecy  ?"  she  inquired, 
sharply;  "surely  that  phrase  has  a  por- 
tentous sound.  But  as  you  will  not  take 
me  into  your  confidence  aUow  me  to  ask 
your  attention  to  a  poem  which  Mr.  Waller 
has  composed  in  my  honour." 

They  turned  their  heads  in  the  direction 
indicated  and  saw  a  young  gentleman  of 
some  two  or  three-and-twenty,  exquisitely 
and  somewhat  foppishly  dressed,  slight  of 
figure,  pleasing  and  handsome  of  face, 
standing  near  one  of  the  tables  with  a 
paper  in  his  hand.     This  was  Mr.  Edmund 
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Waller,  afterwards  to  be  celebrated  both 
as  a  poet  and  a  politician,  and  who  was 
already  known  as  a  writer  of  smooth  verses 
which  attracted  some  attention.  Lady 
Carlisle  loved  to  gather  such  about  her, 
and  in  imitation  of  her  French  model,  she 
never  held  a  soiree,  to  use  a  modern 
expression,  at  which  some  copy  of  verses 
or  shoit  essay  was  not  read  and  discussed. 

All  conversation  being  hushed,  the  poet 
read,  in  a  musical  but  somewhat  affected 
tone,  the  following  verses  : — 

**  Madam,  of  all  tlie  sacred  muse  inspired 
Orplieus  alone  could  with  the  woods  comply  ; 
Their  rude  inhabitants  his  song  admired, 
And  Nature's  self  in  those  that  could  not  lie  ; 
Your  beauty  next  our  solitude  invades, 
And  warms  us,  shining  through  the  thickest  shades., 

"  Nor  ought  the  tribute  which  the  wondering  Court 
Pays  your  fair  eyes,  prevail  with  you  to  scorn 
The  answer  and  consent  to  that  report 
^Vhich,  echo-like,  the  country  does  return  ; 
Mirrors  are  taught  to  flatter,  but  our  springs 
Present  the  impartial  images  of  things. 

"  A  rural  judge  disposed  of  beauty's  prize  ; 
A  simple  shepherd  was  preferred  to  Jove  ; 
Down  to  the  mountains  from  the  partial  skies 
Came  Juno,  Pallas,  and  the  Queen  of  Love 
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To  plead  for  that  wHcli  was  so  justly  give-ii 
To  tlie  bright  Carlisle  of  the  Court  of  Heaven. 

"  Carlisle  !  a  name  which  all  our  woods  are  taught, 
Loud  as  their  Amaryllis,  to  resound ; 
Carlisle  !  a  name  which  on  the  bark  is  wrought 
Of  every  tree  that's  worthy  of  the  wound. 
'    From  Phoebus'  rage  our  shadows  and  our  streams 
May  guard  us  better  than  from  Carlisle's  beams." 

Great  applause  necessarily  greeted  a 
poem  which  was  in  praise  of  the  lady  of 
the  house. 

"  It  has  but  one  fault,  Mr.  Waller,"  she 
observed,  archly,  "it  is  too  flattering." 

"  Pardon  my  daring  to  differ  with  you, 
madam,"  answered  the  poet,  "but  it  is 
with  your  generosity  and  not  your  judg- 
ment, which  can  too  surely  detect  the  poor- 
ness of  my  composition.  I  contradict  when 
I  say  it  is  all  faults,  and  its  worst  is  its  un- 
worthiness  of  its  subject,  which  is  beyond  the 
descriptive  powers  of  any  pen,  much  less  so 
weak  a  reed  as  mine." 

"  Mr.  Waller,  you  are  a  courtier,"  replied 
the  lady,  curtseying  to  the  ground. 

"  But,    Mr.    Vandyke,"    she    continued. 
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turning  to  the  painter,  "  I  received  the 
other  day  from  Italy  some  additions  to  my 
collection  of  medals  upon  which  I  want 
your  judgment,  and  you,  Sir  Thomas,  I 
know,  are  a  judge  of  those  things." 

Those  of  the  company  who  were  not 
interested  in  the  subject  formed  knots  and 
conversed  upon  more  congenial  topics,  and 
several  ladies,  taking  the  arms  of  cavahers, 
strolled  out  into  the  moonlight  and  flirted 
among  the  shady  groves  and  bowers. 

At  the  further  end  of  the  apartment  was 
gathered  a  group,  the  members  of  which 
had  mingled  scarcely  at  all  in  the  general 
conversation,  men  who  had  kept  aloof  both 
from  artists  and  courtiers,  by  whom  they 
were  regarded  with  expressions  of  disdain 
and  superciliousness.  They  were  more 
plainly  dressed  than  the  other  guests,  and 
there  was  a  sober  gravity  in  their  mien 
that  never  relaxed.  Lady  Carlisle  occa- 
sionally exchanged  a  few  words  with  them. 
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but  seemed  to  choose  the  time  for  such 
notice  when  the  attention  of  the  rest  of 
the  company  was  diverted  in  another  direc- 
tion. 

There  was  one  remarkable  figure  in  this 
group  which  stood  out  from  the  rest.  This 
personage  had  entered  almost  upon  the 
heels  of  Wentworth,  but  was  up  to  the 
present  unseen  by  him ;  he  had  come  in 
time  to  witness  the  tender  and  coquettish 
welcome  the  hostess  had  bestowed  upon 
him,  and  to  see  them  stroll  arm-in-arm  into 
the  garden ;  he  had  watched  the  scene, 
half  hidden  by  the  curtains  that  covered 
the  entrance  to  the  apartment,  with  lower- 
ing brows  ;  after  they  were  gone  he  had 
cast  himself  into  a  chair  in  the  obscurest 
corner  of  the  room.  Although  all  the 
sober-faced  men  gathered  about  him  with 
an  air  of  almost  deference,  he  little  resem- 
bled them.  His  manner  was  bold,  insolent, 
almost  rakish,  and  his  dress  was  rich  and 
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not  devoid  of  bright  colours.  His  portrait 
is  worth  sketching,  for  thereafter  he  was 
to  become  one  of  the  foremost  men  of  his 
country. 

It  was  a  figure  cast  in  an  herculean 
mould,  athletic  and  inclining  to  corpulence  ; 
the  features  were  somewhat  coarse,  but  full 
of  energy  and  intelHgence  ;  the  head  was 
peculiarly  formed,  the  forehead  rising  to  a 
peak,  the  hair  was  long  and  curled,  as  was 
also  the  moustache  and  chin  beard ;  there 
was  usually,  though  it  was  absent  on  the 
present  occasion,  a  good-humoured  smile 
upon  the  thick  lips  and  in  the  quick, 
penetrating  eye.  The  massive  jaw  and 
chin  betokened  an  almost  savage  firmness- 
of  purpose,  beneath  which  lurked  a  dis- 
agreeable expression  of  mocking  irony. 

This  man  was  John  Pym. 

"  Is  not  that  Wentworth  upon  whom 
my  Lady  Carlisle  smiles  so  sweetly  T  in- 
quired one  of  the  group. 
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"  Can  you  not  see  it  is  ?"  growled 
Pym. 

"  What  brings  him  to  Court  ?" 

"That  which  brought  Judas  to  the 
Lord's  Supper." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Bah !  where  have  you  been  not  to  hear 
the  news?  My  brave  Sir  Thomas  has  been 
sent  for  by  the  King,  has  been  closeted 
alone  with  him.  What  think  you  of  that, 
after  his  brave  speeches  ?" 

"I  have  heard  some  rumour  of  this. 
But  we  should  not  be  too  hasty.  He  is 
a  man  of  weight  and  talent  whom  we  can- 
not afford  to  lose.  We  must  not  condemn 
him  unheard." 

'*  He  shall  not  be  condemned  unheard," 
responded  Pym,  grimly.  "  I  will  have  his 
recantation  from  his  own  lips,  although  I 
have  had  it  already  from  lips  that  I  can 
trust  better." 

"  Whose  r 
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"  His  brother-in-law's,  Denzil  Hollis,  a 
true  man." 

He  rose  from  his  seat,  and  advanced 
towards  the  place  where  Wentworth  was 
conversing  with  the  Countess  and  Lady 
Aubigny. 

"  Sir  Thomas  Wentworth,"  he  said,  ''  if 
these  ladies  can  spare  your  society  for  a 
few  moments,  I  have  something  for  your 
private  ear." 

The  tone  in  which  these  words  were 
spoken  was  polite,  but  not  without  a  touch 
of  sarcasm. 

Wentworth's  face  flushed  for  an  instant 
as  he  answered  calmly,  ''  I  shall  presently 
be  at  your  service,  Mr.  Pym.'' 

Lady  CarHsle  turned  pale  ;  she  feared 
.a  challenge.  Pym  met  her  anxious  look 
with  a  smile  of  contemptuous  denial,  that 
only  half  satisfied  her. 

Wentworth  calmly  continued  his  conver- 
sation  for   several    minutes,   deigning    no 

11—2 
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further  attention  to  Pym,  who  bit  his  lip 
and  twisted  his  moustache. 

"Now,  Mr.  Pym,  I  am  ready  to  Hsten 
to  you,"  said  Wentworth  presently. 

Without  a  word  the  other  led  the  way 
through  the  window  into  the  grounds. 

The  Countess  followed  them  with  anxious 
eyes. 

"  There  is  no  quarrel,  I  hope,"  observed 
Lady  Aubigny. 

*'  I  hope  not — I  almost  fear — had  I  not 
better  endeavour  to  prevent  it  ?" 

And  not  waiting  for  a  reply  the  Countess 
hurried  after  them. 

"So  Lucy  is  casting  her  lures  to  bring 
back  her  old  lover,"  said  Lady  Aubigny 
with  a  meaning  smile. 

"  But  Pym  will  have  no  rivals,"  replied 
another  lady. 

"  He  is  Hkely  to  have  many.  She  coquets 
with  him  only  for  the  sake  of  the  influence 
it  gives  her  over  the  Parliament  party." 
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"And  with  Wentworth,  probably,  be- 
cause hereafter  he  may  have  some  influence 
at  Court,  she  loves  to  thus  hold  the  balance 
between  the  extremes." 

In  the  meantime,  Pym  led  the  way  imtil 
quite  removed  from  the  sounds  and  lights 
of  the  house,  then  he  faced  round. 

"Sir  Thomas  Wentworth,"  he  said,  "is 
it  true  you  intend  to  go  no  further  with 
usT 

"  I  may  be  pardoned  if  I  plead  igno- 
rance of  words  so  abrupt  and  undefined," 
repHed  Wentworth,  coldly;  "but  if  you 
would  ask  me  whether  I  intend  to  league 
myself  with  a  faction — for  since  his  Majesty 
has  been  graciously  pleased  to  grant  the 
prayers  of  his  people,  those  who  persevere 
to  put  themselves  in  opposition  to  him  are 
factious  men — I  answer,  No." 

"  Then  I  tell  you.  Sir  Thomas  Went- 
worth," said  Pym,  folding  his  arms  upon 
liis  breast  and   speaking  with  suppressed 
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yet  savage  energy,  ''that  if  you  detach 
yourself  frora  us  you  are  lost.  Though 
you  leave  me  I  will  never  leave  you,  until 
I  see  your  head  upon  the  block." 

''Insolent!"  cried  Wentworth,  grasping 
the  hilt  of  his  sword. 

But  at  that  moment  a  female  figure 
glided  out  of  the  shadows  and  interposed 
itself  between  them. 

"  Gentlemen,"  she  exclaimed  haughtily, 
"the  Spring  Garden  is  some  quarter  of  a 
mile  below ;  brawling  may  be  common 
there,  but  it  is  not  in  the  grounds  of  the 
Countess  of  Carlisle." 

"  Your  reproof  is  well  merited,  madam," 
said  Wentworth  ;  "I  humbly  apologise  for 
my  momentary  forgetfulness,  and  take  my 
leave." 

She  made  no  effort  this  time  to  detain 
him,  and  a  few  moments  afterwards  he  had 
quitted  the  place. 

"  Are  you  mad  to  seek  a  quarrel  at  such 
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a  time  as  this  T  slie  deina,nded  of  Pym 
when  they  were  alone. 

"  Do  not  play  the  hypocrite,  madam," 
he  retorted  angrily ;  "do  not  pretend  to 
consider  my  safety  to  hide  your  anxiety 
for  this  renegade." 

"Jealous,  I  vow!"  she  answered  ironi- 
cally. "  I  should,  indeed,  feel  honoured  to 
be  made  the  subject  of  a  brawl,  as  though  I 
were  some  tavern  wench.  I  find  you  are 
as  shallow  as  the  rest  of  your  sex,  who 
cannot  construe  a  woman's  smiles  to  aught 
but  love." 

"  You  loved  him  once,  and  would  now 
'  lure  this  tercel  gentle  back  again  '  to  swell 
the  number  of  your  slaves." 

"  You  seem  to  forget  that  Sir  Thomas- 
Wentworth  has  a  wife,"  replied  the  lady, 
haughtily.  "As  for  my  motives,  when 
you  have  recovered  your  humour,  I  may 
explain  them,  but  not  before." 


CHAPTER  IV. 

AT  ANTONY  VANDYKE's. 

On  the  morning  after  his  visit  to  Lady 
Carhsle,  Wentworth  received  a  summons 
to  attend  the  King  in  his  cabinet. 

Charles  was  alone.  He  greeted  his 
visitor  with  one  of  his  sweet,  melancholy 
smiles,  and  extended  his  hand,  which 
Wentworth  raised  respectfully  to  his  hps. 

For  a  few  moments  he  conversed  upon 
indifferent  subjects  :  upon  the  grand  masque 
that  was  in  preparation ;  upon  pictures  and 
medals,  until  Sir  Thomas  began  to  fear  he 
had  sent  for  him  to  no  other  purpose.  He 
was  mistaken. 

"Enough  of  this,"  said  the  King,  break- 
ing off  suddenly  in  the  midst  of  some 
observation    upon   the   styles   of   different 
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painters.  "  It  was  not  to  talk  upon  such 
trifles  I  brought  you  hither ;  and  yet  I 
love  these  things  better,  I  fear,  than 
statecraft.  Often  and  often  do  I  regret  I 
was  born  a  king.  I  envy  such  men  as 
you,  Wentworth — men  of  cultivated  tastes, 
happy  in  the  love  of  wife  and  children, 
happy  in  that  blessing  which  princes  can 
never  know,  the  tranquillity  of  a  home." 

"  You  need  envy  no  man,  my  liege,  such 
blessing,  since  they  are  yours  already.  No 
prince  in  Christendom  could  have  a  partner 
more  beautiful  and  more  loving  than  her 
Majesty,  or  a  domestic  life  purer  and 
happier. " 

"  Truly,  sometimes  at  Hampton  we  ob- 
tain a  few  hours  of  privacy  almost  free 
from  cares,  but  they  serve  only  to  make 
us  pine  for  more.  And  even  those  brief 
moments  are  often  clouded,  Ah  !  if  it  were 
not  for  the  influence  of  those  meddling 
priests,  how  happy  we  might  be  I     But  I 
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am  again  wandering,"  he  added  hastily. 
Then,  with  a  complete  change  of  tone,  and 
speaking  with  startling  abruptness,  he 
went  on  :  "  Wentworth,  you  know  what 
Buckingham  was  to  me  ?  i^s  a  statesman 
he  was  too  often  a  false  guide,  but  as  a 
friend,  a  companion,  he  had  graces  of  mind 
and  person,  and  above  all  an  indefinable 
fascination,  of  which  I  have  rarely  met  the 
like  ;  and  these  things  were  intensified  to 
me  by  long  association.  From  my  youth 
upwards  he  was  ever  by  my  side,  until  he 
indeed  became  my  alter  ego ;  and,  you  know, 
our  whole  lives  are  moulded  by  habit.  But 
he  had  lived  his  time  ;  he  was  the  pilot 
for  a  summer  sea,  not  for  the  storm  and 
breakers  that  I  see  afar  off  in  the  not 
distant  future.  The  helmsman  for  that 
must  have  a  hand  of  iron,  a  brain  of  steel,, 
a  will  of  adamant,  an  integrity  of  snow,  a 
loyalty  of  fire.  By  birth  and  genius  he 
must  command  as  well  as  win  the  respect 
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of  the  nation.  You  have  all  these,  and  you 
are  the  only  man  in  England  who  can  take 
Buckingham's  place  and  steer  ns  through 
the  tempest." 

There  was  a  warmth  and  frankness  in 
Charles's  voice  which  veiled  even  the 
suspicion  of  flattery,  and  a  graciousness 
and  urbanity  all  the  more  pleasing  since 
it  never  sank  the  king. 

"  I,  sire!"  exclaimed  Wentworth,  startled 
by  the  suddenness  of  the  proposition,  which 
came  upon  him  as  the  fulfilment  of  Lady 
Carhsle's  prophetic  words. 

"  You,"  answered  the  King,  laconically, 
and  waiting  his  answer. 

"  My  poor  services,  my  very  life,  the 
lives  of  all  I  own,  are  your  Majesty's,  not 
to  solicit,  but  to  command,"  rephed  Went- 
worth, deeply  moved.  "My  only  fear  is 
that  you  rate  my  abilities  too  highly  ;  but 
such  as  they  are,  they  are  all  yours." 

"  We  thank  you,"  answered  the  King, 
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assuming  royalty  for  the  first  time;  ''and 
have  no  apprehensions  upon  that  score. 
But  your  rise  must  not  be  too  sudden. 
Enmity  and  detraction  you  will  certainly 
draw  upon  yourself,  for  those  are  the 
penalties  paid  for  king's  favours  ;  but  if 
the  storm  rose  too  suddenly,  ere  you  had 
firmly  taken  your  stand,  it  might  over- 
whelm you.  As  an  earnest  of  future 
honours,  I  present  you  with  these  letters 
patent  creating  you  Baron  Wentworth." 

Overcome  by  emotion,  Sir  Thomas  knelt 
at  the  King's  feet  and  reverently  kissed 
his  hand. 

''  To-morrow  you  will  return  into  York- 
shire," continued  Charles.  "  In  the  course 
of  two  or  three  weeks  other  letters  patent 
will  follow,  creating  you  Viscount ;  and 
these,  after  another  interval,  will  be  fol- 
lowed by  a  commission  appointing  you 
President  of  the  North.  That  post  will 
afford   you    an   opportunity    of   displaying 
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your  talents  for  government,  for,  as  you 
know,  it  is  one  of  almost  absolute  power. 
No  easy  task  lies  before  you,  as  your  pre- 
decessor, Lord  Sunderland,  whom  I  shall 
recall  in  a  few  days,  has  been  most  lax  in 
his  administration.  All  is  confusion  in  the 
North.  The  fines  upon  the  Papists  are 
not  enforced.  All  order  and  subjection  are 
suspended." 

"  To  thank  your  Majesty  for  such  honours 
would  be  impossible,"  replied  Wentworth  ; 
"  therefore  I  must  show  my  gratitude  by 
deeds,  not  words." 

"  And  that  you  will  do,"  responded 
Charles,  emphatically.  Then  changing  his 
tone  once  more  to  its  former  deep  melan- 
choly he  went  on,  "  And  yet  little  gratitude 
is  due  to  me  for  thrusting  these  cares  upon 
you.  I  rob  you  of  leisure,  of  happiness,  of 
home  tranquiUity,  and  give  you  in  their 
place  barren  honours,  a  mere  crown  of 
thorns  ;  the  day  may  come  when  you  will 


1 74  AT   COURT.  [book  ii. 

bitterly  reproach  me  for  my  fatal  gift. 
But  enough  of  business.  Two  hours  hence 
we  go  down  the  river  to  Blackfriars  to  sit 
to  Vandyke.  Will  you  favour  us  with 
your  company." 

Such  requests  from  royalty  are  tanta- 
mount to  commands  ;  as  a  matter  of  course 
Wentworth  assented,  and,  taking  the  king's 
last  words  as  a  conge,  departed. 

Two  hours  afterwards  the  royal  barge  con- 
taining the  King,  Queen  and  suite  departed 
from  Whitehall  Stairs  for  Blackfriars. 

The  Thames  was  almost  exclusively 
royalty's  high  road  when  it  went  eastward  ; 
the  broad,  noble  stream  was  a  thoroughfare 
80  much  easier  to  thread  than  the  narrow, 
foul  streets ;  and  the  prospect  so  much 
pleasanter  to  the  eye  than  that  presented 
by  the  land.  A  sail  from  Westminster 
to  the  C^ity  was  a  delightful  trip  in  those 
days  ;  there  were  no  bridges  to  break  the 
proportions  of  the  river ;  on  the  southern 


CHAP.  lY.]  AT  ANTONY   VANDYKE'S.  175 

side  all  was  meadow  and  trees ;  on  the 
northern  the  gardens  of  the  great  nobles, 
whose  mansions  lay  hidden  back  among 
the  foliage,  stretched  down  to  the  water's 
edge  ;  the  green  monotony  was  in  many 
places  broken  by  handsome  water-gates  and 
pubKc  stairs,  upon  which  crowds  of  water- 
men phed  for  hire.  Nor  was  royalty 
singular  in  its  preference  for  river  tra- 
velling, nobles  and  citizens  shared  its  taste, 
and  the  Thames  was  alive  with  gilded 
barges  and  humble  boats  bearing  gentle 
and  simple  eastward  and  westward. 

Upon  landing  at  Blackfriars  Stairs — there 
was  no  bridge  there  for  many  years  after- 
wards— two  carriages,  which  had  been  sent 
forward  through  the  City,  were  found  waiting 
for  the  king  and  queen  and  their  attendants. 
As  the  visit  was  private  the  suite  was 
small,  being  composed  of  only  two  lords 
and  two  ladies  in  waiting,  Wentworth,  and 
-a  couple  of  pages. 
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All  the  King's  artists,  with  few  excep- 
tions— Inigo  Jones,  who  lived  in  Scotland 
Yard,  being  of  that  number — resided  in 
one  great  mansion,  palatially  furnished,  at 
Blackfriars,  situated  close  to  the  rivers 
brink.  Here  were  spent  some  of  the 
happiest  hours  of  Charles  Stuarts  life. 
There  was  nothing  he  loved  better  than 
to  sit  in  Vandyke's  painting-room,  con- 
versing pleasantly  and  unrestrainedly  upon 
art,  while  the  great  limner  transfered  his 
features  to  an  immortal  canvas  ;  thus  it  is 
we  have  so  many  portraits  of  that  sad  face. 
The  queen  also,  although  she  knew  little 
of  art,  had  inherited  some  of  the  Medicean 
taste  and  loved  to  prattle  about  it  in  her 
lively  French  way,  and  look  at  all  the 
pictures  in  progress.  This  time,  however, 
she  had  come  to  sit  with  the  king  for 
that  portrait  of  the  royal  pair  which  is  still 
to  be  seen  at  Windsor. 

Vandyke  met  his  distinguished  visitors 
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-at  the  door  and  conducted  them  up  the 
broad,  oaken  stairs  to  his  painting-room,  a 
lofty  handsome  apartment  fitted  up  with 
every  comfort  and  convenience.  When 
their  Majesties  were  seated  the  two  lords 
went  to  the  great  mullioned  window, 
which  commanded  a  view  of  the  river,  and 
watched  the  passing  and  repassing  of  the 
boats  and  barges  ;  the  ladies  placed  them- 
selves behind  the  Queen's  chair,  the  pages 
took  the  same  position  to  the  King. 

''  Xo  judge  by  the  pictures  in  different 
stages  of  progress  you  appear  to  be 
fully  occupied  just  now,"  observed  the 
King. 

"  Indeed,  your  Majesty,  so  much  so  that 
I  would  many  of  my  patrons  took  their 
faces  elsewhere." 

"But  where  else  could  they  be  so 
fairly  presented  ?"  said  the  King,  smiling. 
"  Your  quarters  have  at  least  the  merit 
of  quietude,"  he  said  presently.   "  Although 
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I  suppose  the  revellers  from  the  playhouse 
disturb  you  sometimes." 

"  Not  half  so  much  as  the  droning 
psalms  of  the  Puritans,  which  are  seldom 
out  of  my  ears,  your  Majesty  ;  they  swarm 
about  here  like  bees  in  a  hive." 

"Ah,  those  Huguenots,  how  I  hate 
them !"  said  the  Queen,  bitterly. 

"  Hypocrites  all,  your  Majesty  ;  for  do 
they  not  deal  in  feathers  and  all  the 
vanities,  as  they  call  them,  their  snuffling 
preachers  are  always  denouncing,  encourag- 
ing the  things  they  protest  bring  men  to 
damnation,  to  fill  their  purses  V 

In  the  meantime  Wentworth,  while  ex- 
amining the  numerous  pictures  that  were 
scattered  about  in  all  parts  of  the  room, 
came  suddenly  upon  one  which  ri vetted 
his  attention,  spite  of  himself  It  was  a 
half-finished  portrait  of  Lady  Carlisle. 
Gazing  fiixedly  upon  those  haughty  yet 
pensive   features,    he    fell   into   a   reverie, 
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from  which  he  was  aroused  only  when  the 
sitting  had  come  to  an  end,  and  their 
Majesties  were  preparing  to  take  their 
departure. 

"  Come  hither,  Baron  Went  worth,  and 
tell  me  what  you  think  of  our  good  Van- 
dyke's last  work." 

The  sound  of  his  new  title,  upon  which  the 
King  had  purposely  laid  strong  emphasis^ 
made  the  colour  rush  to  Went  worth  s  dark 
brow.  He  could  see  the  courtiers  exchange 
glances  as  he  approached  the  picture. 

"  And  now.  Baron,"  said  the  King,  when 
Wentworth  had  expressed  a  high  eulogium 
upon  the  really  fine  portrait,  "  as  you 
return  to  Yorkshire  so  soon,  and  have 
possibly  affairs  of  your  own  to  engage  your 
attention,  we  will  willingly  dispense  with 
your  further  attendance." 

"  Under  your  Majesty's  favour,  if  Sir 
Thomas  would  be  pleased  to  spend  an  hour 
with  me,   I  should  feel   highly  honoured, 
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as  I  have  never  yet  had  an  opportunity 
of  taking  his  portrait,  which  I  should  much 
love  to  do." 

The  King  expressed  his  perfect  satis- 
faction with  the  arrangement,  to  which 
Wentworth  agreed. 

"  You  will  hear  from  us  shortly,"  said 
Charles,  as  he  passed  out. 

The  Queen's  leave-taking  of  the  painter 
was  gracious  and  cordial,  of  Wentworth, 
cold  and  haughty.  It  was  evident  to  him 
that  he  had  not  won  her  favour. 

*'And  now.  Baron,  let  me  congratulate 
you  upon  your  new  dignity,"  said  Van- 
dyke, when  they  were  alone,  "  and  prophesy 
at  the  same  time  that  it  is  but  the  stepping- 
stone  to  others.  I  must  make  the  most  of 
our  friendship,  for  ere  long  you  will  be  too 
great  a  man  to  call  a  poor  painter,  friend." 

"  Did  I  believe  you  meant  those  words, 
our  friendship  would  end  at  this  moment," 
replied  Wentworth,  earnestly.     "  The  man 
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whom  the  King  honours  with  his  friendship- 
can  have  no  superior  ;  and,  even  were  it 
not  so,  I  honour  men  for  what  they  are^ 
and  not  for  what  the  world  calls  them." 

"  Forgive  me,  I  did  but  jest,"  answered- 
Vandyke,  grasping  his  hand.  "  But  come, 
before  you  sit  I  must  show  you  my  labora-^ 
tory.'^ 

He  led  the  way  through  a  small  door 
concealed  by  a  large  picture,  and  along  a 
narrow  passage,  at  the  end  of  which  was 
another  door,  at  which  he  paused  and 
tapped.  It  was  opened  by  an  old  man 
in  a  long  gown,  and  beard  descending 
upon  his  chest,  whose  features  were  be^ 
grimed  almost  to  blackness  by  smoke  and 
dirt. 

The  room  into  which  they  entered  was 
narrow  and  confined,  with  a  window  near 
the  ceiling,  scarcely  larger  than  a  loophole^ 
Over  a  small  furnace  was  suspended  a 
crucible,  and  several  retorts  were  simmer- 
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ing  over  charcoal  fires.  Bottles  and  jars 
of  all  sizes  and  shapes,  bearing  strange 
cabalistical  characters,  were  scattered  every- 
where, and  the  atmosphere  was  dense  and 
overpowering  with  the  sickening  odour  of 
fused  chemicals. 

"  And  how  goes  on  the  work  V  inquired 
Vandyke,  eagerly. 

"  So  well  it  were  impossible  it  should  go 
better/'  replied  the  old  man. 

"  We  are  on  the  very  eve  of  the  grand 
secret,"  cried  the  painter,  excitedly. 

As  he  spoke  a  bell  rung  sharply. 

"  That  is  to  tell  me  that  a  sitter  is 
waiting  in  the  painting-room,"  he  exclaimed 
angrily.  "  Ah,  if  these  people  would  but 
give  me  a  little  time,  I  might  hasten  the 
grand  discovery." 

"  And  can  you  prefer  this  dingy  den, 
these  hideous  apparati,  to  the  pure  atmo- 
sphere of  art,  and  the  noble  beauty  of 
those   creations    of   your   own    hand    and 
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brain  we  have  left  yonder  T  demanded  liis 
guest. 

"  And  why  not  ?  Did  I  possess  the 
genius  of  Da  Yinci,  Eaffaelle,  and  Buona- 
rotti  combined,  could  it  give  me  the 
boundless  and  immortal  fame  I  shall  gain 
by  transmitting  dross  to  gold,  by  distilling, 
perhaps,  that  precious  elixir  which  can  give 
us  limitless  youth  and  life  ?  For  the  one 
secret  is  doubtless  contained  within  the 
other.  Those  canvases  will  perish,  and  in 
a  few  centuries  my  genius  become  a  dim 
tradition,  like  that  of  Apelles ;  but  such  a 
work  as  this  can  never  perish.  And,  to 
fall  from  the  clouds  to  the  earth  again,  my 
philosophy  is  the  epicurean,  the  end  of  life 
is  enjoyment — ergo^  gold  is  our  chiefest 
blessing.  But  I  am  waited  for.  Will  you 
go  with  me  ?" 

Wentworth  was  only  too  pleased  to 
escape  out  of  the  foul  atmosphere.  But 
his  satisfaction  changed  to  chagrin  when, 
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upon  entering  the  painting-room,  his  eyes 
fell  upon  Lady  Carlisle. 

She  greeted  him  with  one  of  her  sweetest 
smiles,  but  with  no  appearance  of  surprise  ; 
probably  the  meeting  was  not  altogether 
accidental. 

"  Have  you  also  come  to  be  immortalised 
by  the  wondrous  pencil  of  Master  Vandyke, 
Baron  Wentworth  ?"  she  inquired  ;  '^  do  not 
look  surprised,"  she  added,  lowering  her 
voice,  "  there  is  not  anything  that  passes 
in  the  King's  most  private  chamber  that  is 
not  known  to  me  almost  as  soon  as  it  is 
done  or  said,  and  that  by  no  witchcraft 
either.  Have  not  my  last  night's  words 
come  true,  my  future  Lord  President  of  the 
NortUr 

"  You  indeed  amaze  me,"  murmured 
Wentworth. 

*'  Did  I  not  tell  you,"  she  continued,, 
her   eyes   sparkling   with   triumph,   "that 
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you  alone  could  be  the  successor  of  Buck- 
ingham.'' 

"  I  cannot  pretend  to  know  how  you 
have  gained  a  knowledge  of  what  I  believed 
was  known  only  to  his  Majesty  and  myself," 
answered  Wentworth  gravely;  "but  I 
would  ask  of  you  not  to  bruit  it  abroad." 

"That  I  should  not  have  done  even 
without  your  desire,  with  me  the  secret  is 
sacred.  But  you  should  not  be  angered 
because  your  prophetess  exults  in  the 
fulfilment  of  her  forecast,"  she  added 
softly.  "You  know  not  what  joy  it  is 
to  me  to  see  your  noble  genius  at  last 
appreciated." 

What  a  look  of  pensive  tenderness  there 
was  in  the  eyes,  and  what  a  low  quivering 
sigh  broke  from  the  beautiful  lips  as  she 
uttered  these  last  words. 

"  I  am  not  angered,  and  I  thank  you  for 
your  good  wishes,"  he  said,  turning  aside 
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his  head  to  avoid  that  look  which  was 
casting  a  glamour  over  him  and  subduing 
his  very  soul. 

"  So  cold,"  she  murmured  just  loud 
enough  to  thrill  his  ears.  Then  changing 
her  manner  suddenly  to  one  of  deep  ear- 
nestness, she  said,  "  Avoid  Pym,  he  is  a 
dangerous  man,  and  your  most  bitter  foe." 

"  I  shall  not  seek  Mr.  Pym,"  replied 
Wentworth  haughtily,  "if  he  does  not 
seek  me." 

"  Let  him  not  fix  a  quarrel  upon  you,  I 
implore,"  she  went  on  even  more  earnestly, 
"  such  a  man  as  you  need  not  fear  an  im- 
putation upon  his  courage.  If  you  weigh 
my  warning  with  the  truth  of  my  previous 
words  you  will  know  it  is  no  idle  one." 

The  whole  of  this  brief  conversation  had 
been  carried  on  in  a  low  tone  in  the  deep 
recess  of  the  window,  and  Vandyke  and 
his  attendant  had  removed  to  a  distance 
quite  out  of  earshot. 
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Wentwortli  gave  a  reluctant  promise  to 
follow  lier  injunction,  after  v^hich  she  sat 
for  the  finishing  touches  of  the  portrait 
he  had  lately  been  contemplating. 

When  she  departed  he  conducted  her  to 
her  sedan-chair  that  was  waiting  without. 
Her  last  word  as  she  pressed  his  hand  was, 
*'  Remember." 


BOOK  THE  THIRD, 
IN   THE  SHADOW   OF  DEATH. 


CHAPTEE  I. 

A  winter's   evening. 

Autumn  had  faded  into  winter,  cold,  leaf- 
less,  and  tempestuous — at  least,  it  was  so 
in  the  North.  The  trees  in  the  park  at 
Wentworth-Woodhouse  were  no  longer 
green  and  umbrageous,  a  few  parched 
leaves  yet  clung  to  the  oak  and  beech, 
but  all  the  others  were  gaunt  and  bare 
and  white  with  snow,  which  lay  deep  in 
the  hollows,  and  covered  the  uplands ;  the 
streams  flowed  sluggishly  beneath  a  thin 
layer  of  ice,  a  driving  wind  from  the  north 
whirled   the   white   drifts   in  eddies,    and 
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made  the  dry  leaves  on  the  branches  and 
those  huddled  under  sheltering  nooks 
crackle  as  though  a  flame  had  passed 
over  them.  There  was  a  leaden  sky, 
dull  red  in  the  west  where  the  sun  was 
just  sinking,  and  a  grey  mist  was  slowly 
blurring  all  outlines. 

The  dreariness  without  heightened  the 
cheerfulness  within.  A  huge  fire  of  pon- 
derous logs  blazed  on  the  great  hearth, 
cast  a  ruddy  glare  over  the  dark  oaken 
walls,  and  flashed  upon  the  windows  to 
die  away  in  the  gloom  beyond. 

On  one  side  the  fireplace,  fast  asleep,  was 
a  man  of  about  fifty  years  of  age,  whose 
clerical  dress  indicated  his  profession;  a 
man  with  a  fair  unwrinkled,  placid  face 
that  denoted  an  easy  and  benignant  dispo- 
sition ;  this  was  the  Eeverend  Charles 
Greenwood,  who  had  been  Wentworth's 
tutor  at  college,  his  guardian  and  com- 
panion during  his  travels,  and  the  faithful 
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and  devoted  friend  of  his  after-life,  whom 
he  loved  and  reverenced  with  the  feelings 
of  a  son. 

On  the  other  side  the  fireplace  dozed  a 
man  of  graver  mien,  who  might  have  been 
forty  years  of  age ;  this  was  Sir  George 
EadcHffe,  Wentworth's  secretary,  and  one 
of  his  truest  and  most  esteemed  friends. 

Upon  a  low  stool  facing  the  fire,  but  at 
some  distance  ofP,  her  chin  resting  upon  her 
hand,  sat  Ethel,  the  red  glow  of  the  fire 
falling  full  upon  her  face  ;  she  was  in  deep 
thought,  conjuring  up  strange  images  in  the 
burning  embers. 

Standing  in  the  recess  of  one  of  the 
windows  looking  out  upon  the  dreary 
landscape,  stood  Lady  Wentworth,  she  was 
watching  across  the  park  for  her  husband's 
return.  But  not  even  the  huge  fire  could 
warm  the  extremities  of  that  great  apart- 
ment, with  its  bare  oaken  floor  polished  to 
an   icy  smoothness,  and   she  soon  turned 
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away  shivering  towards  the  genial  region 
of  the  hearth. 

Coming  lightly  behind  Ethel  she  clasped 
her  hands  playfully  across  the  thoughtful 
face,  making  the  young  girl  start. 

"  My  child,  thou  wilt  burn  thy  pretty 
eyes  out  of  thy  head  if  you  stare  at  those 
fierce  flames  much  longer,"  she  said  laugh- 
ingly. "  What  dost  thou  see  there  so 
interesting  ?  Some  stalwart  young  knight 
doing  battle  against  the  dragons  that  guard 
the  enchanted  castle,  in  which  in  thy 
dreams,  thou  art  kept  prisoner,  or  dost 
thou  see  Cambuscan  Bold,  mounted  on  his 
brazen  steed,  galloping  through  the  air,  that 
my  lord  read  to  us  about  in  old  Chaucer, 
last  night." 

*'  My  lord  is  a  most  excellent  reader," 
put  in  the  Chaplain,  catching  the  last 
words  as  he  suddenly  roused  himself;  "  his 
emphasis  is  most  impressive." 

*^  Indeed,   I    scarcely   know,"   answered 
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Ethel,  neither  of  the  ladies  noticing  this 
interruption.  *'I  could  not  tell  you  of 
what  I  was  thinking." 

"  Perhaps,  I  could  help  you,"  whispered 
Lady  Wentworth  in  her  ear,  "  was  not  your 
romance  nearer  home,  and  the  name  of  your 
knight — Laiincelot " 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  no  !  indeed,  you  are  mis- 
taken," replied  Ethel,  earnestly. 

"  It  is  strange  we  did  not  see  him  before 
he  departed  on  his  travels." 

"  Did  not  his  father  forbid  him  to  come 
here  again,  and  did  not  Sir  Thomas  also 
enforce  the  injunction  T 

"  Young  gentlemen  in  love  are  not 
usually  so  obedient." 

"  But  he  would  not  dare  come  here 
against  Sir  Thomas's  expressed  com- 
mand." 

"  Then  you  think  my  lord's  command 
should  be  even  more  terribly  deterrent 
than  his  father's  ?" 
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"  No,  but  this  is  Sir  Thomas's  house,"" 
replied  Ethel,  colouring. 

"  Were  it  a  king's  house  a  true  lover 
would  invade  it,  did  it  contain  his  mistress. 
I  do  not  infer  that  Mr.  Launcelot  is  not  a 
true  lover,  but  I  think  you  would  love  him 
better  were  he  a  little  bolder.  I  know  I 
should,  were  I  in  your  place." 

"  But  we  are  not  lovers,  dear  lady." 

At  that  moment  she  was  interrupted  by 
the  sound  of  heavy  footsteps  and  the  jingle 
of  spurs. 

"  Ah,  it  is  my  lord,"  cried  Lady  Went- 
worth,  springing  up  and  running  to  the 
door,  which  opened  at  the  same  moment  to 
admit  Wentworth,  wrapped  in  a  horse- 
man's cloak. 

"  How  long  you  have  been,  my  lord/^ 
she  said,  holding  up  her  face  to  be  kissed. 

"Scarcely  longer  than  I  expected,"  he 
answered,  embracing  her  tenderly;    "but 
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much  longer  than  I  desired,  for  it  is  any- 
thing rather  than  pleasant  riding." 

She  was  busy  unwinding  the  folds  of  his 
great  cloak  while  a  servant  pulled  off  his 
boots,  and  Ethel  drew  an  armchair  close  to 
the  fire. 

Sir  George  and  Mr.  Greenwood  rose  to 
greet  him  as  he  drew  near  the  health. 

"  Nay,  nay,  keep  your  seats,  old  friends, 
let  me  not  disturb  you,"  he  said,  waving 
his  hand. 

"  Shall  we  have  lights  ?"  inquired  Lady 
Wentworth. 

''  No,  love,  I  like  it  better  thus  ;  but  I 
will  have  a  pipe  of  tobacco,  in  which 
my  old  friend  here  will  join  me.  As  to  Sir 
George,  I  know  he  has  no  more  love  for  the 
Virginian  weed  than  had  his  late  Majesty 
King  James  of  blessed  memory.'' 

'*  Nay,  my  prejudice  is  not  so  strong  as 
that,"  repHed  Eadcliffe.  "  I  dislike  not 
the    fumes,    though    my   stomach    cannot 
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abide  the  bitter  acrid  taste ;  but  it  is  the 
affectation  of  our  green  youth,  of  which 
I  saw  so  much  in  London,  that  chiefly 
nauseated  me ;  they  must  have  masters 
forsooth  to  teach  them  how  to  take  tobacco 
gracefully !" 

"Yes,  to  teach  them  the  gulan  ebolitis, 
the  euripus,  the  whiff,  when  to  suppress 
and  how  to  emit  the  smoke,"  added  Went- 
worth,  laughing.  "  All  this  is  mere  pedan- 
try ;  but  I  love  a  good,  honest  pipe  for  all 
that,  it  smoothes  a  ruffled  mind,  tranquillises 
irritated  nerves,  and,  without  putting  faith 
in  all  the  medicinal  virtues  attributed  to  it, 
I  believe  aids  the  powers  of  digestion." 

The  pipe  which  Lady  Wentworth 
brought  from  a  nook,  where  it  was  always 
Jiept,  was  much  like  our  modern  ones  in 
form.  The  stem  was  rather  short,  the 
bowl  barrel-shaped  and  small,  and  made 
of  silver;  she  filled  it  with  her  own  deh- 
cate  fingers,  while  Ethel  ignited  a  small 
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piece  of  the  charcoal  of  juniper  wood, 
which  she  held  between  a  small  pair  of 
silver  tongs  made  for  the  purpose.  Then 
the  ladies  seated  themselves  upon  low 
stools  one  upon  each  side  my  lord's  chair. 

"  I  have  often  thought,"  said  Went- 
worth,  slowly  drawing  the  smoke  into  his 
mouth  and  then  puffing  it  through  his 
nostrils,  as  was  the  custom  of  that  time ; 
"  that  had  this  nicotiana  been  known  in  the 
Augustan  age,  how  would  that  most  luxu- 
rious of  philosophers,  my  good  friend  Horace, 
have  enjoyed  its  fumes  seated  in  his  chim- 
ney corner  with  his   merum  diota"  when 

"...  alta  st^t  nive  candidum 
Soracte,  nee  jam  sustineant  onus 
Silvse  laborantes,  geluque 
Flumina  constiterint  acuto,' 

or  in  his  garden  under  the  shadows  of  hi& 
vines  in  the  burning  heat  of  summer, 
how  he  would  have  sung  its  praises,  how 
his  luxurious  indolence  would  have  revelled 
beneath  its  soporific  influence." 
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''  Truly,"  observed  Mr.  Greenwood ; 
*'but  he  is  the  only  Roman  we  can  so 
picture.  Virgil  would  have  been  too 
stately ;  Juvenal  would  have  fulminated 
a  '  counterblast ;'  Catullus  would  not  have 
infected  his  breath  with  such  an  odour 
lest  it  should  offend  .  his  Lesbia ;  Ovid 
juight  have  tried  it  to  soothe  the  pangs 
of  exile." 

"  Hold,  for  mercy's  sake,  Mr.  Greenwood, 
and  do  not  quite  overwhelm  us  poor  un- 
learned women  with  all  this  erudition," 
interrupted  Lady  Wentworth,  laughing. 
"When  you  and  my  lord  begin  to  talk 
of  those  old  Romans  and  quote  Latin,  we 
have  to  sit  like  mutes,  and  that  you  know 
is  contrary  to  the  nature  of  our  sex." 

"The  lady  is  right,"  remarked  Sir 
George ;  "  should  we  not  rather  converse 
upon  some  subject  in  which  we  might 
hear  their  sweet  voices." 

"  Or,  better  still,  if  my  lord  would  but 
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read   to  us  another   tale    from   Chaucer/ ' 
suggested  the  lady. 

"  That  will  I,  sweetheart,  when  I  have 
finished  my  tobacco,"  he  answered,  his  face 
lighting  up  at  the  mention  of  his  favourite 
poet,  "  for  who  can  discourse  so  eloquently 
as  he  ?  Who  is  so  tender,  so  wise,  so 
humorous  ?  Had  he  lived  amongst  them,  the 
ancients  would  have  hailed  him  as  a  worthy 
peer  of  their  highest,  as  he  is,  beyond  com- 
pare, the  greatest  of  the  moderns.'' 

*'  Surely  we  might  place  rugged  old  Ben 
Jonson  beside  him,"  observed  Greenwood. 

"  In  humour,  perhaps,  and  knowledge  of 
mankind ;  but  Jonson  has  no  tender- 
ness." 

"  What  say  you  to  Spenser  or  the  gentle 
Shakspeare '?" 

"  Spenser  equals  him  in  descriptive 
power,  but  he  has  no  humour,  and  never 
gives  us  a  real  man.  Of  Shakspeare  I  have 
read    but    little;    he    is    King    Charles's. 
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favourite  poet,  but  you  know  I  care  little 
for  plays." 

At  that  moment  the  conversation  was 
interrupted  by  the  deep  tones  of  the  bell  of 
the  outward  gate  loudly  rung — a  sound 
which  roused  a  curious  excitement  in  all  the 
family  cu'cle.  What  visitor  could  it  be  at 
this  late  hour  ?  Through  the  deep  baying 
of  the  dogs  they  could  hear  the  falling 
chains  and  the  bolts  wdthdrav^n. 

Then,  after  a  brief  interval,  an  attendant 
entered  to  announce  that  a  courier  from 
Whitehall  had  arrived,  and  craved  to  see 
my  lord  viscount. 

Pale  with  excitement — for  he  guessed  his 
errand — Wentworth  rose  to  his  feet,  and. 
ordered  him  to  be  admitted.  The  lady 
looked  anxious,  for  she  had  not  yet  for- 
gotten those  evil  days  when  her  husband 
was  taken  from  her,  and  the  mention  of  a 
king  s  messenger  had  not  yet  lost  its  terrors 
for  her. 
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The  next  moment  the  attendant  re- 
entered with  lights,  followed  by  a  man 
booted  and  cloaked,  who,  with  a  respectful 
reverence,  handed  Wentworth  a  packet 
tied  with  red  silk,  and  bearing  the  royal 
seal. 

"  You  have  had  a  rough  journey,  friend," 
he  said,  holding  the  packet  unbroken. 

"  I'  faith,  my  lord,  yes ;  for  the  last 
hundred  miles,"  replied  the  courier. 

"Provide  him  with  everything  he  requires, 
and  see  he  is  well  cared  for.  By  the 
morning  I  will  have  my  answer  ready  for 
his  Majesty." 

The  man  bowed,  and  was  conducted  from 
the  apartment. 

"What  is  it,  my  lord,  nothing  evil, 
I  trust  ?"  inquired  Lady  Wentworth, 
anxiously. 

"  Evil !  it  is  news  that  will  make  thy 
heart  leap,  sweetheart,"  he  answered."  "  I 
could  tell  thee  the  contents  of  this  packet 
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without  openiDg  it ;  I  knew  them  before  I 
left  London.  I  have  kept  the  news  as  a 
surprise  for  thee  ;  none  knows  of  it  but  my 
old  friend  here,"  pointing  to  Greenwood, 
*'  who  has  been  always,  and  ever  will  be,  my 
confidant  and  counsellor  in  all  things.  But 
I  see  thou  art  burning  with  curiosity,  and 
I  will  keep  you  on  the  rack  no  longer." 

Cutting  the  cord  with  his  dagger,  and 
■breaking  the  seal,  he  drew  forth  a  large 
sheet  of  parchment.  It  was  his  commission 
appointing  him  Lord  President  of  the 
North. 

"  What  a  triumph  this  will  be  over  the 
Savile's,"  exclaimed  Lady  Wentworth ; 
"they  will  gnaw  their  hearts  with  spite." 

"'•'What  think  you  of  our  good  King 
now  V  cried  her  husband,  enthusiastically. 
"Did  I  not  know  his  noble  heart — did  I  not 
tell  you  his  old  love  for  me  would  awaken  V 
He  has  given  into  my  hands  a  great  trust, 
1  pray  God  give  me  the  talents  to  fulfil  it 
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worthily  ;  but  at  least  it  shall  not  lack  the 
will,  for  from  this  time  forth  I  devote  my 
heart  and  hfe  to  his  service,  and  no  thought 
of  self  shall  stand  between  it  and  me,  not 
even  though  it  were  the  shadow  of  the 
headsman." 

The  solemnity  with  which  he  uttered 
these  words  struck  awe  to  all  present. 

''But  why  is  my  little  Ethel  alone- 
silent  ?"  he  asked,  with  a  sudden  change  of 
tone.  *'  Does  not  she  rejoice  with  the  rest 
in  this  noble  fortune  V 

"  Can  you  ask  such  a  question  ?"  rephed 
the  young  girl,  the  warm  colour  rising  to- 
her  cheek.  "  Have  I  any  joy  or  happiness-, 
except  in  yours  and  my  dear  lady's  here, 
for  are  you  not  my  whole  world  ?  I  do^ 
indeed  wish  you  joy  on  this  great  honour,, 
but " 

''But  what,  dear  child?"  he  inquired,, 
laying  his  hand  upon  her  head. 

"  You  wiU  think  me  a  foolish  girl,"  she 
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went  on,  lowering  her  eyes,  and  blushing 
crimson,  "  but  when  you  enter  upon  this 
great  office,  its  cares  will  take  up  all  your 
time  and  your  company  will  be  lost  to 
us." 

"  Ah,  truly,  my  lord,"  cried  Lady 
Wentworth,  gravely,  *'I  did  not  think  of 
that." 

"Nor  I,"  he  said;  ''that  fair  head  is 
shrewder  than  any  of  ours,"  and  he  stooped 
down  and  pressed  his  lips  upon  her  fore- 
head. 

He  had  not  kissed  her  since  she  was  a 
little  child. 

"  And  yet  I  should  not  caress  you  for 
showing  me  the  thorn  hidden  beneath  my 
rose  leaves.  But  never  fear,  I  will  always 
find  a  Httle  time  to  spend  in  this  dear  com- 
pany.    But  see,  here  comes  the  supper." 

Six  o'clock  was  the  winter  supper  hour 
at  Wentworth- Woodhouse,  and  by  nine 
o'clock  the  whole  household  was  in  bed." 


CHAPTER  11. 

MY  LORD  PRESIDENT  OF  THE  NORTH. 

Great  was  the  surprise  and  consterna- 
tion which  spread  through  the  counties  of 
Yorkshire,  Cumberland,  Westmoreland, 
Durham,  and  Northumberland,  when  the 
news  went  abroad  of  the  appointment  of 
the  new  President.  Wentworth  was  known 
throughout  the  West  Riding  of  Yorkshire 
as  a  man  of  stern  and  inflexible  will,  who 
would  enforce  the  law  to  the  utmost  point, 
and  this  character,  as  usual,  increasing  in 
momentum  with  the  distance  it  traversed, 
was  borne  with  the  news  to  the  remotest 
parts  of  the  presidentship,  where  not  even 
the  name  of  Wentworth  had  been  ever 
heard,  rousing  in  advance  hostihty  and 
opposition  to  his  authority. 
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Thus  when  he  made  his  progress  through 
the  counties  under  his  jurisdiction,  he- 
encountered  everywhere  a  front  of  sullen 
defiance.  But  these  malcontents  soon  dis- 
covered that  they  had  to  deal  with  a  man 
of  no  common  genius,  with  one  whose 
powers  of  will  and  mind  could  sweep  down 
without  even  a  struggle  their  feeble  and 
disorganised  opposition.  On  the  other 
hand,  they  found  him  to  be  just  as  he  was 
inflexible  ;  oppressive  only  where  the  law 
was  so,  most  stern  and  most  exacting  with 
the  great,  least  so  with  the  poor  and  the 
weak.  Never  before  had  the  authority  of 
the  Crown  been  so  fully  enforced  in  those 
remote  and  savage  regions,  which  had, 
until  then,  on  account  of  their  great  dis- 
tance, remained  nearly  independent  of  the 
central  power.  In  almost  any  other  age  of 
our  history  this  incorruptible  justice  would 
have  won  him  many  partisans  among  the 
poorer  classes,  who  were  mostly  bettered 
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by  it,  and  it  did  so  in  the  more  rural  and 
remote  districts,  where  the  new  ideas  had 
not  penetrated,  but  in  the  towns,  and  even 
in  the  villages,  there  was  a  ferment  against 
authority  of  all  kind,  whether  harsh  or  mild, 
not  to  be  appeased. 

Wentworth  well  knew  the  men  who 
stirred  up  the  strife  against  him,  and  his 
hand  fell  heavily  upon  them,  more  especially 
did  he  mark  the  Saviles  out  for  his  ven- 
geance ;  their  brief  triumph  had  long  since 
been  turned  to  discomfiture  and  bitter 
humiliation.  '^  No  man,"  says  Clarendon, 
transferring  to  him  Plutarch's  epitaph  upon 
Sylla,  "  did  ever  exceed  him  in  doing  good 
to  his  friends  or  in  doing  mischief  to  his 
enemies,  for  his  acts  of  both  kinds  were 
most  notorious." 

In  the  old  castle  of  York,  where  he  held 
Ms  High  Court  of  Justice,  not  the  King 
himself  exceeded  him  in  stately  dignity 
and  ceremonious  magnificence,  for  he  held 
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the  wise  maxim,  too  much  disregarded  in 
these  days,  that  in  the  symbols  and  out- 
ward forms  of  authority  lie  much  of  its 
potentiality.  And  woe  to  those  who  dared 
to  infringe  in  the  least  his  rigid  rules  of 
etiquette,  as  more  than  one  found  to  his 
cost. 

Foiled  in  every  scheme  he  had  under- 
taken against  Wentworth,  John  Savile, 
half-mad  with  baffled  hate,  resorted  to 
petty  insult. 

One  day  while  my  Lord  President  was 
holding  his  Court  of  Justice,  he  and  his 
inseparable  companion,  Bellasis,  swaggered 
into  the  great  hall  and,  hats  on,  lounged 
into  such  a  conspicuous  position  as  could 
not  escape  observation. 

The  trial  goiQg  forward  was  that  of  a 
peasant  who  had  been  evicted  from  his 
small  farm  with  much  cruelty  by  a  rich 
landowner.  Wentworth  decided  that  the 
eviction  had  been  grossly  unjust,  and,  after 
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severely  reprimanding  the  culprit,  ordered 
him  to  pay  a  heavy  compensation  for  the 
act  he  had  committed. 

A  murmur  of  approbation  ran  through 
the  Court,  above  which,  however,  rose  the 
harsh  tones  of  Savile's  voice — 

"  A  grossly  unjust  decision,"  he  said.  "  If 
this  becomes  a  precedent  our  lands  are  no 
longer  our  own,  but  are  at  the  mercy  of 
every  boor  who  may  choose  to  dispute  our 
rights." 

"  Were  it  my  case  I  should  appeal  to  the 
ELing  against  the  decision  of  this  petty 
tyrant,"  chimed  in  Bellasis. 

Wentworth  called  the  usher  to  liim. 

"  These  men,"  he  said,  "  have  dared  to 
enter  a  Hall  of  Justice  without  uncovering- 
their  heads,  let  them  be  instantly  taken 
into  custody." 

They  did  not  anticipate  a  measure  sa 
peremptory  as  this  even  from  him,  and 
would  have  offered  a  determined  resistance 
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had  not  surprise  held  them  until  they  were 
secured  by  the  soldiers. 

"  Yorkshiremen  !"  cried  Savile,  "  you 
will  not  stand  tamely  by  and  allow  us  to 
be  arrested  for  havuig  demurred  at  the 
decision  of  an  unjust  judge.  Such  a  free- 
dom of  speech  has  never  yet  been  denied 
the  meanest  man  in  England." 

"It  is  not  for  your  speech,  which  is  no 
more  offensive  to  me  than  the  hiss  of  a 
serpent  I  could  crush  beneath  my  heel," 
answered  Wentworth,  sternly,  "but  for  the 
insult  you  have  offered  the  person  of  his 
sacred  Majesty,  in  entering  his  Court  with 
-covered  head.  Apologise  for  this  breach 
of  propriety  and  you  may  protest  against 
my  acts  until  your  jaws  are  weary.'*' 

"  I  would  rather  rot  and  die  in  the 
foulest  dungeon  you  can  thrust  me  into,'' 
answered  Savile,  furiously. 

"  And  I  !"  added  Bellasis. 

"  Take  them  away  and  keep  then  in  coil« 
VOL.  L  14 
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finement  until  they  change  their  minds," 
said  Wentworth,  coldly. 

And  not  until  some  months  afterwards 
when  they  did  make  apologies,  and  humble 
ones  too,  were  they  released. 

Bellasis,  who  had  committed  the  offence 
rather  in  a  spirit  of  bravado  than  of  malice, 
was  from  the  first  conscious  of  the  impro- 
priety of  his  conduct,  and  would  have 
frankly  made  amends,  but  he  would  not 
desert  his  companion;  and  so  held  out 
until  confinement  had  tamed  Savile's  malig- 
nant temper  to  humility. 

Ethel  had  too  well  forboded  the  breaking 
up  of  theh^  family  cuxle.  Within  a  week 
after  the  arrival  of  his  commission  Went- 
worth had  started  upon  his  progress.  The 
winter  months  dragged  slowly  on  into  the 
tardy  spring,  and  June  blossomed  into 
unwilling  summer,  and  still  he  was  absent. 
A  dreary  dwelling  was  Woodhouse  in  the 
absence  of  its  lord. 
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Lady  Went  worth,  who,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  the  week  he  had  spent  in  London, 
had  never  been  separated  from  her  husband 
since  her  marriage,  not  even  during  his 
imprisonment,  was  most  disconsolate,  and 
had  no  happiness  save  in  the  perusal  of  his 
frequent  letters  ;  but  even  these  were  not 
all  pleasant  to  her,  for  underneath  their 
tenderness,  her  loving  instinct  could  detect 
the  air  of  weariness  and  despondency  whicli 
comes  of  over-taxed  energies  and  thwarted 
hopes. 

Next  to  those  dear  letters  the  society  of 
Ethel  was  her  great  solace,  and  her  love  for 
the  young  girl  seemed  to  increase  day  by 
day.  Ethel  too  had  recovered  much  of  her 
old  cheerfulness  of  late. 

It  was  the  end  of  July  before  my  Lord 
President  returned  to  his  home.  The  joy 
of  their  reunion  was  dashed  to  Lady  Went- 
worth  by  the  change  which  had  taken 
place  in  him  since  their  separation  ;  he  had 

14—2 
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grown  thinner,  a  slight  habitual  stoop  in 
the  neck  was  greatly  increased,  as  though 
by  weakness,  there  were  wrinkles  upon  his 
brow,  and  lines  of  care  upon  his  face,  his 
health  too,  never  robust,  was  also  affected. 
His  loving  partner  beheld  these  signs  wdth 
the  deepest  anxiety. 

"Ah,  my  dear  lord/'  she  said,  "  why  did 
not  the  king  let  you  remain  in  your  obscu- 
rity ?  you  were  happy  then,  now  you  are 
weighed  down  by  cares  and  the  enmity  of 
wdcked  men." 

But  he  always  reproved  such  regrets, 
saying  it  was  the  duty  of  every  loyal 
subject  to  sacrifice  leisure,  comfort,  and 
even  life,  in  the  service  of  his  sovereign. 


t]^. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

SUNDERED     LIVES. 

Launcelot's  recovery  from  his  wound  had 
been  more  rapid  than  its  severity  seemed 
to  warrant.  And  even  during  the  period 
that  Wentworth  was  at  Court  he  had  left 
his  home  and  gone  abroad — to  recruit  his 
health  and  improve  his  mind  by  foreign 
travel,  it  was  given  out ;  but  those  who 
knew  anything  of  the  secrets  of  Franklin 
Hall  added  he  had  gone  much  against  his 
will. 

On  the  morning  of  his  departure  Ethel 
had  found  a  piece  of  paper  tied  round  a 
stone,  which  had  been  evidently  thrown 
through  the  window,  lying  upon  the  floor 
of  her  chamber.  She  opened  it  and  found 
these  words  written — 
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"  Fareicellj  hut  only  for  a  time.'' 

She  recognised  the  handwriting  as 
Launcelot's,  but  she  had  received  no  other 
communication  nor  any  news  of  him  from 
that  time. 

In  the  month  of  August,  1629,  Launcelot 
returned  to  England.  On  the  very  day  on 
which  he  landed  in  London,  in  passing 
down  the  Strand,  he  encountered  Godfrey 
Hornby.  E,emembering  how  warmly  the 
soldier  had  espoused  his  quarrel  with  Savile, 
he  was  much  pleased  at  this  opportunity 
of  renewing  his  acquaintance.  The  other 
met  his  advances  with  equal  alacrity. 
They  dined  together  at  a  tavern. 

Launcelot  was  much  entertained  by  his 
companion's  conversation.  He  seemed  to 
have  travelled  half  over  the  world,  was  an 
acute  observer,  and  gifted  with  no  ordinary 
powers  of  mind,  which  had  evidently  been 
cultivated  by  an  excellent  education.  Of 
himself  he  talked  not  at  all,  beyond  inti- 
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mating  tliat  lie  had  been  a  soldier  of  fortune 
who  had  served  under  many  masters,  even 
the  gi-and  Turk ;  yet  there  was  something 
about  him  that  irresistibly  attracted  young 
Franklin. 

"  Do  you  remain  in  London  ?"  inquired 
Hornby,  when  they  were  separating. 

"  No,  I  return  home,  into  Yorkshire." 

"  Indeed,  I  was  thinking  of  taking  that 
journey  myself  Perhaps  you  would  not 
object  to  having  me  for  a  traveUing  com- 
panion." 

Launcelot  answered  that  far  from  ob- 
jecting he  should  like  it  above  all  things, 
as  alone  the  journey  would  be  terribly 
tedious. 

And  so  the  next  morning,  attended  by 
Franklin's  servant,  they  took  the  northern 
road  ;  and  on  the  mornmg  of  the  fourth 
day  they  crossed  the  boundaries  which 
separate  Derbyshire  from  its  northern 
neighbour. 
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*'  There  were  two  roads  that  led  to 
FrankHn  Hall,  one,  and  the  longer,  swept 
round  the  confines  of  the  Wentworth 
estate ;  yet  this  was  the  way  chosen  by 
Launcelot. 

''  My  journey  is  nearly  over — and  yours  V 
he  inquired. 

"  Will  end  first ;  my  destination  is  Went- 
worth-Woodhouse,"  replied  Hornby. 

"  Indeed  !  But  I  remember  now  you 
spoke  of  having  some  acquaintance  with 
Sir  Thomas." 

"Oh,  yes,  we  have  known  each  other 
from  boyhood,  we  were  friends  once,  but 
our  careers  since  have  been  widely  severed  ;- 
Fortune  has  smiled  upon  him,  frowned 
upon  me,  he  is  now  my  Lord  President,  I, 
an  outcast." 

He  spoke  with  a  sad  bitterness  that 
touched  Launcelot 's  heart,  yet  he  knew 
not  how  to  shape  his  condolence  inta 
words. 
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"Not  that  I  have  aught  to  complain  of; 
he  has  befriended  me  more  than  once,'^ 
Hornby  went  on,  "  and  stood  beside  me  in 
the  hour  of  my  most  bitter  affliction.  And 
yet  I  like  him  not.  That  is  ungrateful, 
you  will  say,  and  shows  a  bad  heart ; 
possibly.  But  we  have  a  natural  repulsion 
for  each  other.  Gratitude  in  the  abstract 
idea  has  no  existence ;  we  never  love 
people  for  the  benefits  they  confer  uporL 
us,  but  we  frequently  dislike  them  from 
that  cause ;  friendship,  love,  and  hate  are 
the  most  illogical  of  passions — we  like  the 
men  who  wrong  us,  we  love  the  women 
who  scorn  and  betray  us,  we  hate  the 
friend  who  oppresses  us  with  obligations. 
My  heart  never  warmed  towards  Went- 
worth  but  once — when  he  so  boldly  attacked 
the  Court  and  suffered  its  pains  and 
penalties  ;  since  he  has  turned  renegade, 
and  become  the  obsequious  instrument  of 
despotism,  it  has  frozen  again." 
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"  But,"  he  continued,  suddenly  changing 
the  conversation,  "  the  time  of  our  parting 
is  close  at  hand,  and  perhaps  we  shall  never 
meet  again." 

"  I  should  be  sorry  to  think  so,"  answered 
Launcelot,  earnestly,  "  for  brief  as  our  ac- 
quaintance has  been,  I  would  not  have  it 
broken  so  abruptly.'' 

*'  Nor  I,  young  sir  ;  for  I  like  you,  and 
that  is  what  I  say  to  few  men.  But  my 
humour  is  so  capricious,  my  life  so  wayward, 
that  ere  another  month  I  may  be  on  my 
way  to  Virginia  or  Mexico,  or  fighting  under 
the  Great  Mogul." 

They  had  now  arrived  at  one  of  the 
entrances  of  Woodhouse  Park.  Launcelot 
paused  and  held  out  his  hand. 

"  Here  then  we  part,"  he  said. 

The  other  grasped  the  proffered  hand  and 
held  it  in  his  clasp  as  he  repHed — 

"  If  ever  I  can  be  of  service  to  you,  com- 
mand me.     If  I  am  in  England  you  may 
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hear  of  me  at  the  Spring  Gardens,  or  at  the 
Cock  tavern  in  Tothill-street,  Westminster. 
Farewell,  and  good  fortune  attend  you." 

And  spurring  his  horse  into  a  canter,  he 
rode  away  towards  the  house,  and  was  soon 
lost  among  the  trees. 

When  he  had  gone,  Launcelot  dismounted 
and  gave  his  horse  to  his  servant,  and 
•appointing  a  spot  where  he  was  to  await 
him,  signified  his  intention  of  walking 
homewards  through  the  woods. 

He  knew  that  it  was  about  the  time 
Ethel  took  her  morning  walk,  and  he  had  a 
hope  of  meeting  her. 

It  was  just  such  a  morning  as  that,  now 
•twelvemonths  ago,  which  had  witnessed 
their  last  meeting,  bright,  warm,  leafy ; 
there  were  the  deer  browsing  in  herds,  there 
were  the  lights  and  the  shadows,  the  broad 
sheet  of  water  at  which  they  came  to  drink, 
the  trees  clothed  in  their  dark  green,  not 
a   leaf,   not   a   blade   of  grass   seemed   to 
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have  changed  since  he  last  looked  upon 
them. 

He  had  not  proceeded  far  when  his  heart 
gave  a  great  leap,  for  he  saw  her  whom  he 
hoped  to  meet  coming  towards  him,  reading 
a  book,  and  so  intent  upon  it  that  she  never- 
once  raised  her  head.  He  stood  still,  half 
sheltered  by  the  trunk  of  a  tree,  that  he 
might  gaze  his  fill  before  she  became  con- 
scious of  his  presence.  A  year  had  not  passed 
without  marking  some  changes  in  her  out- 
ward form  ;  it  had  rounded  some  of  the 
girhsh  shghtness  into  the  firmer  contour 
of  womanhood  ;  she  seemed  slightly  taller  ; 
the  face,  as  far  as  he  could  see  from  its 
position,  was  httle  altered,  but  of  that  he 
could  judge  better  when  it  was  raised. 

On  she  came  unto  within  a  few  yards  of 
where  he  stood,  then,  that  he  might  not 
break  upon  her  too  abruptly,  he  made  a 
slight  noise  to  attract  her  attention. 

Thinking  it  was  only  some  fawn  or  roe 
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brushing  through  the  grass,  she  carelessly- 
raised  her  eyes,  but  stood  rooted  to  the 
spot,  as  they  fell  upon  Launcelot  Franklin. 

"  Have  I  frightened  you  ?"  he  said,  run- 
ning towards  ber,  and  taking  her  cold  hand 
in  his  ;  "I  did  not  intend  it ;  I  have  been 
watching  you  some  minutes,  but  you  were 
so  intent  upon  your  book  you  did  not 
perceive  me." 

"  Your  appearance  is  indeed  unexpected; 
I  thought  you  were  abroad.  When  did  you 
return  ?" 

After  yielding  her  hand  to  his  pressure 
for  a  moment,  she  withdrew  it,  and  spoke 
in  a  tone  in  which  she  endeavoured  to 
assume  the  unembarrassed  cordiality  of  a 
mere  acquaintance  ;  but  the  attempt  was 
not  particularly  successful. 

"  I  have  only  just  returned,"  he  answered ; 
^'indeed  I  have  not  been  to  the  Hall  yet. 
I  have  sent  my  horse  and  servant  round  by 
the  road.     I  have  come  through  the  park 


222  IN  THE   SHADOW  OF   DEATH,      [book  iik 

on  foot,  knowing  it  was  the  walking  time- 
of  day  with  you,  in  the  hope  of  this 
meeting/' 

"  I  trust  you  have  enjoyed  yoiir  travels 
and  have  found  improvement  both  in  mind 
and  health,"  she  replied,  making  a  weak 
attempt  to  stave  off  the  subject  she  knew 
was  coming  fast,  her  heart  beating  the 
while  almost  to  bursting. 

"It  is  just  a  year  since  we  met,"  he 
said,  not  noticing  her  last  speech  ;  "  what 
a  gulf  of  time  it  has  seemed  to  me  looking 
back,  and  yet  now  I  stand  once  more  in 
your  presence  it  seems  but  yesterday." 

It  was  close  upon  her  now ;  her  evasions 
were  exhausted,  she  could  only  turn  away 
her  head  and  make  imaginary  figures  with 
her  toe  among  the  long  grass. 

"  How  often  both  in  my  sleeping  and 
waking  dreams  have  I  beheld  this  scene," 
he  went  on.  "  Hundreds  of  miles  away, 
while    I    have    been    gazing    upon    some 
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French  or  Italian  landscape,  it  has  risen 
before  me  so  vividly  that  the  reality  seemed 
but  a  vision,  the  vision  a  reality." 

There  was  a  pause,  and  Ethel  took 
advantage  of  it  to  make  a  desperate 
attempt  at  escape.  "  I  am  glad  to  see 
you  back,  Mr.  Franklin,"  she  said  ;  "  but 
I  must  leave  you  now,  as  I  have  already 
overstepped  the  time  I  promised  Lady 
Wentworth  to  return." 

"  Give  me  but  a  few  moments.  I  have 
returned  to  England  only  on  your  account ; 
but  for  you  I  should  perhaps  never  have 
set  foot  upon  its  shores  again." 

"  Why  do  you  renew  a  subject  that  is 
misery  to  both?"  she  answered  appealingly. 
"  Even  had  there  been  one  vestige  of  hope 
when  last  we  met,  your  father  crushed 
it  by  his  insults  to  my  lord.  All  inter- 
course has  been  forbidden  between  us,  and 
I  am  violating  my  lord's  expressed  desire 
in  even  giving  you  these  few  words." 
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He  was  turning  away  without  a  word, 
like  a  man  who  had  heard  his  doom  pro- 
nounced. 

There  was  a  despair  in  that  silence  that 
touched  more  than  could  the  most  eloquent 
words.  She  paused,  gazed  upon  his  pale 
face  for  a  moment,  then  with  eyes  filled 
with  tears,  ran  to  him  and  seized  both 
his  hands. 

"  Oh !  Launcelot,"  she  exclaimed  pas- 
sionately, "  why  will  you  waste  this  great 
and  precious  love  upon  one  who  can  never 
be  aught  to  you  when  there  are  so  many 
women  in  the  world,  so  infinitely  better 
and  fairer  than  I,  women  of  spotless  birth, 
whom  it  would  make  happy,  who  would 
cherish  it  as  a  great  God  gift  ?  Upon  me 
it  falls  like  rain  upon  a  sandy  desert,  leav- 
ing no  sign,  yielding  no  fruit." 

"  And  you  may  as  well  ask  the  rain  why 
it  falls  upon  the  sandy  desert  and  leaves 
the  fruitful  land  parching  as  ask  a  human 
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heart  why  it  loves ;  love  is  a  mystery 
which  has  no  solution.  I  have  been  absent 
a  year,  and  during  that  time  I  have  never 
once  heard  from  you  or  of  you  ;  I  have 
been  in  foreign  lands  where  no  object 
could  remmd  me  of  you,  and  where  every 
outward  association  was  broken  ;  and  yet 
you  have  been  ever  with  me,  growing 
dearer  and  dearer  day  by  day  until  my 
passionate  longing  to  look  upon  you  once 
more  m  the  body  and  hear  the  accents 
of  your  voice  could  no  longer  be  restrained, 
and  so  I  came  back." 

She  made  no  answer,  for  she  could  find 
none. 

"  You  once  told  me,"  he  resumed  more 
calmly,  "  that  you  were  proud  of  my 
love." 

"  And  so  I  am,"  she  answered,  raising 
her  eyes  frankly  to  his.  "  My  heart  would 
indeed  be  cold  and  ungratefiil  did  it  not 
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appreciate  such  pure  devotion,  it  bleeds  for 
you." 

"  Have  you  heard  aught  from  Sir  Thomas 
respecting  the — the  secret,  since  I  last  saw 
you  ^ 

"My  Lord  Wentworth  has  been  too 
deeply  engaged  in  State  affairs  for  me  to 
presume  to  trouble  him  upon  such  a 
subject,"  she  replied  hastily. 

"  And  yet  he  might  see  it  is  a  canker 
preying  upon  your  heart." 

"  He  will  doubtless  tell  me  all  in  his 
own  good  time,"  she  answered.  "Until 
then  I  can  wait  patiently." 

"  And  I,  too,  will  wait  patiently." 

"  And  what  if  it  be  never  told  ?"  she- 
asked,  suddenly. 

"  We  are  young,"  he  replied,  "  and  nevei'- 
should  be  to  us  too  far  off  for  fear.  Hope 
is  the  natural  state  of  youth." 

A  deep  sigh  was  her  only  answer  as  she 
turned  away  her  troubled  face. 
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"  But  I  will  detain  you  no  longer,"  he 
continued,  "for  I  see  this  interview  is 
growing  painful  to  you.  It  may  be  long 
before  we  meet  again,  but  though  it  be 
years  you  may  be  as  certain  as  that  the 
sun  wiU  rise  each  morning  that  my  heart 
is  unchanged  and  still  hopes." 

He  raised  her  hand  to  his  lips,  and  held 
it  for  a  moment  in  a  Hngering  clasp  ere  he 
let  it  fall,  and  said,  "  farewell."  Then,  not 
daring  to  trust  himself  to  another  look,  he 
hurried  away. 

Wrapping  her  face  closely  in  her  veil  she 
sped  in  an  opposite  direction  until  she 
came  to  a  little  shady  dell,  and  there, 
hidden  from  all  fear  of  interruption,  she 
lay  dovm  against  the  gnarled  roots  of  a  tree 
and  wept. 


15- 
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launcelot's    home. 

Pranklin  Hall  was  a  building  of  about 
the  same  period  as  Woodhouse,  but  was  far 
inferior  to  it  in  size  and  architecture.  It 
stood  within  high  walls,  and  there  was  an 
air  of  gloom  about  its  dark  grey,  ivy-covered 
stones  that  not  even  the  bright  August  sun 
could  disperse. 

The  servants  were  clothed  in  dark,  plain, 
uncouth  garbs,  which,  however,  well  suited 
their  long,  sanctimonious  visages.  They 
had  no  look  or  word  of  welcome  to  greet  the 
return  of  their  young  master.  As  he  was 
about  to  enter  the  dining-room,  where  the 
sound  of  voices  told  him  the  family  would 
be  assembled,  a  grey-headed,  sour-faced 
major-domo  stopped  him. 

"  Canst  thou  not  hear,"  he  said,   "  that 
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that  chosen  servant  of  the  Lord,  Master 
Ezekiel  Blatherwick,  is  expounding  the 
word  of  God  ?  You  may  hearken  at  the 
door,  for,  verily,  when  he  uphfteth  his  voice 
it  may  be  heard  afar  off,  and  let  thy  ears 
drink  in  the  comforting  words ;  but  thou 
must  not  interrupt  them.'^ 

Launcelot  offered  no  expostulation,  but 
cast  himself  upon  a  seat  at  the  furthermost 
extremity  of  the  gloomy  hall  to  wait  the 
end  of  the  homily.  Even  here  the  loud 
drone — which  occasionally  rose  to  fury — of 
the  preacher's  voice,  and  the  greater  portion 
of  his  words,  could  be  distinctly  heard ; 
but  in  a  few  moments  the  young  man  had 
fallen  into  a  reverie  that  rendered  him  un- 
conscious of  everything  around,  until  the 
old  major-domo  came  and  touched  him 
upon  the  shoulder. 

"J  have  told  thy  father  thou  art  here, 
Master  Launcelot,  and  he  will  see  thee,"  he 
said. 
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Without  making  any  reply,  Launcelot 
rose  and  walked  into  the  room  he  had  first 
approached. 

It  was  a  low-ceiled  apartment,  panelled 
with  black  oak,  the  furniture  being  of  the 
same  sombre  material ;  two  mullioned 
latticed  windows,  half-covered  with  ivy, 
admitted  scarcely  enough  lights  even  on 
that  sunny  August  day,  to  dissipate  the 
darkness.  No  scrap  of  colour  or  ornament 
of  any  kind  reheved  the  oppressive  gloom. 
The  occupants  of  this  dreary  abode  well 
intoned  with  their  surroundings. 

Seated  in  an  armchair  beside  one  of  the 
windows  was  an  elderly  man,  clothed  in 
black,  his  hair,  cut  close  to  his  head,  was 
iron  grey,  so  were  his  bushy  eyebrows,  and 
moustache  and  beard,  which  were  also 
cropped  close  ;  his  face  was  gaunt,  furrowed 
into  deep  wrinkles  about  the  mouth  and 
brow,  and  bitter  in  expression.  Opposite 
him  sat  a  middle-aged  woman,  dressed  in 


•CHAP.  IT.]  launcelot's  home.  231 

the  severest  Puritan  style,  with  counte- 
nance to  match. 

At  the  head  of  the  long  table  which 
traversed  the  middle  of  the  floor,  seated 
before  a  huge  open  Bible,  was  a  tall,  bony 
man,  with  a  low  forehead,  from  which  the 
hair  was  thrown  back ;  light  grey  eyes,  dull 
as  a  fish's,  but,  under  the  excitement  of 
preaching,  gleaming  like  a  wolf's ;  a  heavy 
jaw,  coarse  thick  lips,  and  an  enormous 
chin.  This  was  the  Reverend  Ezekiel 
Blatherwick. 

"  Why  have  you  returned  without  your 
father's  permission  ?"  was  the  mother's 
greeting,  as  he  entered  the  room,  and  re- 
pulsing his  proffered  embrace. 

"  Because  I  was  weary  of  being  a 
wanderer  in  strange  lands,"  he  answered 
gently,  "and  longed  to  return  home 
again. " 

"  And  why  didst  thou  long  to  return 
home  ?"  demanded  Blatherwick. 
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Launcelot  cast  upon  him  a  look  of  con- 
tempt, and  was  turning  to  his  father,  who 
had  not  yet  given  him  even  a  sign  of  recog- 
nition, when  the  same  deep,  nasal  voice, 
whose  tones  were  capable  of  drowning  all 
others,  again  broke  in. 

"  I  will  tell  thee,  young  man,  why  thou 
didst  long  to  return — not  for  the  godly 
company  of  thy  parents,  not  because  thou 
didst  thirst  for  the  precious  words  of  truth 
which  the  Lord  pours  from  the  lips  of  His 
servant,  as  He  did  manna  upon  the  hunger- 
ing Israelites,  but  because  thy  eyes  lusteth 
for  a  daughter  of  Pharaoh,  yea,  a  child  of 
Jezebel,  who  dwells  in  the  tents  of  the 
enemies  of  the  Lord,  and  worships  with  the 
priests  of  Baal." 

"  Father,"  cried  Launcelot,  indignantly, 
*'  are  you  master  here,  or  this  man  ?" 

"  Silence,"  again  answered  the  mother, 
"  and  do  not  dare  insult  a  minister  of  the 
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Lord,  and  our  most  precious  friend,  in  my 
presence. " 

''  Thou  shouldst  not  have  come  back, 
Launcelot,  without  permission,  or  at  least 
warning  us  of  thy  coming,"  said  Sir  Richard, 
assuming  a  greater  sternness  than  he  felt. 

"  Methinks  a  son  and  an  only  son  should 
scarcely  need  so  much  ceremony  to  return 
to  his  parent's  roof,"  answered  Launcelot 
bitterly. 

"  Thy  words  and  tones  are  insolent,  and 
thou  dost  seem  to  forget  to  whom  thou 
art  speaking.  But  thou  wast  ever  stiff- 
necked,  with  a  heart  full  of  sinful  pride." 

Once  more  it  was  the  mother's  harsh 
voice  that  spoke. 

And  such  was  his  welcome  home. 

Lady  Franklin  had  always  been  hard 
and  unloving  to  him,  but  never  so  cruel 
as  this.  This  reception,  however,  he 
knew    to    be   Blather  wick's    work.       The 
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Expounder  had  always  been  his  covert 
enemy,  for  Launcelot  had  ever  despised 
him  and  his  exaggerated  sanctimoniousness, 
which  he  felt  convuiced  was  only  a  cloak 
to  hide  hypocrisy. 

He  had  not  been  home  many  hours 
before  he  could  perceive  that  great  as 
had  been  Blatherwick's  power  in  the 
household  before  he  had  departed,  it  had 
prodigiously  increased  during  his  absence 
— had,  in  fact,  become  absolute ;  a  certain 
servihty  had  formerly  mingled  in  his  man- 
ner towards  the  elder  Franklins,  but  that 
had  now  wholly  disappeared ;  his  tone 
was  peremptory,  and  the  servants  no 
longer  looked  to  their  master  and  mistress 
for  direction,  but  to  him. 

When  Launcelot  found  an  opportunity 
of  speaking  to  his  father  alone,  he  could 
not  forbear  remarking  upon  this  change. 
But  Sir  Richard  evaded  the  subject  with 
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an  ill-concealed  perturbation  that  rendered 
liiin  yet  more  uneasy. 

"  This  man,"  he  said,  "  is  usurping  all 
authority  in  your  house,  he  is  estranging 
your  hearts  from  every  one,  and  establish- 
ing a  domination  over  your  minds  that 
will  in  time  render  you  his  slaves." 

"  Mr.  Blatherwick  is  a  pious  and  godly 
man,  and  we  could  not  be  in  better  hands. 
I  Avill  hear  no  word  against  him,  nor 
does  it  become  a  son  to  dictate  to  his 
parents.  Let  me  hear  no  more  such 
words." 

He  spoke  with  intense  irritation,  and 
walked  away. 

The  next  day  he  requested  Launcelot 
to  accompany  him  in  a  walk,  as  he  had 
something  of  importance  to  communicate 
to  him.  After  some  conversation,  in  which 
he  set  forth  that,  although  he,  Launcelot, 
was   an  only  son,  and  would   succeed   to 
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a  good  estate,  yet  he  considered  it  wrong 
that  a  young  man  should  pass  his  time 
in  idleness,  and  therefore  it  would  be  as 
well  he  should  enter  himself  as  a  student 
at  one  of  the  Inns  of  Court. 

"  Many  godly  men  are  to  be  found  there," 
he  said,  "  and  such  1  trust  you  will  make 
your  companions,  and  avoid  the  lewd  and 
the  sinful  that,  alas,  abound  in  such  places." 

Something  of  this  kind  had  been  mooted 
two  or  three  years  previously,  but  it  had 
been  afterwards  abandoned.  The  revival 
of  the  idea  had  evidently  taken  place 
during  the  few  hours  since  his  return, 
in  order  to  get  him  away  again.  There 
was,  no  doubt,  the  vicinity  of  Wentworth's 
ward  that  chiefly  actuated  this  determina- 
tion, but  Launcelot  could  not  help  believing 
there  was  some  other  motive  of  which  he 
was  at  present  ignorant,  in  this  impatience 
to  banish  him  from  the  paternal  roof. 
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He  offered  no  objection,  however,  to  the 
scheme,  for  he  could  perceive  that  under 
any  circumstances  it  would  be  impossible 
to  remain  at  the  Hall  and  endure  the 
insolence  of  Blatherwick.  Better,  there- 
fore, he  should  leave  on  good  terms  before 
the  explosion — inevitable  if  he  delayed  his 
departure — could  take  place. 

Two  days  afterwards  he  set  out  on  his 
return  journey  to  London. 

His  farewells  had  been  scarcely  more 
cordial  than  his  greetings.  His  mother 
had  allowed  him  to  kiss  her  cheek,  and 
had  touched  his  forehead  with  her  own 
icy  lips,  warning  him  at  the  same  time 
against  evil  company,  playhouses,  and  all 
vain  pleasures.  His  father  had  grasped 
his  hand  with  something  of  cordiality, 
but  tendered  similar  counsel.  Blather- 
wick had  threatened  him  with  eternal  per- 
dition  if  he  infringed  these  rules  of  life 
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in  the  slightest  degree,  and  had  given  him 
the  name  of  "  a  house  of  prayer"  presided 
over  by  a  ''  dear  brother  in  salvation/'  the 
Reverend  Ishmael  Wolf,  under  whose 
ministry  he  commanded  him  to  place 
himself 
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Again  the  summer  days  waned  and  passed 
away,  the  early  frost  of  autumn  changed 
the  green  to  yellow  and  brown,  falling 
leaves  floated  in  the  air  and  strewed  the 
grass  and  huddled  in  heaps  out  of  the  way 
of  the  driving  blast ;  day  by  day  the  foliage 
grew  thinner,  until  the  icy  wind  had  swept 
all  away  and  latticed  the  grey  sky  with 
bare  branches  and  covered  the  world  with 
a  white  mantle,  and  froze  up  the  waters, 
and  the  gloom  of  winter  was  upon  all. 
And  all  things,  animate  and.  inanimate, 
looked  longingly  for  the  reawakening  of 
Nature,  when  she  should  cast  off  her  pall 
of  cloud  and  ft^ost  and  rise  fresher  and 
more  lovely  from  her  long  sleep. 
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The  brook  was  weary  of  its  icy  fetters 
and  longed  to  skip  over  the  stones  in  the 
bright  sunHght ;  the  flowers  longed  to  rise 
out  of  the  darkness  of  the  earth  into  the 
living  air  ;  the  birds,  shivering  in  their 
nests,  dreamed  of  blue  skies  and  conned 
over  their  hymns  of  thanksgiving ;  the 
wild  animals  in  their  lairs  were  waiting  for 
the  greenery  of  grass  and  leaves ;  and  man, 
whether  in  hut  or  castle,  cottage  or  palace, 
town  or  country,  looked  out  wearily  upon 
the  deadness  and  desolation  of  the  earth  : 
all,  all  were  praying  and  longing  for  the 
coming  of  the  great  sun-god,  glorious 
Apollo,  in  his  robe  of  azure  and  chariot  of 
iire. 

More  than  once  the  snow  and  the  ice 
melted  into  the  soddened  earth,  but  only 
to  again  close  over  it. 

But  at  last  came  dim  harbingers  of  the 
coming  glory,  gleams  of  brightness,  tran- 
sient breathing  from  the  south,  enticing  the 
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young  shrubs  to  put  forth  their  tender 
shoots — to  be  nipped  by  the  cruel  east  wind. 
But  the  old  trees,  who  had  grown  wary  of 
such  deceitful  cooings,  as  yet  showed  no 
signs.  Snowdrops  and  pale  primroses 
peeped  out  timidly  from  the  hedges,  and 
spring  was  coming  at  last. 

But  ere  the  leaves  and  the  blossoms  came 
many  an  eye  that  had  watched  for  the 
sweet  green  and  white  would  be  closed  in 
death,  and  the  dewy-grass  that  might 
have  been  pressed  beneath  their  feet,  would 
wave  above  their  heads. 

During  these  winter  months  a  new 
anxiety  had  fallen  upon  Wentworth,  be- 
yond and  even  greater  than  the  many 
which  his  poHtical  elevation  had  brought 
with  it. 

A  cold,  caught  in  the  latter  part  of  the 
autumn,  had  prostrated  his  wife  upon  a 
sick-bed  during  several  weeks.  When  she 
arose  from  it  she  was  but  a  shadow  of  her 
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former  self;  her  majestic  and  splendidly 
proportioned  figure  had  fallen  away  to 
attenuation ;  her  bright  complexion  had 
faded  to  wanness ;  her  gay  spirits  had 
dropped  to  dejection,  and  she  had  become 
a  feeble,  nerveless  invalid. 

Every  moment  that  he  could  snatch  from 
his  all-engrossing  labours  was  passed  beside 
her  bed ;  never  was  husband  more  devoted, 
never  was  wife  more  grateful.  But  there 
was  another  whose  devotion  even  exceeded 
his,  not  because  of  greater  love,  for  that 
was  impossible,  but  because  she  could  make 
her  tendance  the  sole  duty  and  pleasure  of 
her  Hfe.  Ethel  was  indeed  a  ministering 
angel  to  her  dear  lady  ;  ever  beside  her, 
anticipating  her  every  wish,  soothing  her 
pain,  cheering  her  despondency. 

Lady  Went  worth  had  always  loved  her 
very  dearly,  but  that  feeling  was  now  in- 
creased a  hundred-fold.  She  could  not 
endure  her  an  instant  from  her  sight,  and 


CHAP,  v.]  DEATH.  243 

would  take  neither  physic  nor  food  from 
any  other  hand.  She  frequently  reproached 
herself  with  being  so  exacting  when  she 
saw  the  young  girl  grow  thin  and  pale  with 
constant  watching,  and  begged  her  to  take 
rest ;  but  Ethel  would  not  hear  of  any  one, 
except  it  were  Wentworth,  taking  her 
place,  and  showed  so  much  distress  at  the 
proposition  that  they  were  fain  to  give  up 
their  persuasions. 

The  first  time  my  lady  left  her  chamber 
was  on  a  bright,  mild  day  at  the  end 
of  March.  Leaning  on  her  husband's 
shoulder,  supported  by  his  strong  arm,  that 
carried  rather  than  assisted  her  down  the 
wide  oaken  staircase,  she  was  led  into  the 
great  dining-haU,  and  seated,  breathless  and 
exhausted  even  with  that  small  exertion, 
in  the  deep  recess  of  one  of  the  windows. 
On  one  side  sat  Wentworth,  on  the  other 
knelt  her  dear  Ethel,  each  holding  a  hand, 
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and    at   her   knee   stood    her   two   young 
children. 

It  was  one  of  those  genial,  sunny  days 
of  early   spring,   when    the    bare,    leafless 
branches    look     such     strange    anomalies, 
when   winter   and  suromer  seem  to  meet 
face  to  face.     Through  the  blue  profound, 
the  sun  shot  rays  of  dazzling  fire,  a  few 
white  clouds  deepened  the  ultramarine  of 
the  sky,  which  seemed  an  illimitable  dis- 
tance above  them  ;  the  air  breathed  like 
draughts  of  pure  oxygen  and  quickened  the 
pulses  with  a  new  and  more  intense  life.  A 
gentle  shower  had  just  sprinkled  the  grass 
and  the  shrubs  with  myriads  of  drops  that 
flashed    like    diamonds   in    the    sun-rays. 
Never  does  the  soul  of  man  cling  so  intensely 
to  earth  as  when  gazing  upon  these  first 
awakenings  of  Nature  from  her  long  sleep,, 
for  he  can  dream  of  no  fairer  Heaven.     To 
fade  away  with  the  leaf,  to  die  with  the 
loveliness    of  the  year  and  sink  into  the 
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«arth  with  all  that  is  beautiful,  strips  death 
of  something  of  its  bitterness ;  but  to  fall 
into  the  dark  grave  when  all  things  are 
springing  into  life  and  light ;  to  see  all 
Nature  so  strong,  so  joyous  ;  to  think  of  the 
golden  days  and  purple  nights  of  summer, 
the  songs  of  the  birds,  the  scent  of  the 
flowers,  and  to  know  that  for  you  these 
things  can  never  be  again,  ah  !  then,  indeed. 
Death  is  terrible. 

It  was  thoughts  like  these  that  dimmed 
Lady  Wentworth's  eyes  as  she  sat  gazing 
through  the  window  upon  the  bright  land- 
scape below,  for  there  had  come  upon  her 
one  of  those  forebodings,  often  vouchsafed 
to  us  as  we  are  drifting  towards  eternity, 
that  she  would  never  look  upon  those 
great  trees  in  leaf  again,  never  again  see 
their  dark  shadows  trembling  in  the  wind, 
growing  longer  and  longer  upon  the  green 
sward  as  she  had  watched  them  for  many 
a  listless  hour,  that  she  would  never  again 


246  IN  THE   SHADOW  OF  DEATH,     [book  hi. 

see  the  sunbeams  make  golden  traceries 
through  their  embowering  branches  upon 
the  yellow  moss,  that  she  would  never 
again  rest  beneath  their  shade  in  the  hot 
July  days  and  listen  dreamily  to  the  trick- 
ling of  the  waters  and  the  hum  of  the  bees  ; 
that  she  would  never  again  wander  among 
their  mazes  in  the  summer  moonlight  lean- 
ing upon  the  arm  of  her  dear  lord  ;  she 
felt  that  all  these  things  had  passed  away 
for  ever,  and  were  only  memories  of  a  life 
that  had  been  fading,  fading,  fading  slowly 
into  oblivion. 

With  much  ado  did  she  restrain  herself" 
from  crying  out,  from  casting  herself  upon 
her  husband's  breast,  from  sobbing  prayers 
to  the  Inexorable  to  spare  her  but  a  few 
years  longer — ay,  even  one  year — so  that  she 
might  for  once  take  in  the  full  joy  and 
blessing  of  these  things  of  which  she  had 
thought  so  little  in  her  days  of  health  and 
strength.     There  was  not  the  commonest 
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sight  or  sound  of  summer-tide  that  did  not 
rise  upon  her  imagination  at  this  moment, 
that  was  not  invested  with  delight,  that 
was  not  a  precious  thing  that  wrung  her 
heart  to  part  with,  for  to  all  was  the  ter- 
rible refrain  "nevermore." 

Then  came  the  thought  of  husband^ 
children,  friends  gathered  upon  the  shore, 
and  she  drifting  away  with  outstretched 
hands  upon  the  dark  ocean — whither  ?  She 
hid  her  tears  among  her  children's  hair  as 
she  stooped  over  their  heads  and  caressed 
them,  and  turned  a  smiling  face  towards 
Wentworth  and  talked  with  him  almost 
cheerfully  of  what  they  would  do  when  she 
was  strong  and  well  again. 

For  a  few  days,  while  the  weather  con- 
tinued mild,  she  ralHed  a  little,  and  seemed 
even  to  gain  strength  ;  but  after  that  there 
came  a  cruel  north-east  wind  and  a  fall  of 
snow  and  she  relapsed.  Day  after  day  the 
physician,  who  had  been  brought  jfrom  York 
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to  live  in  the  house,  looked  graver.  His 
skill,  he  told  Wentworth,  was  exhausted, 
and  Nature  alone  must  be  trusted  to  for  a 
favourable  change. 

It  would  have  been  a  wonderful  sight  to 
those  who  knew  him  only  as  the  stern 
haughty  Lord  President,  a  man  of  iron,  all 
brain  and  no  heart,  to  have  seen  him  in  his 
chamber  that  night,  when  all  were  at  rest, 
prostrate  upon  the  ground  in  the  agony  of 
his  grief,  weeping  and  sobbing,  as  only 
strong  men  can  weep  and  sob.  But  when 
he  issued  forth  next  morning,  there  was  no 
trace  of  that  tempest  upon  his  face  which, 
though  pale,  looked  even  prouder  and 
calmer  than  usual,  as  though  defying  Fate 
to  subdue  him. 

As  April  advanced,  the  weather  again 
became  genial ;  but  the  poor  ]ady  grew 
worse,  and  even  the  most  sanguine  felt  they 
were  hoping  against  hope.  No  word  of  the 
dread  parting  had  as  yet  been  exchanged 
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between  husband  and  wife,  but  each  could 
read  the  others  thoughts,  knew  that  the 
revelation  had  come  to  both. 

At  last  there  came  a  time  when  the  word 
could  be  held  back  no  longer,  lest  it  should 
never  be  spoken.  And  as  she  had  lain 
thinkmg  during  the  long  days  and  the 
sleepless  nights,  upon  the  future  of  those 
dear  ones,  in  which  she  was  to  have  no 
share,  there  had  grown  up  in  her  mind  a 
certain  thought.  Its  first  suggestion  had 
seemed  so  impossible  that  she  had  at  once 
endeavoured  to  banish  it ;  but  it  would 
come  back,  spite  of  her,  and  familiarity 
smoothed  away  many  of  its  difficulties  and 
gave  it  shape  and  likelihood. 

One  day  she  requested  to  be  left  alone 
with  her  husband ;  all  knew  what  that 
request  meant,  and  left  the  chamber  with 
tearful  eyes  and  sinking  hearts ;  he  too  knew 
their  talk  was  to  be  of  Death,  and  called  up 
^11  liis  fortitude  to  sustain  him. 
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He  was  sitting  beside  her,  holding  her 
hand,  which  he  could  feel  tremble.  There 
was  a  solemn  silence  for  several  moments ; 
she  was  the  first  to  break  it. 

"  My  dear  lord,"  she  began,  in  her  low, 
sweet  voice,  "  I  can  feel  that  my  time  on 
earth  is  now  very,  very  brief ;  you  know  it 
as  well  as  I,  though  you  have  not  dared  to 
speak  it.  You  have  ever  been  to  me  the 
tenderest  and  dearest  of  husbands,  and  if 
God  had  but  let  us  grow  old  together — but 
we  must  not  rebel  against  his  will.  You 
are  still  young — in  the  very  prime  of  life, 
our  children  are  scarcely  more  than  infants  ; 

when    I   am   gone there  must  be 

another  to take  my  place   to  you  and 

them." 

"  Arabella !"  he  burst  forth,  unable  any 
longer  to  keep  back  the  tears  which  were 
suffocating  him. 

"Such  a  thought  was  very  dreadful  to 
me  at  first,"  she  went  on,  putting  her  arm 
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round  his  neck  and  drawing  his  head  down 
upon  the  pillow  beside  her,  "that  you 
should  ever  be  to  another  what  you  have 
been  to  me  ;  but  it  would  be  wrong  and 
selfish  to  desire  that  henceforth  you  should 
go  through  life  soHtary  and  unloved,  and 
that  my  children  should  be  given  over  to 
hirelings  when  they  might  have  a  mother's 
love." 

"  Oh,  hush,  hush,  I  cannot  endure  to 
think  of  these  things,"  he  moaned,  his  face 
buried  in  the  pillow. 

"  Do  not  give  way  dearest,"  she  said 
soothingly,  "  but  hear  me  patiently  to  the 
end,  for  I  have  something  of  importance  to 
say  to  you.  If  I  could  be  assured  that 
that  other,  who  is  to  take  my  place,  would 
love  and  cherish  you  as  I  have  done,  know- 
ing all  the  rare  nobleness  and  goodness  of 
your  soul ;  if  I  could  be  assured  that  she 
would  love  and  cherish  my  children  in  her 
inmost  heart  as  though  she  were  indeed 
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their  mother,  I  could  pass  away  almost 
happy." 

She  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then 
added  in  a  yet  lower  voice,  ''I  know  such 
a  one." 

Wentworth  started  up  and  looked  at  her 
aghast. 

"  Can  you  not  guess  whom  I  mean  ?" 

He  shook  his  head  without  speaking,  but 
a  strange  expression  was  coming  into  his 
white,  tear-stained  face. 

"  Ethel !" 

"  Heavens  !" 

"  You  alone  can  solve  the  possibility  of 
my  desire,  for  you  alone  know  whether  it 
lies  within  the  possibility  of  accompHsh- 
ment.  When  you  brought  me  home  I 
found  her  here,  a  mere  child,  I  asked  you 
who  she  was,  you  answered  that  she  was 
an  orphan,  whom  you  had  taken  under 
y^our  care,  but  that  you  were  not  at  liberty 
to  tell  me  aught  concerning   her,  as   you 
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were  bound  by  a  pledge  of  secrecy.  I  asked 
no  further  questions,  having  no  right  to  do 
so.  From  the  first  hour  we  met  we  loved 
each  other,  and  since  then  she  has  been  to 
me  the  dearest  sister,  ever  ready  to  sacri- 
fice herself  to  my  lightest  wish.  The  wife 
of  my  Lord  Wentworth,  so  that  she  can  do 
honour  to  him  by  her  beauty  and  her 
virtues  needs  no  quarterings,  for  his  great- 
ness and  nobility  is  enough  for  both.  The 
descendant  of  John  of  Gaunt,  with  a  lineage 
even  higher  than  that  of  the  Stuarts,  and 
the  favourite  of  the  King,  can  condescend 
to  stoop  for  happiness.  Therefore  if  there 
be  no  bar,  no  shame  attached  to  such  a 
marriage,  it  would  be  my  dearest  wish." 

He  sat  listening  to  her  with  head  averted 
and  bent  down  upon  his  chest. 

''But  Ethel,  it  would  seem,  has  given 
her  heart  to  this  young  Franklin,"  he  said, 
after  a  long  silence. 

"No,  I  am  convinced  she  does  not  love 
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him.  I  have  probed  her  heart.  There  is 
but  one  image  there,  and  that  is  yoursJ^ 

He  Hfted  his  eyes  with  a  startled  look  in 
them,  but  she  was  too  exhausted  to  speak 
another  word. 

The  next  morning  they  had  another 
interview,  alone,  in  which  he  rendered  her 
many  explanations,  and  made  certain  pro- 
mises, the  result  of  which  will  be  disclosed 
hereafter. 

From  that  time  she  grew  more  resigned. 
But  the  constant  wasting  of  her  strength 
warned  him  that  the  end  was  close  at  hand, 
and  that  her  father  and  brothers  must  be 
sent  for  with  all  speed  if  they  were  ever 
again  to  meet  her  in  life. 

One  bright  April  evening  there  was 
gathered  around  her  bed  a  group  of  all 
dearest  to  her  on  earth ;  they  had  been 
summoned  to  take  their  last  farewell. 
When  the  sad  parting  was  over,  and  she 
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had  pressed  her  last  kiss  upon  the  faces  of 
her  sobbing  children,  who,  though  too 
young  to  understand  the  solemn  meaning 
of  the  scene,  wept  in  sympathy,  she  re- 
quested by  signs,  for  speech  was  already 
dead,  to  be  left  alone  with  her  dear  lord. 

Cold  and  motionless  as  a  statue,  with 
paUid,  rigid  face,  in  which  there  was  no 
expression,  save  in  those  caverns  of  despair, 
the  hollow  eyes,  Wentworth  was  in  his 
old  place  beside  her,  holding  her  thin  white 
hand. 

The  westering  sun  was  shedding  upon 
her  a  flood  of  red  Hght,  for  it  was  her 
desire  that  all  the  curtains  should  be 
drawn  back  that  she  might  gaze  upon  its 
efiulgence.  Slowly  the  brightness  faded, 
and  as  the  last  ruby  flush  sank  into  the 
greyness  of  the  evening,  she  uttered  a  low 
sigh  and  passed  away. 

When  friends  hurried  back  to  his  sum- 
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mens,  they  found  him  frantically  kissing" 
the  dead  face  and  calling  upon  the  dead 
name. 

"  God  hath  taken  from  me,"  he  cried, 
*'  the  noblest,  most  incomparable  wife  and 
woman  my  eyes  shall  ever  behold." 


BOOK  THE  FOURTH, 
THE  MUTTE  RINGS  OF  THE  TEMPEST. 


CHAPTER  I. 

AT   THE  SPRING   GARDEN. 

At  the  north-west  extremity  of  th& 
grounds  of  Whitehall  Palace,  that  naw 
form  St.  James's  Park,  there  was,  in  1630, 
a  place  of  resort  which,  on  account  of  a 
spring  that  rose  there,  was  called  Spring 
Garden.  The  spot  still  retains  the  old 
name — it  was  pluralised  by  a  rival  place 
of  entertainment  being  opened  near  it — 
although  bricks  and  mortar  and  paving 
stones  have  long  since  swallowed  up  trees 
and  greensward. 

Although  used,  however,  as  a  public 
garden,  being  a  portion  of  the  royal 
demesne,  it  was  public  only  by  sufferance. 
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At  the  period  of  which  we  write,  it  was 
one  of  the  most  fashionable  resorts  of 
London  throughout  the  summer  months, 
and  had  been  occasionally  honoured  by  the 
presence  of  the  King  himself  and  the  Duke 
of  Buckingham.  This  very  year  (1630)  his 
Majesty  had,  by  royal  patent,  established  a 
bowling-green  in  these  grounds  ;  there  was 
also  an  ordinary,  the  high  price  of  which 
— six  shillings — kept  it  exclusive  to  the 
gentry. 

Hither,  in  the  summer  evenings,  came 
the  young  gentlemen  of  the  Court  to  play 
at  bowls,  and  drink  wine  under  the  shadows 
of  the  trees ;  and  hither  came  ladies, 
sometimes  of  the  Court,  sometimes  of  the 
street,  to  meet  their  gallants — its  secluded 
walks  and  bowers  rendering  it  especially 
desirable  for  such  assignations.  Although 
within  the  precincts  of  the  palace,  it  was 
the  scene   of  frequent  brawls ;    no  place. 
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however,  was  sacred  from  the  sword  in 
iihose  days  of  duelling. 

It  was  a  warm,  bright  evening  in  June, 
and  the  Garden  presented  a  brilliant  and 
animated  scene.  Groups  composed  of  both 
sexes  were  gathered  round  the  many  tables 
or  watched  the  bowlers  ;  every  now  and 
then  loving  couples  were  seen  disappearing 
among,  or  emerging  from,  the  shadowy 
walks ;  the  whole  air  was  filled  with  loud 
laughter,  the  buzz  of  conversation,  and  the 
cries  of  hurrying  waiters,  who  could  scarcely 
supply  the  wants  of  the  numerous  guests. 

Seated  at  one  of  the  tables,  drinking 
wine,  were  two  gentlemen  who  need  no 
introduction,  since  they  are  already  known 
to  the  reader.  The  elder  of  the  two  was 
Godfrey  Hornby;  the  younger,  Launcelot 
Franklin.  Soon  after  his  return  to  London 
Launcelot  had  sought  out  his  quondam 
second  at  the  addresses  he  had  given  him, 
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one  of  which,  it  will  probably  be  remem- 
bered, was  the  very  place  at  which  we  now 
find  them.  The  mutual  liking  that  each 
had  conceived  for  the  other  upon  the 
renewal  of  their  acquaintance  was  still 
further  increased  by  frequent  intercourse^ 
and  Hornby  soon  established  a  marked 
influence  over  the  mind  of  his  young- 
friend,  who  made  him  his  confidant  and 
adviser. 

"  And  so  you  have  had  a  letter  from 
home  this  morning  ?"  observed  Hornby. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Launcelot,  absently. 

''No  bad  news,  I  trust?" 

"  No." 

''  And  yet  you  seem  troubled." 

"  I  confess  it,"  replied  Launcelot,  frankly. 
*'  And  yet  it  is  the  tone  of  the  letter,  rather 
than  its  contents,  that  troubles  me.  My 
father  writes  constrainedly,  uneasily,  as 
though  he  were  holding  back  something  he 
wished  to  say.     He  does  not  like  me  to  be 
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from  home  ;  of  that  I  am  sure.  His  letters 
are  all  filled  with  warnings  against  the  pit- 
falls which  the  world  prepares  for  unwary 
youth,  and  I  can  read  between  the  lines  as 
plainly  as  though  his  pen  had  traced  it 
there — it  is  sore  against  my  will  you  are 
exposed  to  such  temptations." 

"Why  then  did  he  banish  you  from 
homer. 

"  That  I  cannot  fathom :  though  cold 
and  stem  in  his  demeanour,  he  has  given 
me  many  indications  of  affection ;  but  for 
my  mother " 

"I  understand,''  interposed  Hornby. 
"  That  is  strange ;  the  mother  is  usually  the 
loving  and  indulgent  parent." 

**  She  is  not  my  own  mother." 

"No?" 

"But  she  is  the  only  one  I  can  re- 
member." 

"And  was  she  always  as  stern  and 
puritanical  as  now  ?" 
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"  Always.  My  father,  I  should  imagine, 
from  words  let  fall  at  times,  led  a  wild  life 
in  his  youth.  He  succeeded  his  maternal 
uncle  to  the  Franklin  Estate,  and,  in  order 
that  the  old  name  might  not  die  out, 
he- " 

Here  Launcelot's  confidences  were  inter- 
rupted by  a  gaily-dressed  young  gentleman 
coming  up  to  the  table  and  holding  out  his 
hand. 

It  was  Mr.  Bellasis,  who  had  been 
Savile's  second  in  the  duel.  He  had  met 
him  a  few  weeks  back  at  one  of  the  theatres. 
Bellasis  immediately  recognised  him,  came 
over  to  his  seat  and  in  a  frank,  hearty 
manner  apologised  for  his  former  rudeness 
and  that  of  his  friend. 

"  I  have  felt  ever  since  heartily  ashamed 
of  myself  for  what  passed  that  day,"  he 
said,  "  and  have  long  wished  for  an  oppor- 
tunity to  tell  you  as  much." 

Laimcelot  received  his   excuses   in  the 
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same  generous  spirit  in  which  they  were 
tendered.  They  had  met  several  times 
since  on  very  friendly  terms. 

"  I  have  a  friend  here  who  is  anxious  to 
follow  my  example,  and  cry  peccavi  for  the 
past,"  said  Bellasis. 

Launcelot's  eyes  turning  in  the  direction 
he  pointed,  fell  upon  the  saturnine  face  of 
John  Savile. 

Bellasis  brought  him  to  the  table  saying, 

"  There  is  Mr.  Franklin ;  now  you  can  do 
the  rest  yourself." 

"  Oh !  I  have  not  forgotten  the  gentle- 
man," replied  Savile,  endeavouring  to 
assume  a  jocular  manner  which  sat  very  ill 
upon  him ;  '*  he  left  me  a  memento  I  kept 
some  time.  However,  we  should  never 
hold  malice  for  a  sword-thrust  given  in  fair 
fight ;  and  if  Mr.  FrankHn  is  of  my  mind, 
there's  my  hand,  and  I  hope  we  shall  be 
good  friends  for  the  future." 

Launcelot  liked  neither  the  man  nor  his 
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words  and  manner ;  both  were  repulsive 
and  anything  but  apologetic  ;  yet  it  would 
have  been  churHsh  to  have  rejected  his 
advances ;  so  he  took  the  proffered  hand, 
but  could  scarcely  restrain  a  shudder  at 
the  cold,  clammy  touch  which  returned 
no  pressure  to  his  own.  Their  eyes  met. 
Savile's  sought  the  ground,  not  before 
Launcelot  thought  he  had  read  there 
treachery  and  deceit. 

"  Surely  I  know  that  face,"  cried  Bellasis, 
looking  towards  Hornby,  who  had  been  a 
silent  but  watchful  spectator  of  this 
scene. 

"  You  ought  to,"  answered  the  soldier, 
grimly,  "  and  for  the  same  reason  your 
friend  there  remembers  Mr.  FrankHn." 

"  What,   my  old  opponent !"  cried  Bel 
lasis,  grasping   his   hand,    "  I  am  glad  to 
meet  thee ;  I  always  like   a  man  I  have 
fought  with,  it  gives  a  wonderful  zest  to 
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friendship.  You  will  remember  him, 
Savile  r 

"Oh,  yes,"  replied  the  other,  indifferently, 
but  without  even  looking  at  the  person 
indicated. 

"  And  now  let  us  have  a  bottle  of  good 
Burgundy  to  seal  the  reconciliation,"  cried 
Bellasis,  jovially. 

•'Of.  course  you  have  heard  the  news 
from  Yorkshire  ?"  he  resumed,  when  they 
were  all  seated,  and  had  pledged  each  other 
in  the  generous  Hquor. 

'*  No  ;  what  news  ?"  inquired  Launcelot, 
anxiously. 

"  Know  you  not  Lady  Went  worth  is 
dead  r 

"  Lady  Wentworth  dead  ! " 

"  Indeed  1  is  this  true  ?"  cried  Hornby. 

'*  She  has  been  dead  these  two  months  ; 
why,  it  has  been  well  known  at  White- 
hall for  several  weeks ;  it  was  published 
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in  the  Certain  News  and  the  London 
Couranty 

"  You  have  given  me  a  great  shock," 
said  Launcelot ;  "  she  was  a  gentle,  noble 
lady,  for  whom  I  had  the  profoundest 
respect.  And  where  is  Lord  Wentworth, 
and — and  the  rest  of  the  household  ?" 

"  He  has  remained  at  Woodhouse  ever 
since,  in  the  most  strict  retirement,  save  in 
as  far  as  he  is  compelled  to  appear  abroad 
for  the  dispatch  of  his  duties.  One  of  his 
sisters  has  undertaken  the  care  of  his 
household,  in  which,  I  believe,  there  is  no 
further  alteration;  at  least,  so  Savile  in- 
forms me,  and  he  has  just  come  from 
home." 

"  Mistress  Ethel  is  still  at  Woodhouse," 
said  Savile,  in  a  tone  which  made  Launce- 
lot's  colour  rise. 

"  Strange  I  should  not  have  heard  of 
this,"  muttered  Hornby,  thoughtfully. 

"  It  must  be  a  great  blow  to  my  Lord 
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Wentworth,  for  he  loved  her  very  dearly," 
observed  Franklin. 

''  It  has  struck  home,"  replied  Savile, 
exultingly ;  "  I  saw  him  a  few  days  back ; 
he  had  aged  ten  years  since  I  last  saw  him. 
My  Lord  President  cannot,  with  all  his 
mightiness,  keep  Death  from  his  door ;  he 
will  feel  the  hatred  his  tyranny  and 
oppression  have  worked  all  the  more  keenly 
for  this." 

"It  is  scarcely  the  time  to  call  up  a 
man's  faults  when  he  is  stricken  down  by 
affliction,"  said  Launcelot. 

"  Franklin  is  right,"  observed  BeUasis  ; 
"  I  hate  Wentworth  and  his  tyranny  as 
much  as  you  do,  but  yet  I  pity  him  in 
this." 

Savile  made  a  movement  of  impatience. 
**  Pity  him  !"  he  said,  savagely  ;  '^  much 
pity  he  had  for  you  in  your  prison  at 
York!" 

"  You    know    my    opinion     upon    that 
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business,  and  as  we  do  not  agree  upon  the 
subject,  do  not  let  us  renew  it,''  responded 
Eellasis. 

''  The  people  clamoured  against  Bucking- 
ham," resumed  Savile,  making  no  reply  to 
his  companion's  last  remark,  "  but  they 
have  found  a  worse  in  this  black  rene- 
gade." 

*'  Hardly/'  rejoined  Hornby,  drily ;  "  and 
Went  worth  is  a  man  of  far  higher  abilities 
than  Buckingham." 

*'  He  has  not  shown  them  as  yet," 
sneered  Savile.  **  Was  England  ever  so 
degraded  as  at  this  time  ?  What  say  you 
to  this  shameful  peace  with  France  and 
Spain,  and  our  reverses  at  La  RocheUe  ? 
And  the  Court  is  going  to  celebrate  our 
degradation,  forsooth,  by  a  masque  which 
it  is  said  will  eclipse  in  splendour  all  that 
have  gone  before  !" 

*'  Our  defeats  at  La  Rochelle,"  answered 
Hornby,  "  was  a  legacy  bequeathed  us  by 
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Buckingham's  incapacity,  and  the  dissen- 
sions at  home  have  compelled  the  King  to 
make  a  peace  when  he  might  have  humbled 
the  power  of  Spain  and  France  and  ren- 
dered us  superior  to  both." 

'^Mark  me,"  he  continued,  "I  am  not 
defending  the  Court,  for  my  sympathies 
are  all  the  other  way,  but  I  would  be 
just  to  the  devil  himself,  and  it  is  not 
justice  to  King  or  Ministers  to  refuse 
the  sinews  of  war  and  then  growl  at 
peace." 

"  Yet  had  the  just  demands  of  the  Com- 
mons been  yielded,  supplies  would  have 
been  readily  granted,"  observed  Launcelot. 

"  Have  you  heard  of  Laud's  last  piece  of 
gallimaufrey  at  the  consecration  of  St. 
Giles's-in-the-Fields  V  interposed  Bellasis, 
"  his  cursings,  and  blessings,  and  bowlings, 
and  bowings  to  the  east,  and  over  the  bread 
and  wine?  There  never  was  anything 
savoured  more  of  Popery  in  bloody  Mary's 
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time.  We  shall  have  the  Smithfield  fires 
lit  again  if  this  goes  on  much  fm-ther.'' 

"  I  heard  an  account  of  what  he  did  at 
St.  Catherine's,  and  this  I  suppose  is  but  a 
repetition,"  rejoined  Launcelot.  ''And  in 
this  lies  a  greater  danger  to  the  Court  than 
even  in  tonnage  and  poundage,  and  govern- 
ment without  Parliament,  for  there  is  so 
deeply-rooted  a  horror  of  Papacy,  and 
almost  as  great  of  Arminianism,  among  the 
people,  that  they  would  stop  at  no  violence 
to  cnish  them." 

"  For  my  part  I  care  little  for  creeds," 
interposed  Hornby  ;  "I  have  lived  among 
them  all,  and  found  them  each  and  all 
much  alike,  equally  intolerant,  and  every 
man  equally  ready  to  burn  and  massacre 
everybody  else  who  differed  from  him,  and 
all,  consequently,  equally  removed  from 
the  true  spirit  of  Christianity.  But  I 
know  what  a  mighty  power  is  wielded  by 
these  creeds,  and  that  men  will  grow  more 
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furious  and  unmanageable  over  an  idea 
than  over  the  bitterest  real  injury  you  can 
inflict  upon  them.  Everywhere  I  hear 
murmurs  of  discontent  and  whispers  of 
disaffection." 

"  And  the  murmurs  and  whispers  are 
often  loud  enough  to  fall  upon  royal  ears 
somewhat  harshly,"  observed  Savile. 

At  that  moment  two  ladies  wrapped  in 
long  dark  cloaks,  and  wearing  masks  which 
entirely  concealed  their  features,  walked 
slowly  past  the  table  at  which  the  four 
were  sitting.  Savile  and  Bellasis  ex- 
changed glances  and  rose. 

"  Pardon  our  scant  courtesy  in  leaving 
you  so  abruptly,"  said  the  latter ;  "  but," 
he  added,  with  a  smile,  and  pointing  to  the 
direction  the  ladies  had  taken,  ''  I  need  not 
say  more." 

"You  had  best  beware  of  Mr.  John  Savile," 
remarked  Hornby,  when  they  had  gone ; 
"  he  has  not  forgiven  you  the  sword-thrust. 
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and  would  yet  like  to  revenge  himself  for 
it.     I  like  him  not." 

"  Nor  I,"  replied  Launcelot,  absently,  for 
his  thoughts  were  elsewhere. 

"I  am  sorry  to  hear  of  Lady  Went- 
worth's  death,"  observed  Hornby,  after  a 
silence ;  "I  never  saw  the  lady  but  once, 
but  I  have  heard  her  well  spoken  of" 

"No  praise  could  have  surpassed  her 
merit,"  replied  Launcelot,  warmly ;  "  she  was 
a  most  gentle  and  noble  lady.  What  a 
grief  her  death  must  be  to  Ethel,  who  loved 
her  devotedly !  There  will  be  a  great 
change  in  Ethel's  position  at  Woodhouse."^ 

"  Ay,"  ejaculated  Hornby,  thoughtfully. 

"  I  trust  the  new  mistress,  my  lord's 
sister,  will  treat  her  kindly.  Would  I 
could  see  her.  I  have  half  resolved  to  take 
a  journey  into  Yorkshire." 

"  Do  not  think  of  it,"  interposed  Hornby, 
quickly ;  "  Wentworth  will  care  for  her, 
and  see  no  wrong  is  done  her,  you  may  be 
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satisfied  of  that.  As  for  yourself,  if  the 
wench  really  loves  you,  nothing  Avill  be 
gained  by  thrusting  yourself  upon  her.  She 
acts  nobly  in  holding  you  off  while  a 
mystery  hangs  over  her  name  and  birth! 
But '' — changing  his  tone  to  one  of  earnest- 
ness— "were  your  importunities  at  last  to 
be  victorious  over  her  better  sense,  and  then 
when  you  had  reached  your  paradise,  you 
suddenly  discovered  that  you  had  married 
some  child  of  shame,  what  then  ?" 

"The  sin  of  her  parents  could  not 
•diminish  her  virtues  one  jot  in  my  eyes ; 
her  own  purity  would  make  amends  for  all. 
If  the  world  approved  not  my  choice,  why, 
we  would  quit  it  and  make  a  world  of  our 
own,  or  go  to  some  foreign  land,  where  none 
would  know  our  name  or  story.'' 

"  That  would  be  to  crush  all  the  bright 
talents  of  your  youth ;  it  would  be  a  living 
death." 

"  No ;  it  would  be  to  me  the  happiest  of 

VOL.  I.  18 


274  MUTTERINGS  OF  THE  TEMPEST,     [book  it. 

lives.  It  would  give  me  what  the  struggles, 
turmoils,  and  ambitions  of  the  world  never 
gave  any  man  yet — content." 

"We  have  all  had  such  dreams," 
answered  Hornby,  cynically ;  "  happy  are 
those  who  have  never  tried  to  realise 
them.  Action,  struggle,  turmoil,  are  the 
natural  elements  of  the  young  and  lusty ; 
there  is  a  joy  even  in  the  miseries  they 
entail  for  which  no  mere  tortoise  life  can 
ever  compensate.  For  a  time  you  might 
find  this  love  sufficient  to  fill  heart  and 
brain ;  but  the  mind  of  man  changes  like 
his  body,  with  his  years ;  romance  fades 
with  youth,  and  ambition  of  some  kind, 
whether  it  be  of  wealth  or  distinction,  takes 
its  place ;  if  that  ambition  be  barred  and 
hopeless,  man's  life  crumbles  into  dust  and ' 
ashes.  So  it  would  be  with  you,  for  you 
are  one  of  the  men  of  the  new  ideas,  that 
will,  ere  long,  shake  this  land  like  an  earth- 
quake, unless  a  Eichelieu   rises    to    crush 
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them  as  he  has  in  France  ;  but  he  will 
have  a  tougher  task  than  the  French 
Cardinal,  for  Englishmen  are  more  difficult 
to  suhdue.  You  bury  yourself  in  a  library 
or  a  laboratory —you,  who,  apart  from  your 
love-sickness,  are  all  fire  and  enthusiasm^ 
dreaming  of  revolutions  that  even  startle 
me !  Pshaw,  young  man !  I  know  you 
better  than  you  know  yourself" 

Launcelot  made  no  answer,  but  seemed 
plunged  in  gloomy  thought. 

Hornby  watched  him  for  several  minutes, 
until  a  softened  expression  stole  over  his 
rugged  features. 

"  Forgive  me,"  he  said,  presently,  stretch- 
ing out  his  hand,  "if  I  have  roughly 
brushed  off  some  of  the  bloom  of  romance,, 
it  is  a  cruel  kindness  for  which  thou  mlt 
thank  me  some  day,  perhaps  when  my 
bones  are  mouldering  under  the  sod  of 
some  bloody  battle-field.  I,  too,  have  had 
my  romance ;  all  men  with  hearts  in  their 
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bodies  have ;  I,  too,  have  loved,  strange  as 
it  may  sound,  as  passionately  as  you,  a 
woman  as  beautiful,  and  seemingly  as  good  ; 
like  you,  I  would  have  staked  my  life  upon 
her  truth  ;  Hke  you,  I  believed  that  all  the 
blessings  of  earth  were  garnered  in  her 
possession.  We  were  married ;  at  the  end 
of  two  years  she  left  me,  fled  with  a  man 
I  had  called  my  friend,  and  destroyed  my 
peace  and  my  honour  for  ever.  I  sold  my 
estate,  went  abroad,  changed  my  name,  en- 
tered the  Spanish  army  as  a  man-at-arms, 
gave  out  a  report  of  my  death,  and  did  not 
return  to  England  for  fifteen  years — that  is 
to  say,  about  the  time  we  first  met.  I  was 
too  much  altered  to  be  recognised  by  any 
of  my  old  associates,  and  so  I  am  like  the 
dead  come  back  among  the  living,  and  shall 
be  so  evermore  until  I  meet  thjit  man  and 
that  woman." 

There  was  a  world  of  intensity  and  sup- 
j)ressed   passion  in  the  way  he  told  this 
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story,  revealing  the  hidden  fires  which 
glowed  beneath  his  thin  surface  of  cynicism, 
that  seized  upon  Launcelot's  attention,  and 
aroused  his  interest. 

'^  Are  they  still  living  V  he  inquired. 

*'  If  they  are  not,  I  shall  doubt  the  jus- 
tice of  God,"  he  answered,  fiercely.  "  But 
they  have  baffled  my  search  as  yet.  Think 
over  my  story,  it  may  more  closely  re- 
semble your  own  than  appears  to  you  at 
first  sight." 

"  It  is  a  very  sad  one,"  said  Launcelot. 

''But  a  very  common  one,"  replied 
Hornby. 

Both  felt  that  these  confidences  had  knit 
them  together  by  a  new  tie. ' 

The  sun  had  sunk,  and  night  was  coming 
on ;  the  bowlers  had  left  ofi"  their  game,  the 
revelry  at  the  tables  was  growing  noisier, 
and  couples  were  pairing  off  more  fre- 
quently beneath  the  shadows  of  the  trees. 
Suddenly  our  two  companions  were  aroused 
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by  a  shout  of  loud  laughter  followed  by 
angry  voices,  and  then  the  clash  of  swords. 

In  the  centre  of  an  open  space  there  was 
placed  a  sun-dial,  beneath  which  rose  the 
spring  that  gave  the  garden  its  name ;  in 
connexion  with  this  was  a  number  of 
small  pipes  that  could  be  converted  into  a 
jet  d'eau  by  means  of  a  wheel  worked  at 
some  distance  off.  It  was  a  favourite  sport 
with  the  frequenters  of  the  grounds  to 
gather  a  group  of  strangers  round  the  sun- 
dial and  dispatch  a  man  to  work  the 
wheel ;  the  effect  of  this  was  to  send  up  a 
sudden  shower  and  drench  the  bystanders 
with  water. 

It  was  this  jest  that  had  led  to  the 
laughter ;  but  the  victims  resented  it  by 
drawing  their  swords  and  attacking  their 
scoffers.  A  general  melee  was  the  con- 
sequence. 

"  We  had  best  be  gone,"  said  Hornby, 
rising ;    "we    shall   have  the   guard  here 
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directly,  and  they  will  arrest  all  they  can 
lay  hands  upon,  whether  they  are  con- 
cerned in  the  brawl  or  not." 

Launcelot  immediately  acquiesced  in  this 
wise  proposition. 

As  they  were  making  for  the  gate  they 
were  met  by  Bellasis  hurrying  towards  the 
brawl. 

"  What  is  it  V  he  inquired,  eagerly ; 
"  if  it's  fighting,  I  must  be  there.  Come, 
^Savile,"  he  cried,  drawing  his  sword,  *'  let 
us  join  in  the  sport." 

Without  looking  round  to  see  if  his 
friend  were  following,  he  plunged  into  the 
thickest  of  the  crowd. 

"  Brave  Master  Savile  is  a  true  comrade, 
is  not  he  V  said  Hornby,  pointing  in  the 
direction  they  were  taking. 

Launcelot,  turning  his  head,  saw  Savile 
hurrying  through  the  gate. 

"  When  shall  we  meet  again?"  he  asked. 

*'  Soon,  I  hope,"  replied  Hornby. 


280  MUTTERINGS  OF  THE  TEMPEST.       [book  it.. 

'^  Well,  you  know  where  to  find  me, 
although  I  know  not  your  lodging,"  said 
Launcelot,  smiling. 

"  I  am  too  much  of  a  soldier  to  pitch  my 
tent  for  long  in  one  place,  neither  are  my 
quarters  always  reputable  enough  to 
receive  respectable  company.     Adieu." 

And  they  parted. 


CHAPTEE    11. 

IN  COUNCIL. 

A  FEW  mornings  afterwards  the  King  held 
Court  and  Council  at  St.  James's  Palace. 
It  was  a  bright  sunny  day,  and  numerous 
groups  of  idlers  were  congregated  between 
that  and  Whitehall,  but  scarcely  in  nimibers 
sufficient  to  form  a  crowd,  for  state  pagean-^ 
try  was  then  too  common  to  attract  much 
curiosity.  The  space  upon  which  Pall  Mall 
and  the  whole  neighbourhood  of  St.  James  s 
now  stand  was  then  open  country ;  the 
southern  side  was  bounded  by  a  wall 
enclosing  the  palace  grounds.  Houses 
were  not  erected  upon  the  site  until  some 
years  later;  a  broad,  well-kept  roadway, 
shaded  by  trees,  led  from  the  Strand  to 
the  palace,  and  to  the  north  of  this  all  was 
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field  and  hedge,  dotted  here  and  there 
with  farms,  and  cottages,  and  haystacks, 
giving  an  uninterrupted  view  right  away 
to  the  north-western  heights,  then  miles 
distant  from  the  metropolis. 

About  twelve  o'clock,  carriages,  sedans, 
and  equestrians  began  a  continuous  stream 
from  east  to  west,  for  St.  James's  was  the 
western  ultima  thule,  beyond  which  there 
was  no  more  London.  Just  as  the  caval- 
cade was  at  its  thickest,  three  gentlemen 
came  strolling  across  the  fields,  and  stopped 
beneath  one  of  the  trees  to  cool  themselves 
— for  the  morning  was  very  hot — and  to 
watch  the  passers-by. 

The  prancing  and  magnificently-capari- 
soned horses,  the  gilded  equipages  and 
liveries,  the  splendid  dresses  of  the  ladies 
and  gentlemen — all  velvets,  satins,  ribbons, 
laces,  feathers,  gold,  and  jewels — rendered 
it  a  striking  sight.  It  did  not,  however, 
appear    to    impress   the   bystanders,    who 
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looked  on  with  sullen  faces,  and  who  had  a 
disparaging  remark  for  nearly  every  one 
who  passed,  mingled  at  times  with  mur- 
murs and  even  low  groans.  These  marks 
of  disfavour  were  received  by  the  elder 
courtiers  with  cold  contempt ;  by  the 
younger  with  bitter  scorn  and  ironical 
smiles,  several  even  taking  off  their  hats 
and  bowing  in  acknowledgment. 

''  Those  gilded  popinjays  bear  it  bravely 
with  thek  scoffing,"  observed  one  of  the 
three  pedestrians,  who  was  no  other  than 
Mr.  Pym.  "But  they  wiU  have  to  lick 
the  dust  for  their  insolence  one  day." 

"There  goes  my  Lord  Keeper, 
Coventry,"  remarked  one  of  his  com- 
panions, pointing  to  a  grave-looking  man 
on  horseback,  who  seemed  so  far  popular 
with  the  mob  that  they  displayed  no 
hostihty  towards  him. 

"  Not  the  worst  among  the  bad,"  observed 
Pym,  "  had  he  a  little  more  boldness  ;  but 
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he  clings  to  old  abuses,  and  makes  no  effort 
to  check  growing  evils." 

A  faint  cheer  that  died  in  its  birth,  as 
though  its  utterers  were  ashamed  of  having 
been  betrayed  into  any  manifestation, 
except  one  of  discontent,  hailed  the  ap- 
proach of  an  elderly  man  with  a  rather 
pleasing  countenance. 

*'  O  ho  !  my  Lord  Privy  Seal  and  newly 
made  Earl  of  Manchester  is  in  favour  to- 
day !"  cried  Pym,  ironically  ;  "  how  little- 
virtue  must  be  left  among  our  rulers  when- 
such  as  he  can  find  approval !" 

"  He  is  at  least  a  staunch  Protestant  1" 
remarked  the  one  who  had  spoken 
before. 

"  But  a  gross  peculator,  who  robs  the 
State  to  enrich  himself,"  answered  Pym^ 
savagely. 

Another  sound  from  the  crowd — this 
time  of  murmurs  mingled  with  groans — 
suspended  his  speech  and  turned  his  eyes 
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upon  a  pompous,  yet  nervous-looking 
gentleman,  who  seemed  much  disturbed 
by  his  reception.  This  was  the  Earl  of 
Portland,  Lord  Treasurer.  The  next  per- 
sonage who  attracted  notice  .created  con- 
siderable commotion.  By  those  whose 
garb  proclaimed  them  to  be  of  the  Puritan 
order  he  was  greeted  with  every  demon- 
stration of  hatred,  and  those  who  did  not 
hiss  or  groan  scowled  upon  him  with  a 
malignancy  even  more  significant  ;  a  few 
endeavoured  to  raise  a  loud  cheer,  but  it 
was  speedily  put  down.  This  personage 
was  the  celebrated  Laud,  afterwards  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury,  at  that  time  Bishop 
of  London. 

The  sight  of  this  man  seemed  to  lash 
Pym  to  fury.  "Look  at  the  herald  of 
Antichrist !  "  he  cried  ;  "  the  Papist  Ar- 
minian !  the  spy  of  Rome !  and  close 
behind  him  a  fitting  companion,  the  rene- 
-gade   Wentworth !     Hark   at  the   idiots  I 
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they  actually  cheer  him,  as  if  he  had  not 
betrayed  them !" 

His  sombre  costume  of  rich  black  vel- 
vet, destitute  of  all  ornament,  and  relieved 
only  by  the  falling  lace  collar,  his  broad- 
flapped  black  hat,  with  one  drooping 
feather,  set  off  to  great  advantage  the  com- 
manding figure  and  haughty  features  of 
the  Lord  President,  and  at  once  attracted 
every  glance.  Grief  had  hollowed  his 
sallow  cheek  and  eagle  eyes,  but  had  im- 
parted a  sterner  and  more  indomitable 
expression  to  the  proud  face,  as  though 
defying  Fate  to  crush  him  more.  Many 
recognised  him  as  the  orator  who  had  so 
passionately  denounced  the  tyrannies  of 
Buckingham,  and  had  heard  only  vaguely, 
or  not  at  all,  of  his  desertion  of  the  popular 
cause.  So  little  was  then  known  south- 
ward of  the  doings  north  of  the  Trent,  that 
his  Presidentship  was  as  much  a  myth  as 
the  Government  of  the  King  of  Muscovy. 
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So  loudly  had  Pym  uttered  his  last  words 
that  they  reached  Wentworth's  ears  above 
the  beat  of  the  horse's  hoofs.  He  turned 
his  head ;  it  was  not  difficult  to  discover 
that  tall  heavy  figure  thrust  purposely 
forward.  The  eyes  of  the  two  men  met  in 
a  steady  stare ;  those  of  the  first  burned 
with  malignant  hatred;  Wentworth's  face 
moved  not  a  muscle  ;  calm  and  unmoved 
he  met  the  fierce  glance  and  passed  on.  A 
few  of  the  bystanders  who  had  heard  Pym's 
words  began  to  groan,  but  they  found  no 
followers. 

After  him  came  another  stream  of 
horsemen  and  equipages,  which  excited 
little  beyond  sour  looks  of  discontent  and 
disparaging  remarks  spoken  by  one  neigh- 
bour to  another,  until  the  appearance  of  a 
body  of  the  Yeomen  of  the  Guard 
announced  the  approach  of  the  King. 
Mounted  pages  and  attendants  splendidly 
attired  preceded  the  royal  carriage,  at  the 
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open    windows    of  which    the   King    and 
Queen  could  be  distinctly  seen. 

There  was  a  great  commotion  amongst 
the  crowd,  which  had  by  this  time  con- 
siderably increased  ;  a  few  loyal  subjects 
tried  to  raise  a  cheer  ;  but,  as  in  former 
attempts,  it  was  put  down,  almost  by 
violence,  by  some  of  the  more  hostile  of  the 
mob. 

"  Give  us  a  Parliament !  we  will  not  be 
taxed  without!"  cried  a  voice.  "Send 
Laud  to  Eome,"  cried  a  second,  while 
some  half-dozen  others  joined  in  a  cry 
of  "Down  with  the  Papists  and  Ar- 
minians !" 

"  Behold  a  new  Ahab  and  Jezebel," 
cried  a  sour- looking  Puritan ;  "  the  arm  of 
the  Lord  of  Israel  is  not  less  powerful  now 
than  it  was  in  the  days  of  old,  and  it  will 
smite  them — yea,  level  their  pride  and 
wickedness  in  the  dust." 

"  Look   at   the  French  Papist  woman," 
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exclaimed  another,  "see  how  scornfully 
the  scarlet " 

Ere  the  speaker  could  finish  his  phrase,  a 
fiery-looking  youth,  who  had  spurred  for- 
ward his  horse,  struck  him  a  sharp  blow 
with  the  flat  of  his  sword. 

A  howl  rose  from  the  mob,  and  many 
made  a  movement  to  attack  the  cortege, 
but  the  more  peaceable,  which  formed  the 
larger  number,  fell  back ;  the  procession 
stopped,  the  gentlemen  drew  their  swords, 
the  yeomen  grasped  their  halberds  more 
firmly. 

"  Are  you  all  mad  ?"  cried  Pym  to  those 
•about  him ;  "  would  you  stir  up  a  silly 
riot  out  of  which  you  would  bring  nothing 
but  broken  heads  ?  Besides,  the  fellow 
would  have  deserved  his  punishment  had 
he  been  cut  down  for  daring  to  apply  such 
an  epithet  to  any  woman,  much  less  to  the 
Queen  of  England !" 

As  these  words  were  passed  rapidly  from 
VOL.  I.  19 
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mouth  to  mouth,  there  rose  a  murmur- 
of  applause  from  all  save  the  Puritan 
faction. 

The  King  had  regarded  the  whole  scene 
calm  and  unmoved ;  but  his  consort  could 
not  repress  the  passionate  indignation 
excited  in  her  by  the  threatening  words 
and  murmurs  and  scowling  faces  that 
everywhere  met  her  ears  and  eyes ;  her 
countenance  flushed  and  quivered  with 
scorn  and  defiance.  She  commanded  one 
of  the  attendants,  who  rode  beside  the 
carriage,  to  bring  forward  the  young  gen- 
tleman who  had  struck  her  calumniator. 

"Reserve  your  thanks  and  favour,  and 
neither  shall  be  lacking,  for  a  more  private 
opportunity,"  said  Charles  ;  "  it  is  useless 
to  irritate  these  men." 

"  Not  so,  my  lord,"  answered  the  Queen, 
her  eyes  flashing  fire ;  "it  shall  never  be 
said  the  daughter  of  Henri  Quatre  feared 
to    thank    the    defender    of    her    honour 
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because  she  was  surrounded  by  traitors  and 
base  canaille." 

Charles  sighed  and  fell  back,  while  his 
consort,  the  carriage-door  being  opened, 
extended  her  hand  to  the  young'  cavalier 
to  kiss,  and  thanked  him  loudly  and 
volubly  for  his  gallant  service. 

When  the  royal  cortege  had  psssed  be-- 
neath  that  sombre  brick  gateway,  which 
still  faces  the  lounger  down  St.  James's. 
Street,  the  mob  scattered  about  the  road- 
way and  loudly  and  angrily  discussed  the 
late  events. 

The  reception  was  to  have  preceded  the 
Council ;  but  so  great  and  passionate  was 
the  Queen's  excitement,  that  she  insisted 
upon  the  order  being  reversed,  and  Charles, 
as  usual,  gave  way  to  her. 

The  chamber  in  which  the  Council  was 
held  was  one  of  the  oldest  of  the  palace,  the 
walls  were  covered  with  tapestry,  and  over 
the  fire-place  were  carved  the  initials  "H.  A."" 

19—2 
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entwined  together  by  a  true-lover's  knot, 
a  reminiscence  of  the  days  of  Henry  VIII. 
and  Anne  Boleyn,  and  beside  these  were 
the  arms  of  England  and  France,  and  the 
white  rose  of  Lancaster. 

At  the  head  of  the  table,  upon  a  raised 
dais,  sat  the  King :  now  leaning  upon  the 
arm  of  his  chau*,  now  moving  restlessly 
about,  was  the  Queen.  On  one  side  his 
Majesty  stood  the  Lord  President,  Went- 
worth,  on  the  other  the  Lord  Treasurer, 
Weston,  Earl  of  Portland ;  there  were 
Ibeside,  Sir  Thomas  Coventry,  the  Earl  of 
Manchester,  the  Earls  of  Pembroke,  Mont- 
gomery, Dorset,  Bishop  Laud,  and  others 
of  less  note. 

The  King  looked  pale  and  disturbed. 
He  was  speaking : 

**  Of  what  should  these  people  complain  ? 
Never  has  this  country  of  England  been  so 
prosperous  before — not  even  in  the  days  of 
Queen  Elizabeth ;  commerce  and  wealth  in- 
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crease  daily,  and  we  encourage  art  and  manu- 
facture far  beyond  the  means  allowed  us.  But 
there  shall  be  no  more  Parliaments  ;  these 
insolent  traitors  shall  beard  us  no  more  ; 
we  will  use  the  power  which  God  has  con- 
fided to  our  discretion,  not  unjustly  nor 
tyranically,  but  with  a  due  regard  to  our 
own  honour  and  dignity,  and  the  needs  of  our 
kingdom.  Neither  will  we  make  any  more 
concessions,  for  they  do  but  encourage  mal- 
contents to  wax  stronger  in  msolence." 

"  You  have  conceded  too  much  already, 
my  lord,"  burst  forth  the  Queen ;  "  you  have 
given  way  before  these  clamours  until  you 
are  no  longer  a  king.  You  let  them  drive 
away  my  faithful  French  from  me,  the  only 
friends  I  ever  had  in  this  miserable  country, 
even  my  confessor ;  it  was  from  this  very 
window  I  saw  them,  les  fauvres,  go  weep- 
ing,"— and  her  Majesty  might  have  added,  it 
was  one  of  the  panes  of  that  window  she 
had  broken  in  her  rage  and  grief  at  the 
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sight.  "  I  told  you  then  you  would  repent 
yielding  so  much  to  these  miser ahles.  Ah  ! 
man  Dieu,  if  these  scelerats  had  so  insulted 
a  daughter  of  France  in  Paris  they  would 
have  been  roues,  but  here  they  are  let  go 
free  to  laugh,  and  to  do  it  again  the  next 
time  I  stir  abroad." 

The  King,  who  looked  annoyed  at  this 
outburst,  spoke  a  few  words  to  her  in  her 
own  tongue,  but  too  low  to  be  heard  by 
those  about  him,  who  purposely  turned 
away  their  heads. 

"  Ah !  thus  it  is  ever !"  she  cried,  irri- 
tably. "  I  must  restram  myself — I  must 
not  complain  I  I,  a  queen,  must  endure 
insult,  and  humble  myself  to  these  brigands, 
this  racaille.  Ah,  nia  belle  France/  why 
did  I  ever  leave  you  for  this  miserable 
country  ?" 

There  were  tears  in  her  eyes  and  voice 
as  she  uttered  these  last  words — a  sight 
that  Charles's  heart  could  never  resist.    He 
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kissed  her  hand,  speaking  terms  of  endear- 
ment, after  which  she  went  away  and  stood 
at  one  of  the  windows. 

This  scene  excited  little  attention  among 
the  Ministers,  who  had  frequently  witnessed 
similar  ones. 

When  Henrietta  Maria  had  retired,  the 
King  turned  to  Wentworth,  who  had  ar- 
rived in  London  only  the  previous  night. 

"My  lord,"  he  said,  holding  out  his 
hand,  "ere  we  proceed  to  State  matters, 
let  me  express  my  condolence  at  your 
heavy  affliction.  I  have  felt  for  you 
deeply." 

"  I  thank  your  Majesty,"  repHed  Went- 
worth, greatly  affected.  "The  hand  of 
God  hath  fallen  heavily  upon  me,  but  His 
will  be  done." 

"  Amen,"  answered  the  King,  reverently. 

To  detail  the  proceedings  of  this  Council 
would  be  to  write  a  chapter  of  English 
history.     To  raise  taxes  without  the  aid  of 
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Parliament  was  the  all-important  subject 
under  discussion.  Tonnage  and  poundage, 
and  other  illegal  levies,  were  strenuously 
resisted  by  the  people,  although  they  had 
ungrudgingly  submitted  to  such  exactions 
under  the  predecessors  of  the  Stuarts. 
Went  worth  was  the  last  to  speak. 

While  a  timid  spirit  of  temporising — a 
desire  to  do,  yet  a  fear  of  consequences,  of 
the  storm  that  might  be  evoked — marked 
all  preceding  utterances,  his  counsel  was 
bold,  decisive,  never  swerving  from  the- 
point  proposed. 

"Until  the  spirit  of  rebellion  is  sub- 
dued," he  said,  "  and  men  willingly  submit 
to  the  power  which  God  has  placed  over 
them,  a  Parliament  can  be  but  an  incarna- 
tion of  faction  grasping  at  such  authority 
as  shall  paralyse  the  royal  prerogati\'e  and 
render  the  King  a  mere  puppet — and  that 
must  never  be— seeking  selfish  interests, 
and  devoid  of  that  patriotism  which  sets 
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the  amor  patrice  above  all  other  considera- 
tions.  To  bring  about  such  a  consumma- 
tion we  must  govern  with  relentless  rigour, 
but  immaculate  justice;  the  burden  of 
taxation  should  be  as  light  as  the  exigencies 
of  the  State  can  afford,  and  should  be  levied 
with  as  little  oppressiveness  as  the  peculiar 
circumstances  will  allow,  so  that  we  may 
show  the  people  of  England  the  King  can 
rule  wisely  and  justly  without  the  prompt- 
ings of  their  factious  representatives." 

Such  counsel  was  highly  approved  of  by 
the  King,  although  others  demurred  at  it. 

When,  after  much  discussion,  it  had  been 
decided  to  enforce  the  present  imposts 
with  all  rigour,  other,  and  scarcely  less 
momentous,  topics  were  taken  under  con- 
sideration, such  as  the  King's  proposed 
visit  to  Scotland  to  be  crowned  there. 
Which,  being  also  resolved.  Laud  rose,  and 
in  a  long  and  passionate  speech,  urged  the 
great  necessity  of  establishing,  and  if  needs 
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be,  forcing  the  Episcopal  form  of  religion 
upon  that  country.  This  proposition  was 
strongly  opposed  by  the  more  prudent 
councillors,  even  Wentworth  regarded  it 
with  grave  doubts,  the  King  himself  seemed 
to  shrink  from  it  with  some  fear  of  conse- 
quences. But  the  violence  and  fanaticism 
of  the  Bishop  bore  down  all  objections,  and 
by  turns  he  pleaded,  argued,  bullied,  and 
even  threatened.  Ultimately  this  discus- 
sion was  deferred,  a  termination  which 
exactly  suited  his  views,  since  it  would  give 
him  the  opportunity  of  working  upon  the 
King  in  private. 

The  business  of  the  nation  dispatched, 
the  Earl  of  Portland  brought  forward  a 
promise  which  the  King  had  made  him 
some  time  previously,  of  the  gift  of  Chute 
Forest.  The  Lord  Treasurer  was  a  man 
at  once  imperious  and  timid,  always  in 
dread  of  the  spectres  raised  by  his  own 
arrogance,  envious  of  all  who  enjoyed  the 
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royal  favour,  and  ever  seeking  wealth  and 

personal  aggrandisement.     More  than  once 

-he  had  rendered  himself  obnoxious  to  the 

Queen,  and  upon  hearing  his  request,  she 

came  forward   from  the  window,  at  which 

she  had  remained  throughout  the  Council, 

^offermg  no  further  interposition   than   an 

♦occasional    ejaculation    of    assent   or    dis- 

^approval    at   the   words    of  the   difierent 

speeches. 

"  Methinks,  my  lord,"  she  said,  "  you 
have  not  chosen  a  very  apropos  time  for 
this  solicitation.  When  once  I  begged  of 
-his  Majesty  some  small  favour  for  a  faithful 
servant,  you  could  remind  one  of  an  empty 
treasury  ;  it  has  not  been  filled  since." 

"Your  Majesty,"  retorted  Portland,  in- 
solently, turning  to  the  King,  "  I  thought 
the  Council  Chamber  was  for  men,  and  that 
there  was  only  one  Sovereign  in  England." 
^  "  My  lord,  you  forget  yourself,"  answered 
Charles,  with  dignity. 


300  MUTTERINGS  OP  THE  TEMPEST,     [book  iv. 

But  my  Lord  Treasurer's  insolence  was 
not  so  easily  defeated.  Finding  insinuation 
fail,  he  resorted  to  direct  attack. 

"  Your  Majesty's  bounties  are  so  large  to 
your  new  favourites,"  he  replied,  *'that  you 
have  none  left  for  your  old  servants." 

"  My  office  is  a  thankless  one,"  he  went 
on,  '^  bringing  neither  honour  nor  profit, 
but  much  care  and  hatred,  and  since,  as  I 
hear,  my  Lord  President  of  the  North  is 
anxious  to  possess  it,  it  may  please  your 
Majesty  to  relieve  me  of  its  burdens." 

"  Now  shame  and  confusion  cover  me," 
burst  forth  Wentworth,  "if  so  mean  a 
thought  could  enter  my  heart,  as  that  to- 
compass  whatever  I  took  most  delight  in,. 
I  should  go  about  beguiling  to  supplant 
any  man !  I  am  no  soft-tempered  spirit, 
but  I  cannot  endure  to  be  mistaken,  or 
suffer  my  purer  and  more  entire  affections 
to  his  Majesty  to  be  soiled,  or  in  the  least 
degree  prejudiced,  with  the  loathsome  and 
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odious    attributes     of    covetousness    and 
ambitious  falsehood. " 

"  Portland,  for  shame  !"  said  the  King, 
sternly  ;  "those who  know  my  Lord  Went- 
worth,  know  him  to  be  incapable  of  such 
baseness ;  he  has  never  sought  to  under- 
mine the  credit  or  favour  of  any  man  for 
his  own  aggrandisement." 

"  Then  I  have  been  misinformed,  and 
regret  I  spoke  so  hastily,"  said  Portland, 
apologetically;  "there  are  ever  slanderous 
tongues  ready  to  sow  strife  between  good 
friends — for  such  hitherto  have  been  my 
Lord  President  and  myself — and  I  hope  my 
rash  assertion  may  make  no  break  m  our 
amity." 

Wentworth  received  the  apologies  but 
<;oldly,  and  even  disdainfully,  for  he  knew 
the  man,  knew  they  were  the  offsprmg  of 
fear,  and  that  he  envied  and  hated  him 
none  the  less. 

"  I  regard  no  man's  tongue,  whether  it 
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speak  good  or  evil  of  me,"  lie  answered, 
glancing  haughtily  around.  "I  seek  to 
please  no  man  by  my  actions  ;  if  they  be 
acceptable  to  my  Sovereign  I  am  content, 
and  despise  all  meaner  approbation." 

This  defiant  speech  was  followed  for  a 
moment  by  an  awkward  silence,  which  the 
King  broke  by  returning  to  a  previous 
topic,  and  shortly  afterwards  dismissed  the 
Council. 

'''  Visit  me  in  my  closet  at  Whitehall  two 
hours  hence,"  he  said  to  Wentworth,  in  a 
low  voice. 

Portland  lingered  behind  the  rest,  and 
as  they  left  the  chamber  turned  with  a 
humble  air  towards  the  Queen. 

*^  I  trust  your  Majesty  will  pardon  my 
rudeness  just  now,"  he  said,  "  but  my  cares 
for  his  Majesty's  interest " 

"  I  thought  the  subject  in  question  was 
your  own  interest,  my  lord,"  interrupted 
Henrietta  Maria,  sarcastically.     "But  say 
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no  more,  we  have  become  so  used  to  your 
insolence  that  we  have  ceased  to  regard 
it." 

My  Lord  Treasurer  could  only  bow  and 
retire  with  a  mind  full  of  apprehension. 

"  What  a  mockery  is  our  sovereignty,'^ 
said  the  Queen,  bitterly;  "  we  have  to  endure 
insults  and  degradations  that  a  bourgeois  in 
your  Eastcheap  would  not  allow,  for  he 
would  discharge  the  servant  that  dared  to 
utter  the  words  that  man  used  to  me." 

"  They  have  all  but  one  thought,"  re- 
sponded the  King,  "  their  own  selfish 
interests,  without  one  for  mine.  Went- 
worth  is  the  only  true  friend  and  councillor 
I  have." 

"  But  he  has  too  much  the  air  of  a  king 
for  a  subject,"  quickly  interposed  the 
Queen ;  "  I  do  not  like  that  cold  dark  face, 
and  those  fierce  eyes  almost  make  me 
tremble;  he  has  no  rapprochement;  he  is 
a  man  of  marble  ;  I  do  not  hke  him." 
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"  You  are  mistaken^  he  is  the  most 
sensitive  and  passionate  of  men,"  rephed 
Charles.  "  To  prove  how  well  he  serves 
us,  remember  what  he  has  done  in  the 
North ;  never  has  that  part  of  our  do- 
minions been  so  wisely  and  capably 
governed  ;  I  would  the  remainder  or  our 
realm  were  under  such  control." 

"The  man  has  genius,"  retorted  the 
Queen,  "  but  he  has  also  ambition  without 
bound,  he  may  do  for  England  what  Riche- 
lieu has  done  for  France  ;  but  my  poor 
brother  is  but  a  cypher  upon  the  throne ; 
take  warning." 

"Wentworth  is  no  more  a  Kichelieu 
than  I  am  a  Louis  XIII.,"  answered  Charles, 
a  little  angrily,  for  he  prided  himself  upon 
his  firmness  and  resolution,  and  could  not 
endure  to  be  compared  with  the  weak  and 
vacillating  King  of  France.  "  No  subject 
shall  ever  trench  upon  my  authority  ;  but 
in    these    troublous    times    such   men   as 
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Wentworth  must  work  uncurbed ;  when 
their  task  is  complete  we  will  restrain  their 
power,  then  they  shall  resume  their 
position,  we  ours.'' 

The  Queen  sighed,  but"  made  no  reply. 

Two  hours  afterwards  the  King,  who 
after  the  reception  had  returned  to  White- 
hall through  the  private  grounds,  was 
closeted  with  my  Lord  President  of  the 
North. 

"  You  are  too  far  distant  for  Councils, 
my  lord,"  he  said;  ''I  have  frequently 
desired  your  good  advice.  Now  that  j6u 
have  set  in  order  affairs  in  the  North,  you 
must  give  us  more  of  your  company  at 
Court ;  indeed,  I  trust  shortly  to  find  for 
you  a  yet  more  honourable  post — but  of 
that  hereafter." 

Wentworth  bowed,  and  after  making  an 
appropriate  reply  said,  "If  it  would  please 
your  Majesty  to  appoint  me  some  deputy, 
a  man  of  trust  who  could  act  for  me  with 
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judgment  and  discretion  during  a  temporary 
absence,  I  might  visit  London  more  fre- 
quently.'' 

"  True,  true ;  you  might,  indeed.  Do 
you  know  of  such  an  one  ?" 

"  I  do,  sir ;  one  whom  I  have  known 
from  boyhood,  and  upon  whose  fitness  I 
can  pledge  my  honour.  I  speak  of  my 
secretary.  Sir  George  Radcliffe." 

"  Such  a  pledge  is  more  than  sufficient 
guarantee.  It  shall  be  as  you  desire.  I 
would  we  had  thought  of  that  before,  for 
your  home  can  have  but  httle  pleasure  for 
you  now.'' 

"  But  little,  sire,"  answered  Wentworth, 
gloomily,  "  save  in  the  remembrance  of 
past  happiness." 

"  Melancholy  indeed  is  that  pleasure,  my 
poor  friend,"  responded  the  King,  kindly. 
"  Then  you  would  not  object  to  such  em- 
ployment as  removed  you  to  another  part 
of  the  country  ?" 


CHAP.  II.]  IN  COUNCIL.  807 

"I  could  object  to  nothing  that  for- 
warded your  Majesty's  service  ;  less  now 
than  ever,  since  my  home  ties  are  broken." 

When  the  Minister  had  departed, 
Charles  unlocked  a  small  cabinet  that 
stood  near  at  hand,  and  took  forth  a 
despatch  which  he  had  read  more  than  once, 
but  which  he  now  again  pondered  over 
with  bent  brows  and  thoughtful  visage. 

It  was  from  one  of  his  Ministers  in  Ire- 
land, setting  forth,  in  the  darkest  colours, 
the  lamentable  condition  of  that  kingdom. 

"  Yes,  Wentworth  is  the  man  to  reform 
these  abuses,"  mused  the  King  ;  ''  the  only 
man  capable  of  such  a  Herculean  labour. 
He  can  still  retain  his  Presidentship — but 
his  deputy  must  be  of  my  selecting,  not 
his." 

END   OF   VOL.    I. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE  MASQUE   OF    PEACE. 

The  next  day  was  that  appointed  for  the 
grand  masque  of  the  Inns  of  Courts,  to 
celebrate  the  conclusion  of  peace.  It  had 
been  some  time  in  preparation.  Its 
arrangements  were  decided  by  a  committee 
of  which  Selden,  Sir  Jones  Finch,  Sir 
Edward  Herbert,  and  Attorney  Noy,  were 
members  ;  it  was  written  by  Shirley,  the 
last  of  the  great  line  of  dramatists ;  the 
spectacular  portion  was  arranged  by  Inigo 
Jones,  and  in  magnificence  it  was  to  far 
VOL.  ir.  1 
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surpass  all  that  had  yet  been  seen  in  the 
Stuart  or  Tudor  Court. 

How  poetically  beautiful  and  tastefully 
splendid  were  these  gorgeous  pageants,  is 
known  to  all  students  of  our  early  literature, 
and  it  is  doubtful  whether  we,  of  1876, 
with  all  our  boasted  achievements  in  scenic 
art  have  even  in  a  theatrical  point  of  view 
— we  certainly  have  not  in  any  other — 
surpassed  those  entertainments  given  at 
Whitehall  considerably  more  than  two 
centuries  ago. 

Wentworth's  high  position  almost  neces- 
sitated his  presence  at  such  festivities ; 
at  least,  his  rigid  notions  of  etiquette  would 
not  have  permitted  him  to  claim  an  ex- 
emption on  the  score  of  private  feelings ; 
and  at  the  appointed  time,  distasteful,  and 
even  painful,  as  all  gaiety  was  to  the  sadness 
of  his  mind,  he  was  in  his  place,  dressed 
as  became  his  rank  and  importance. 

But,  even  spite  of  this  disposition,  the 
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scene  which  met  his  eyes  upon  entering 
the  Banquetting  Hall  filled  him  with 
admiration  and  astonishment.  There  had 
never  been  in  England,  there  had  never 
been  in  Europe,  up  to  this  period,  a  Court  so 
polished,  so  magnificent  as  that  of  Charles 
the  First.  Bassompierre  described  the 
banquet  and  entertainments  as  surpassing 
anything  he  had  ever  seen  in  France,  and 
they  were  certainly  equal  to  anything 
Louis  XIV.  achieved  afterwards  at 
Versailles. 

The  architecture  of  the  interior  of  the 
great  Hall  corresponds  with  that  of  the  ex- 
terior, and  consists  of  a  range  of  Ionic 
pillars  with  a  window  between  each,  sur- 
mounted by  an  entablature,  upon  which  is 
raised  a  second  row  of  pillars  of  the 
Corinthian  order,  with  vmidows  as  below, 
and  a  gallery  at  their  base.  Vandyke  was 
to  have  painted  upon  the  walls  the  history 
of  the  Order  of  the  Garter ;  but  political 

1—2 
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troubles  prevented  the  accomplishment  of 
what  would  have  been  a  noble  work. 
Rubens,  however,  had  painted  upon  the 
ceiling  the  apotheosis  of  James  the  First,  the 
figures  of  which  still  look  down  upon  the 
visitors  to-day  as  it  did  upon  this  splendid 
assembly  two  hundred  and  forty-nine 
years  ago. 

At  one  end  of  the  apartment  was 
erected  the  stage,  at  present  veiled  by 
purple  velvet  curtains,  deeply  edged  with 
bullion,  and  embroidered  in  the  same 
material  with  the  arms  of  England  and 
France.  Thence  up  the  centre  were  ranged 
banks  of  seats,  covered  with  crimson  cloth, 
and  two  throne-chairs  beneath  a  canopy 
for  the  King  and  Queen.  The  banks  of 
seats  were  for  the  great  nobihty ;  persons 
of  meaner  estate  were  provided  with  accom- 
modations in  the  gallery  above.  The 
orchestra  was  concealed  behind  the  scenes  ; 
its  full  complement  being  eight  hautboys 
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and  sackbuts,  six  flutes,  six  recorders, 
eleven  violins,  six  lutes,  four  viols,  one 
harp,  an  organ,  and  fifteen  musicians  for 
lutes  and  voices. 

The  apai-tment  was  illumined  by  count- 
less waxen  lights,  which  threw  their 
radiance  upon  the  splendid  audience  that 
were  rapidly  filling  every  seat.  There 
were  gentlemen  in  costumes  of  every  hue 
and  texture,  crimson  and  blue  velvets,  gold 
and  silver  tissue,  almost  hidden  beneath 
bullion  laces  and  precious  stones  ;  the  cost 
of  such  suits  may  be  surmised  by  the  fact 
that  Buckingham  paid  eighty  thousand 
pounds  for  one  Court-dress.  The  attire  of 
the  ladies  was  equally  splendid  ;  their  hair 
entwined  with  jewels  and  ropes  of  pearls, 
their  forms  clad  in  robes  of  costliest  silks, 
satins,  and  laces.  All  the  rank,  all  the 
intellect,  and  all  the  beauty  of  England's 
.nobiHty  were  there. 

Presently  there  was  a  stir  without,  and 
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the  appearance  of  a  number  of  pages  from 
the  grand  entrance,  which  had  not  yet 
been  used,  announced  the  approach  of 
royalty. 

The  King  and  Queen  came  thus  early  to 
witness  from  the  windows  the  arrival  of  the 
grand  procession  of  the  masquers,  which 
was  to  start  from  Ely  House,  pass  down 
Holbom,  Chancery  Lane,  the  Strand,  and 
so  on  to  Whitehall. 

Simultaneous  with  their  entrance  was 
heard  the  sound  of  distant  music,  the 
trampling  of  horses,  and  the  confused  hum 
of  the  coming  crowd.  Charles  and  his 
consort  took  up  their  stations  at  the  central 
window,  and  every  one  crushed,  as  an 
opera  crowd  does  at  the  present  day,  eager 
to  get  a  sight  of  the  show. 

The  music,  the  trampling,  and  the  hum 
grew  louder  and  louder,  and  at  last  the 
procession  came  in  sight.  First  came  four 
chariots,  formed  after  the  fashion  of  the 
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Eoman  triumphal  car,  of  an  oval  shape ; 
there  had  been  a  question  of  precedence 
among  the  masquers,  which  had  greatly 
embarassed  the  committee,  and  this  form 
was  adopted  so  that  no  person  should  be 
before  or  behind  the  other,  but  all  equally 
face  forward ;  each  of  these  chariots  con- 
tained four  masquers,  and  was  drawn  by 
six  magnificent  horses ;  preceding  these 
were  twenty  footmen  in  scarlet  and  silver, 
with  batons  in  one  hand  and  torches  in  the 
other  ;  these  were  the  Marshals  men, 
whose  duty  it  was  to  clear  the  road  for  the 
procession.  Immediately  behind  them,  on 
horseback,  came  the  Marshal  himself,  who 
was  attended  on  each  side  by  splendidly- 
dressed  footmen,  all  bearing  torches  ;  then 
came  a  hundred  gentlemen  of  the  Inns  of 
Court,  mounted  on  horses,  which,  together 
with  their  housings,  had  been  lent  by  the 
King  and  the  nobility;  these  gentlemen 
were  attired  in  dresses  of  the  most  costly 
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materials,  covered  with  gold  and  silver, 
^ach  one  was  attended  by  a  page  and  two 
lacqueys ;  twelve  trumpeters  in  gorgeous 
liveries  followed. 

Then  came  the  Anti-masque,*  which  was 
made  up  of  cripples,  'beggars,  and  tatterde- 
malions mounted  upon  the  most  wretched 
horses  that  could  be  found ;  and  these 
marched  to  the  music  of  keys  and  tongs ; 
after  them  came  men  on  horseback  playing 
upon  pipes  and  whistles,  in  imitation  of  the 
songs  of  birds,  and  these  were  succeeded  by 
the  Anti-masque  of  Birds,  which  consisted 
of  a  number  of  mounted  boys  dressed  like 
various  species  of  birds ;  there  was  also  a 
man  made  up  like  an  owl,  and  carried  in  an 
ivy-bush ;  these  also  were  attended  by 
footmen  bearing  torches.  Musicians  play- 
ing bagpipes  and  hornpipes,  ushered  in  the 


*  "  This,"  says  Disraeli,  ("  Curiosities  of  Literature,") 
■*'  was  a  humorous  parody  of  the  more  solemn  masque, 
and  sometimes  relieved  it." 
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Anti-masque  of  Projectors ;  this  was  a  sly 
satire  upon  certain  Scotch  inventors  who 
were  soHciting  the  Court  to  grant  them 
monopolies  of  their  inventions.  One  man 
rode  upon  a  very  large  horse,  which  he 
guided  by  a  very  small  bit,  and  wore  upon 
his  own  head  a  headstall  and  reins,  which 
signified  a  person  who  desired  a  patent  for 
a,  new  bit  which  was  to  make  unlawful  the 
use  of  all  others ;  another  wore  a  bunch  of 
<3arrots  upon  his  head,  to  burlesque  another 
projector  who  desired  to  take  out  a  patent 
for  fattening  capons  only  on  carrots. 

Now  came  the  Grand  Masque.  First 
marched  the  King's  chief  musicians,  attired 
•as  heathen  priests.  Then  a  large  chariot 
drawn  by  six  horses,  in  which  were  twelve 
persons  attired  as  gods  and  goddesses ; 
then  six  musicians ;  a  second  chariot,  like 
the  former,  six  more  musicians,  each  chariot 
attended  by  the  usual  torch-bearers,  and 
then  the  first  chariot  of  the  grand  masquers. 
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This,  like  the  others,  was  of  the  Roman  form, 
and  was  most  exquisitely  painted,  the  pre- 
vailing colour  being  crimson,  embellished  with 
silver ;  it  was  drawn  by  four  horses  abreast, 
covered  to  the  heels  in  cloth  of  tissue  of' 
crimson  and  silver,  and  upon  their  heads 
and  buttocks  were  plumes  of  red  and  white 
feathers ;  the  coachman  was  attired  in  the 
same  colours,  and  of  the  same  was  even  his 
whip,  and  the  cushion  on  which  he  sat.  In 
the  chariot  sat  four  gentlemen  of  Gray's 
Inn,  in  cloth  of  tissue  encrusted  with  silver 
spangles,  attended  by  four  footmen  in 
crimson  and  silver  liveries.  After  these 
followed  six  musicians,  and  then  the  gentle- 
men of  the  Middle  Temple  in  a  chariot  of 
blue  and  silver,  with  trappings,  Hveries, 
and  dresses  to  match  ;  to  these  succeeded 
the  members  of  the  Inner  Temple,  and 
fourth,  and  last,  those  of  Lincoln's  Inn, 
which  terminated  the  procession. 

The   effect   of  this  spectacle  as  viewed 
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from  the  windows  of  Whitehall,  was  in- 
describably picturesque  and  magnificent. 
Hundreds  of  torches,  flashing  upon  glit- 
tering gold,  silver,  and  gems,  upon  brilliant 
colours  and  gorgeous  liveries,  upon  a  mul- 
titude of  faces,  rendered  the  still  clear 
summer  night  as  bright  as  noonday ;  the 
braying  of  trumpets,  mingled  with  the 
uncouth  music  of  the  Anti-masque,  and  the 
delighful  strains  of  the  King's  musicians, 
the  trampHng  of  the  horses,  the  buzz  of  the 
spectators,  and  the  ringing  cheer  of  the 
masquers  as  they  approached  the  Palace, 
formed  a  scene  of  bewildering  excitement. 

So  impressed  were  the  royal  spectators 
that  the  King  commanded  the  procession 
to  pass  round  by  the  tilt-yard,  a  view  of 
which  was  commanded  from  the  opposite 
windows,  and  parade  twice  round  it. 

At  length  aU  had  taken  their  places,  and 
then  the  masque  commenced. 

The  curtains  opened  upon  an  elaborate 
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set-scene — an  open  place  upon  which  were 
built  out  palaces,  porticoes,  houses,  and  in 
the  extreme  background,  in  the  midst  of  a 
garden-like  landscape,  the  Forum  of  Peace. 
After  the  appearance  of  several  allegorical 
<;haracters,  who  spoke  and  sang,  this  changed 
to  the  interior  of  a  tavern  divided  into 
drinking-rooms,  and  upon  the  windows  of 
which  was  reflected  the  red  glare  of  the 
setting  sun.  And  here  came  on  the  rabble 
rout  of  the  Anti-masque,  the  gambols  of 
whom  very  much  resembled  the  comic 
scene  of  a  Christmas  pantomime.  This  was 
closed  in  by  a  woody  landscape,  in  which 
the  Anti-masque  of  birds  went  through 
some  grotesque  movements  and  dances. 
When  this  was  over,  the  stage  was 
darkened.  Then  in  the  highest  part  of 
the  heavens  there  broke  a  whitish  cloud, 
out  of  which  came  forth  a  golden  chariot 
of  exquisite  workmansliip,  in  which  sat 
Peace.       When    it    had    descended,    the 
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goddess  stepped  out  and  sang  two  songs. 
After,  there  appeared  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  heavens  a  crimson  cloud,  which  dis- 
closed a  silver  chariot  bearing  Ennoma,  or 
Law,  clad  in  a  purple  satin  robe,  studded 
with  golden  stars,  and  a  mantle  of  carna- 
tion laced  with  gold.  When  she  had  sung, 
the  middle  heavens  showed  a  cloud  of  pale- 
blue,  and  a  third  chariot,  in  which  reposed 
the  figure  of  Justice.  After  these  per- 
sonages had  sung  a  trio,  the  scene  again 
changed,  showing  sixteen  masquers  dressed 
in  carnation  and  silver,  pyramidically  ar- 
ranged upon  terraces  rising  one  above  the 
other ;  over  their  heads  was  an  arbour  of 
green  trees,  between  the  branches  of  which 
could  be  seen  glimpses  of  blue  sky.  More 
singing,  and  another  comic  interlude  by  the 
Anti-masque.  After  this  came  darkness,  a 
sombre  sky,  out  of  which  shone  the  new 
moon,  and  a  faint  light  in  the  east  har- 
bingered   the   breaking   day.      While   the 
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Spectators  were  contemplating  this  picture, 
there  arose  a  thick  vapour,  out  of  which 
gradually  developed  the  form  of  a  young 
girl  clad  in  dark-blue,  showered  with  silver 
spangles ;  in  her  hand  she  held  a  dimly 
burning  torch  ;  this  figure  represented  the 
Dawn.  After  delivering  a  long  poetical 
speech,  the  cloud  bore  her  out  of  sight. 
And  this  was  the  end. 

Then  the  company,  to  the  strains  of  a 
grand  march,  left  the  hall,  and  proceeded 
to  an  apartment,  where  a  magnificent 
banquet  awaited  them. 

Here  again  the  display  was  superb,  both 
in  beauty  and  magnificence.  Tables  groan- 
ing beneath  massive  and  yet  exquisitely- 
fashioned  plate  ;  dishes,  the  rarity  of  which 
would  not  have  shamed  the  board  of  an 
Apicius  or  LucuUus,  and  would  have  been 
scarcely  more  grateful  to  modern  palates  ; 
from  these  arose  an  odour,  pleasant  to  the 
nostrils   of  the  epicures  of  that  day,  the 
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•odour  of  musk  and  ambergris,  wliich, 
together  with  magesterial  of  pearl,  were 
freely  mixed  both  with  food  and  wine. 
Servants  in  every  variety  of  picturesque 
costume  waited  upon  the  guests.  There 
were  two  long  tables  down  each  side  of  the 
apartment  for  the  general  company ;  on  a 
dais  at  the  further  end  of  the  room  sat  the 
King  and  Queen  at  a  table  of  soHd 
silver,  with  every  appointment  equally 
splendid.  Strains  of  delicious  and  volup- 
tuous music  accompanied  the  change  of 
each  course,  and  although  we  might  con- 
sider in  these  days  of  gas  and  electricity 
the  illumination  somewhat  dun,  yet  the 
numerous  waxen  lights  twinkling  like  stars 
in  their  golden  and  silver  girandoles  and 
candelabra  produced  a  very  beautiful 
effect. 

As  Wentworth  cast  his  eyes  around  this 
splendid  scene,  he  could  not  but  perceive 
how  greatly  the  Court  had  advanced,  both 
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in  taste  and  luxury,  during  the  com- 
paratively short  interval  that  had  elapsed 
since  he  had  last  mingled  in  its 
gaieties.  Many  new  modes  and  splen- 
dours had  been  introduced  by  Charles 
and  Buckingham  from  Spain,  after  their 
visit;  and  Spain,  which  had  only  just  passed 
the  meridian  of  its  grandeur,  then  gave  the 
tone  and  the  fashion  to  all  Europe ;  its 
manners,  its  costumes,  its  gallantries,  om- 
niscient in  France,  were  also  largely  affected 
in  this  country.  He  also  could  not  help 
observing  a  yet  more  pleasing  change  in 
the  superior  purity  and  refinement  of 
manners.  There  was  a  coarseness  and  a 
licentiousness  in  the  habits  of  the  females 
of  the  Court  of  James  which  had  almost 
entirely  disappeared  under  the  more  de- 
corous rule  of  his  successor.  The  pohshed 
manners  of  Charles  himself,  and  the  strict 
purity  of  his  morals,  although  they  could 
not  eradicate  vice,  had  done  much  by  force 
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of  example,  and  made  at  least  outward 
decency  a  necessity  to  all  who  would  enjoy 
the  royal  countenance. 

Yet  after  their  Majesties  had  retired,  the 
festivity  became  warm  and  free,  and  there 
were  many  beautiful  faces  that  owed  their 
£ush  to  a  too  free  indulgence  in  the  wine- 
cup,  and  jests  were  bandied  from  lip  to 
lip,  and  listened  to  gleefully,  that  would 
very  much  disconcert  our  modern  notions 
of  propriety. 

Wentworth,  however,  withdrew  very 
soon  after  the  exit  of  royalty.  But  not 
before  he  had  been  caught  in  the  syren 
toils  of  Lady  Carlisle,  and  made  to  promise 
that  he  would  pay  her  a  visit  on  the  fol- 
lowing day. 


(M^^^'-ft 


& 


.^ 


VOL.  II. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE   SONG   OF   THE   SYREN. 

She  was  alone  when  he  arrived,  and  never 
had  she  looked  more  beautiful ;  her  toilette 
was  the  very  perfection  of  that  studied 
negligence  which  employs  and  yet  conceals 
art.  The  apartment  in  which  she  received 
him  was  most  elegantly  appointed ;  luxu- 
rious in  couches,  carpets,  laces,  pictures, 
mirrors,  cabinets,  silk,  and  velvet ;  yet  the 
most  refined  taste  and  the  strictest  atten- 
tion to  harmony  of  form  and  colour  charac- 
terised all. 

Such  refinements  were  almost  unknown 
both  in  England  and  France  in  those  days, 
and  were  common  nowhere  in  Europe  ex- 
cept among  the  voluptuous  Courts  of  Italy. 
Italian  looms  alone   could  produce   those 
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gorgeous  satins  and  velvets,  and  the  skill 
of  Italian  artificers  alone  could  fashion 
those  polished  mirrors,  that  exquisite 
orfevrerie,  and  those  elegant  forms  of  furni- 
ture. How  striking  and  novel  such  inno- 
vations were  to  those  accustomed  to  the 
gaunt,  bare  apartments,  with  their  pon- 
derous, ungraceful,  and  comfortless  oaken 
ftimiture  and  uncarpeted  floors,  of  even, 
noble  mansions,  both  in  town  and  country,, 
can  scarcely  be  appreciated  by  us,  among 
whom  such  eleo^ancies  are  the  rule  instead 
of  the  exception.  All  men  of  taste  have 
sometliing  of  the  Sybarite,  and  Went- 
worth  was  far  from  insensible  to  the  secret 
charm  of  the  place,  or  of  its  presiding 
deity. 

"  You  are  indeed  good  to  give  me  so- 
early  a  visit,"  was  her  first  greeting,  as  she 
held  out  her  beautiful  white  hand  and  met 
his  with  the  gentlest  pressure. 

She  seated  herself  upon   a   couch,   and 

2—2 
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invited  him  to  take  a  place  beside  her. 
The  conversation  turned  upon  the  insult 
^offered  to  the  Queen. 

''  The  fellow  should  have  been  arrested, 
set  in  the  pillory,  and  his  ears  cropped," 
she  said.  "  If  the  King  would  be  absolute, 
he  must  show  these  malcontents  he  has 
the  resolution  and  power  to  be  so.  Why 
do  you  exile  yourself  among  those  northern 
savages,  when  there  is  so  much  greater 
need  of  your  presence  in  London  ?  If  the 
heart  be  diseased,  the  whole  body  is  in 
danger." 

"I  shall  henceforth  probably  be  more 
^t  Court  than  heretofore,"  he  answered. 

"I  rejoice  to  hear  it,"  she  replied, 
•earnestly.  "  The  bustle  and  change  of 
scene  will  distract  your  mind  from  that 
affliction  whose  heavy  hand  is  only  too 
visible  in  your  pale  cheek  and  hollow  eyes. 
But  it  could  not  be  less  for  so  incomparable 
a  woman." 
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*'  Incomparable  indeed !"  he  cried, 
warmly. 

Most  eloquently  and  artfully  did  tlie 
syren  descant  upon  the  virtues  of  a  lady  of 
whom  she  knew  little,  and  whom  she  had 
hated  in  life  as  the  rival  who  had  won  from 
her  the  man  she  loved  ;  but  she  knew  it 
was  the  surest  road  to  the  widower's  heart, 
and  she  lingered  over  the  picture  of  his 
past  happiness  until  tears  filled  his  proud 
eyes. 

"  Methinks  I  could  be  content  to  be  in 
my  grave  if  I  could  know  such  tears  as 
yours  were  falling  upon  it,"  she  said,  in  a 
tone  of  the  deepest  melancholy.  "  I  have 
never  known  what  it  is  to  be  loved 
absolutely,  tenderly;  through  all  my  Hfe 
I  have  yearned  for  that  love,  God  only 
knows  how  passionately ;  but  such  has 
never  been  my  lot — never  will  be  now." 

She  was  not  acting  in  these  words — they 
were  a  genuine  outburst  from  her  heart. 
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and  Wentworth  felt  their  genuineness  in 
all  its  force  in  Lis  present  all-sympathising 
mood.  A  tear  trembled  on  the  ends  of  her 
long  eyelashes,  her  face  was  full  of  emotion ; 
as  he  gazed  upon  it,  its  beauty  thrilled 
him  with  a  pitying  tenderness,  and  his 
memory  leaped  back  to  those  days  when  he 
had  loved  this  woman,  then  a  wayward 
girl.  But  plain  Sir  Thomas  Wentworth 
was  no  match  for  Lucy  Percy,  as  her 
relations  had  haughtily  informed  him. 

"  And  yet  it  might  have  been,"  he  said, 
after  a  pause,  involuntarily  uttering  the 
thoughts  uppermost  in  his  mind. 

"  I  know  it,"  she  cried,  eagerly,  "  and 
that  is  the  secret  grief  which  has  ever  since 
been  gnawing  my  heart.  My  father  and 
brothers  crushed  it ;  and  I,  j)oor  silly  fool, 
yielded  only  too  readily  to  their  persua- 
.sions,  not  knowing  what  a  precious  thing 
I  was  casting  aside. " 

His   memory  was    busy   with  that    old 


CHAP.  IV.]         THE  SONG  OF  THE  SYREN.  23 

time,  and  every  incident  connected  with. 
that  old  love,  which  he  had  behoved  to 
have  long  since  crumbled  into  dust,  was 
passing  vividly  before  his  mind's  eye. 
Instinctively  his  fingers  closed  upon  her 
hand,  which  lay  so  temptingly  near  liis  ; 
the  tear-stained  face,  pale  with  emotion, 
and  fiill  of  appealing  sadness,  was  almost 
pressed  against  his  shoulder.  By  a  resist- 
less impulse  he  stooped  his  head  and  kissed 
her. 

But  the  touch  of  those  hps,  that  sent  a 
fire  through  his  blood,  recalled  him  on  the 
instant.  He  rose  from  his  seat,  walked  to 
the  window,  drew  aside  the  half- drawn 
curtains,  and  looked  out. 

For  a  second.  Lady  CarHsle  remained  as 
he  had  lefb  her,  with  glowing  cheeks,  and 
all  a-tremble  with  pleasure.  Then  she  also 
rose,  knowing  the  spell  was  broken  for 
that  day,  and  that  any  attempt  to  re- weave 
it  would  be  most  impoHtic. 
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With  all  a  clever  womans  tact,  she 
turned  the  subject  back  to  politics  as  un- 
embarrassedly  as  though  nothing  had  oc- 
curred. But  Wentworth,  whose  mind  had 
been  too  deeply  moved  by  conflicting 
emotions,  could  not  so  easily  recover  calm- 
ness, and  fearful  of  trusting  himself  any 
longer  within  the  syren's  spell,  made  a 
somewhat  abrupt  adieu,  and  departed. 
He  was  annoyed  with  himself  for  having 
been  betrayed  into  a  momentary  weakness, 
but  her  beauty  and  fascination,  and  above 
all,  her  pretended  sympathy,  had  cast  a 
glamour  over  his  senses,  to  which  he  had 
yielded,  to  which  he  would  probably  yield 
again  did  he  come  mthin  its  influence. 

When  he  had  gone,  she  fell  back  upon 
the  couch  and  gave  herself  up  to  a  dehcious 
reverie,  in  which  the  whole  scene  was"  acted 
over  again.  Then  she  rose,  and  gazed  at 
herself  in  one  of  the  Venetian  mirrors.  It 
was   a   scrutinising,    critical    glance,    that 
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gradually  relaxed  into  an  expression  of 
complacent  satisfaction. 

"  Yes,  I  look  very  beautiful  to-day,"  she 
murmured ;  "  and  I  shall  win  him  back. 
That  kiss  has  bound  him  to  me  evermore. 
Such  a  man  is  worth  the  winning.  And 
am  not  I  worthy  of  him  V — and  she  cast 
another  proud  glance  at  her  lovely  face  and 
superb  figure.  "  There  are  scores  of  the 
noblest  and  handsomest  men  of  the  land 
that  I  could  bring  to  my  feet  by  one  look 
of  invitation ;  but  he  will  soon  be  the 
greatest  of  all,  the  foremost  man  in  Eng- 
land. I  love  him — yes,  I  do  love  him,  and 
I  must  win  him  !" 

She  again  raised  her  eyes  to  the  mirror  ; 
but  it  was  not  upon  her  own  reflection 
they  fell  this  time,  but  upon  features 
white  with  passion. 

With  an  exclamation  of  terror  she 
turned,  and  saw  Pym  standing  in  the 
doorway. 
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*'  Do  not  let  me  disturb  your  contempla- 
tion and  soliloquy,"  lie  said,  mockingly ; 
"  I  protest  you  are  looking  wondrous  hand- 
some to-day.  My  Lord  Wentworth  must 
have  been  colder  than  ice,  had  he  not 
melted  before  those  glowing  cheeks,  those 
sparkling  eyes !" 

Lady  CarUsle  was  for  a  moment  too 
disconcerted  to  make  a  reply.  But  her 
courage  soon  rose  to  the  situation,  and 
turning  upon  him  haughtily,  she  said — 
''  So  you  have  been  playing  the  eaves- 
dropper ?" 

"  By  accident.  I  was  seeking  you,  and 
as  I  came  to  the  door  I  heard  a  man's 
voice ;  I  listened  for  a  moment,  and  fancied 
I  heard — a  kiss  !  upon  which  I  dis- 
creetly retired  to  watch  the  departure  of 
this  favoured  lover.  When  I  returned,  I 
heard  you  venting  your  satisfaction  in 
soliloquy.  It  is  a  dangerous  practice  ;  let 
me  warn  you  against  it  for  the  future." 
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"  And  how  have  you  dared  approach 
my  private  chamber  without  being  an- 
nounced V 

"  Because  I  have  dared  many  a  time 
before,  unchecked  and  unchided/'  he 
answered,  insolently. 

There  was  a  pause,  and  the  man  and 
woman  regarded  each  other  as  though 
measuring  one  another's  strength  for  the 
coming  combat. 

"  How,  or  in  what  have  I  given  you  the 
right,  Mr.  Pym,  to  call  me  to  account  for 
the  guests,  or  even  the  lovers,  I  choose  to 
entertain  T  demanded  the  lady,  opening  the 
battle  with  defiant  hauteur. 

"  The  right  that  one  lover  usually  claims 
to  object  to  a  second,"  he  answered, 
l)luntly. 

"  Indeed  !  It  is  news  to  me  that  you 
^re  my  lover." 

"  Bah  !  let  us  have  no  sophistry.  It  is 
true  you  have  never  compromised  yourself, 
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but  you  have  knowu  the  meaning  of  my 
devotion  as  well  as  I  have  myself." 

"I  receive  such  devotion  from  all  who 
approach  me  ;  all  men  give  me  homage  and 
talk  love  to  me — it  is  the  fashion — and  all 
are  ecj^ually  mdilferent  to  me." 

"So  you  may  construe  the  fulsome 
flatteries  of  the  feather-headed  Court 
popinjays,  but  not  the  words  of  such  men 
as  I,  who  speak  only  from  the  heart  or 
brain." 

'•  You  pay  a  compliment  to  my  know- 
ledge of  human  nature,  fai'  higher  than  I 
deserve."  * 

She  was  half-reclining  upon  a  couch 
near-  the  window,  daintily  fanning  herself, 
and  speaking  in  a  tone  of  cold  irony  that 
was  lash i no-  him  to  furv. 

''fee ware,"  he  cried,  "how  you  mock 
me  !  I  am  no  silken  fopling  to  be 
encouraged,  cajoled,  used  as  a  tool, 
and    then    thrown    aside,    like    a    soiled 
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glove.  Beware  -how  you  provoke  rny 
hate." 

"  Do  you  threaten  ?"  she  exclaimed, 
rising  suddenly,  and  confronting  him  with 
eyes  that  flashed  as  fiercely  as  his  own. 

"  Ay ;  and  I  will  do !  You  love  this 
renegade — this  traitor — this  man  whom  I 
hate  with  all  my  soul,  whose  destruction  I 
have  sworn.  You  love  him  because  he  is 
great  and  powerful — because  you  believe  he 
will  be  a  second  Buckingham ;  you  would 
love  a  blackamoor  or  a  bandit  chief,  and 
glory  in  it  if  he  T^as  famous,  for  you  are  all 
vanity  !  Much  love  you  would  have  given 
to  plain  Sir  Thomas  Wentworth.  banned 
by  the  Court !  Be  Lady  Wentworth,  revel 
in  your  high-blown  pride  till  the  wind-bag 
«hall  burst,  and  you  fall  to  ruin  !" 

Alternately  pale  and  red,  but  never 
flinching  before  the  savage  intensity  of  the 
man,  although  her  heart  was  sinking  with 
vague  terrors,   she   could    yet   sufficiently 
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control  herself  to  preserve  the  outward 
seeming  of  courage  and  dignity. 

"  You  are  an  insolent  coward  to  address 
such  language  to  a  ladj  of  my  birth,"  she 
said.  "  Poor,  presuming  fool !  did  you 
imagine  because  you  have  won  some  favour 
with  the  mob,  that  you  could  raise  your 
arrogant  eyes  to  me,  a  daughter  of  the 
house  of  Percy  ?" 

She  had  struck  home  this  time.  Like 
all  men  who  rave  against  the  distinctiona 
of  birth,  only  because  they  cannot  claim 
them,  Pym  was  most  sensitive  to  such 
scorn  as  this,  and  his  voice  shook  with 
passion  as  he  answered — 

"  Before  many  years  have  passed  away, 
you  self-styled  great  ones  of  the  world 
will  curse  your  noble  birth,  for  it  shall  be 
a  bane,  a  brand  of  Cain  to  you,  marking 
you  out  for  destruction.  Your  reign  has 
been  a  long  one,  but  it  is  dravdng  to  a 
close,  and  may  you  Hve  to  see  it  1" 
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"  You  have  spoken  words/'  she  answered, 
''  that  were  I  to  call  in  a  guard,  woiild  send 
you  to  the  Tower." 

''  Charles  Stuart  would  not  dare  to  touch 
a  hair  of  my  head,"  replied  Pym,  arro- 
gantly. 

"  Were  I  to  reveal  all  I  know  of  your 
plots  and  intrigues,  no  other  course  would 
be  open  to  him,"  she  retorted,  meaningly. 

He  changed  colour. 

''  Now  mark  me,"  she  went  on,  observing 
her  advantage  and  pressing  it;  "speak 
abroad  one  word  of  what  has  passed 
between  us  this  day — one  word  against  my 
reputation,  or  seek  to  thwart  me  in  any 
way — and  I  will  give  the  King  such  clues 
as  will  scatter  dismay  and  destruction  among 
your  confederates." 

The  man  was  at  bay  ;  the  woman  had 
won  the  battle  after  all. 

"  Silence  for  silence ;  is  it  a  bargain  ?" 
she  demanded,  after  a  pause. 
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He  folded  his  arms  upon  his  broad  chest, 
and  regarded  her  for  several  seconds  with 
a  long  steady  look,  out  of  which  all  passion 
had  vanished,  but  the  compressed  lips  and 
lowering  brows  told  how  treacherous  was 
this  sudden  calm. 

"  I  deserve  this  check,"  he  said,  at  last, 
*'  for  being  such  an  ass  as  to  put  confidence 
in  a  woman's  honour." 

*'  And  now,  sir,  you  can  go,"  she  resumed, 
her  face  Ht  up  with  triumph  and  scorn. 
"  If  we  encounter  in  public,  my  demeanour 
will  be  unchanged  ;  I  trust  you  will  observe 
the  same  policy.  In  private  we  meet  no 
more. " 

"  You  use  your  victory  like  all  fools  and 
women — ^mercilessly — rashly.  Make  the 
most  of  it ;  it  will  be  brief,"  he  said,  as  with 
a  parting  glance  of  bitterness  he  quitted 
the  room. 

When  he  was  gone  her  overstrained 
nerves   gave  way,    and    her   sex   asserted 
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itself.  She  knew  that  should  Wentworth 
discover  that  she  had  coquetted  mth  Pym, 
so  far  as  to  foster  a  belief  in  him  that  he 
was  a  chosen  suitor,  there  would  be  an  end 
to  all  her  hopes ;  a  man  so  proud,  so  ex- 
quisitely sensitive  in  all  things  touching 
his  honour,  would  shrink,  however  strong 
might  be  his  love,  from  any  woman  upon 
earth  whose  name  could  be  tarnished 
by  the  breath  of  scandal.  Pym  would  be 
henceforth  her  deadliest  enemy,  for  there 
is  no  hate  so  bitter  as  that  born  of  love  ; 
and  her  knowledge  of  his  secrets  was  too 
slight  to  hold  him  long  in  subjection.  As 
it  has  been  before  intimated,  she  made  her 
house  the  resort,  not  only  of  poets  and 
artists,  but  also  of  political  factions  ;  her 
restless,  vain,  ambitious  mind  loved  the 
excitement  of  such  intrigues,  which  gave 
her  an  importance  among  men  of  all  classes, 
and  she  could  not  endure  that  one  scene 
of  the  great  drama  which  was  being  acted 
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^iround  her,  whether  the  characters  therein 
were  nobles  or  plebeians,  should  pass 
without  her  presence.  She  had  lured  Pym, 
in  his  moments  of  infatuation,  to  speak 
more  freely  of  the  doings  and  prospects  of 
his  party  than  was  consonant  with  prudence, 
but  scarcely  sufficient  to  seriously  com- 
promise it ;  although  by  betraying  his  con- 
fidences to  the  King  she  might  somewhat 
embarrass  its  future  proceedings. 

No  time  must  be  therefore  lost  in  en- 
deavouring to  so  far  entangle  Wentworth 
in  her  toils  that  he  would  find  it  impossible 
to  extricate  himself,  even  should  an  explo- 
sion come. 


ISiii^- 


CHAPTEE  y. 

THE   SECRET   MEETING. 

That  busy  and  thickly-populated  neigh- 
bourhood of  Westminster  still  known  as 
Tothill  Fields,  was  in  the  time  of  Charles 
the  First  a  dreary,  houseless  flat,  not  safe 
for  unarmed  men  to  cross  after  nightfall  on 
account  of  the  many  footpads  that  lurked 
about  it.  In  the  centre  was  a  mall,  where 
the  Westminster  School  boys  used  to  dis- 
port themselves  in  the  summer  afternoons. 
It  was  also  a  favourite  rendezvous  for 
duels,  and  many  a  gallant  life  had  there 
been  given  up  for  some  trifling  cause  that 
came  within  the  high-strained  code  ot 
honour  of  the  day.  A  few  scattered  houses 
of  some  antiquity  fringed  the  north-western 
boundary  of  this  waste;  beyond  these  all 
was  open  country  to  the  village  of  Chelsea 
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It  was  to  one  of  these  houses,  a  large 
gloomy  looking  mansion,  that  had  been 
built  before  Tudor  or  Stuart  had  sat  upon 
the  English  throne,  and  which  was  now 
falling  into  decay,  that  Pym  directed  his 
steps  after  dark  upon  the  same  day  of  the 
scene  with  Lady  Carlisle.  The  house  was 
owned  by  his  friend  Bastwick,  and  was  a 
secret  meeting-place  of  the  more  advanced 
and  fanatical  of  the  ParHamentary  and 
Puritan  party.  From  these  gatherings 
were  sent  forth  spies  and  agents  to  foment 
the  ever-increasing  disaffection  of  the  people; 
and  here,  within  almost  bow-shot  of 
Whitehall,  were  hatched  those  plots  and 
schemes  which  culminated  in  the  re- 
bellion. 

Not  a  light  was  visible  from  the  fields, 
and  the  building  looked  uninhabited  as 
Pym  passed  through  the  open  gates  into 
the  courtyard,  and  up  to  a  lofty  perched 
doorway,  stumbling  all  the  way  over  the 
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broken  stones  that  lay  hidden  among  the 
high  tangled  grass. 

Three  peculiar  knocks  with  the  handle 
•of  his  sword  obtained  him  admission. 
Within,  all  was  pitch  dark. 

"  Who  is  it  ?"  demanded  a  voice. 

"Pym." 

" Enter,"  \\as  the  reply. 

Feeling  his  way  down  a  long  passage,  in 
which  there  was  no  glimmer  of  light,  and 
guided  by  a  murmur  of  voices,  he  pro- 
ceeded cautiously  until  his  hand  came  in 
contact  with  a  door.  Opening  this,  he  en- 
tered a  large  sombre-looking  apartment, 
the  furniture  of  which  consisted  only  of 
one  long  table  down  the  centre,  and  a  few 
-forms  and  benches  scattered  here  and 
there ;  a  lamp  suspended  from  the  ceiling 
did  little  to  dispel  the  obscurity  of  the 
vault- like  place.  There  was  a  number  of 
men,  all  plainly  dressed,  and  all  more  or 
-less  of  the  Puritan  type,  some  seated,  some 
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standing  in  groups,  all  in  earnest  conver- 
sation. 

But  above  all  other  voices  rose  that  of  a 
man  whose  costume  and  Geneva  band 
indicated  the  Nonconformist  minister.  He 
was  holding  forth  to  several  others  upon 
the  sinful  doings  of  the  Court — its 
patronage  of  players  and  artists,  in  which 
Charles  and  his  queen  were  likened  to 
the  Egyptians  and  the  Moabites,  and 
threatened  with  all  the  curses  that  fell 
upon  those  nations. 

"If  we  could  but  rid  ourselves  of  these 
fanatics  !"  observed  Pym,  in  a  low  voice,  to 
a  man  who  accosted  him  upon  his  entrance ; 
"  their  love  of  preaching  monopoHses  all  our 
time,  and  a  play  or  a  picture  is  to  them  a 
more  deadly  grievance  than  tonnage  or 
poundage." 

"  They  are  the  very  marrow  of  our 
party,  and  when  the  struggle  comes  they 
will  be  its  masters,"  was  the  reply. 
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''I  trust  not,"  answered  Pym,  frown- 
ingly,  "  for  that  would  be  to  exchange  one 
tyranny  for  a  worse.  Heaven  preserve  us 
from  fanaticism !" 

New  comers  continued  to  arrive ;  some 
of  them  had  evidently  travelled  a  distance  ; 
these  were  bearers  of  despatches,  which 
they  handed  to  Pym,  who  had  now  taken, 
his  seat  at  the  head  of  the  long  table, 
round  which  gathered  all,  except  the 
preacher,  who  still  continued  to  hold  forth 
to  two  or  three  auditors  ;  but  these  fell  off 
one  by  one  to  listen  to  the  papers  which 
Pym  was  reading  aloud  and  making  pass- 
ing comments  upon. 

They  were  reports  from  different  parts  of 
the  country  of  the  progress  of  the  popular 
party,  and  of  the  feelings  of  the  people. 
They  told  of  riots,  of  resistance  to  the 
levying  of  taxes,  of  widespread  disaffection, 
that,  like  a  smouldering  fire,  waited  but  a 
breath  to  fan  it  into  a  flame. 
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Some  of  the  more  eager  spirits  were  for 
immediate  action,  but  such  counsels  were 
vehemently  opposed  by  Pym. 

"That  would  be  to  throw  back  our 
hopes  for  years,"  he  cried.  ''  Day  by  day 
the  king's  necessities  will  force  him  to  new 
exactions,  new  acts  of  tyranny,  until  the 
whole  nation,  no  longer  able  to  endure  the 
burden,  will  rise  spontaneously.  We  have 
not  come  to  that  pass  yet.  Were  you  to 
raise  the  banner  of  rebelHon  now,  thou- 
sands of  the  clamourers  would  fall  away 
from  us.  Wait  until  the  iron  has  been 
driven  further  into  their  hearts.  I  find 
the  reports  from  the  North  are  the  least 
encouraging,  that  there  the  people  are  as 
subdued  as  beaten  curs ;  thanks,  of  course, 
to  my  Lord  President,  Charles  Stuart's 
iron  hand." 

"  A  knife  was  found  to  reach  Bucking- 
ham's heart,"  interposed  Savile,  "and  this 
despot   must   be   crushed   by   any  means, 
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fair  or  foul,  before  we  can  even  breathe 
freely." 

A  murmnr  of  applause  greeted  this 
speech. 

"By  any  means,  save  assassination,"  ob- 
served Pym,  emphatically.  "  The  dagger 
is  not  an  Englishman's  weapon,  and  a 
halter  is  the  only  fit  punishment  for  him 
who  uses  it." 

Then,  changing  his  tone  to  one  of  cy- 
nicism, he  observed, — 

"You,  Mr.  John  Savile,  were  a  courtier 
when  the  royal  sun  shone  upon  you ;  a 
patriot  now  its  beams  are  turned  another 
way."  Then  again  changing  his  tone  to 
blunt  frankness,  he  added,  "  Tush,  tush, 
man !  never  look  glum.  I  must  have  my 
jest ;  there  are  few  among  us  who  have  not 
turned  our  coats.  You  hate  Wentworth ; 
so  do  I ;  that  is  a  sufficient  bond  of  union 
between  us." 

At  that  moment  tliere  entered  two  new 
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comers,  who  were  no  other  than  Hornby 
and  Launcelot  FrankHn. 

"Gentlemen/'  said  the  first,  "I  bring 
you  a  recruit,  and  a  worthy  one,  Mr. 
Launcelot  Franklin/' 

Every  eye  was  turned  upon  the  young 
man  with  a  scrutinising  look. 

"Does  any  here  know  him,  besides 
yourself?"  demanded  Pym. 

The  soldier  glanced  among  the  company, 
until  his  eye  fell  upon  Savile,  who  had 
made  no  movement  to  respond  to  the  query. 

"  There  is  a  gentleman,"  he  said,  point- 
ing, "  who  cannot  have  forgotten  him.  But," 
he  added,  not  waiting  for  a  reply,  "you 
must  all  have  heard  of  Sir  Bichard  Frank- 
lin, his  father,  one  of  the  staunchest 
Puritans  in  the  shire  of  York.  Not,"  he 
muttered  aside,  "that  I  hold  that  to  be 
much  recommendation. " 

"  Is  not  Sir  Bichard  under  the  ministry 
of    that   precious    servant    of    the    Lord, 
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Ezekiel  Blatherwick  ?"  demanded  the 
preacher. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Launcelot. 

"Then  is  he  one  of  the  chosen.  Art 
thou  the  young  man  concerning  whom 
Ezekiel  did  write  to  me  as  one  Hkely  to 
enrol  himself  among  those  saints  in  the 
Lord  to  whom  it  is  my  precious  privilege  to 
expound  his  Holy  will  ?  I  am  Ishmael  Wolf." 

"  The  same,"  replied  Launcelot,  shortly. 

"And  wherefore  hast  thou  not " 

Here  Pym's  deep  voice  broke  in. 
"Enough,  enough,"  he  said,  impatiently, 
"  these  are  private  matters  which  you  can 
best  discuss  alone.  And  now,  young 
gentleman,  are  you  prepared  to  take  an 
oath,  to  help  with  your  best  power  the 
cause  of  liberty  and  parhamentary  govern- 
ment, and,  if  needs  be,  to  lay  down  life 
and  fortune  for  their  attainment  ?" 

'^  I  am,"  answered  Launcelot,  firmly. 

"Are  you  also  wilhng  to  take  an  oatL 
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2iever  to  reveal,  not  even  under  torture, 
tlie  names  of  any  personages  you  may  see 
here,  or  anything  you  may  hear  V 

"  I  am,"  was  again  the  answer. 

A  solemn  and  most  binding  oath  was 
then  administered  to  him.  Wolf  holding 
the  Bible,  and  dictating  the  words.  After 
this  the  suspended  discussion  was  resumed, 
and  plans  for  future  propagandism  discussed. 

"But  remember,"  said  Pym,  "no  word 
against  the  King ;  the  glitter  of  the  crown 
and  sceptre  still  dazzles  men's  eyes,  and 
surrounds  the  royal  person  with  a  glamour 
that  the  timid  mistake  for  a  holy  halo  ;  let 
all  your  cry  be  against  evil  counsellors, 
who  mislead  that  innocent  lamb,  Charles 
Stuart,  into  acts  of  tyranny." 

"  Once  impress  this  upon  the  people's 
minds,  and  they  will  hold  to  it  like  a  re- 
ligion, and  fall  back  from  us  when  we  show 
our  true  design,"  said  one. 

"Bah!"    repHed  Pym,  contemptuously; 
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"  when  the  rage  for  destruction  once  seizes 
upon  a  people,  it  is  hke  the  fury  of  a 
drunken  man,  it  knows  no  bounds,  and 
when  that  time  comes,  we  shall  be  the 
masters  to  impose  our  will." 

Soon  afterwards  the  meeting  broke  up, 
the  conspirators  leaving  the  house  at  in- 
tervals, one  by  one,  or  in  twos. 

"  Well,  and  what  think  you  of  the  men 
we  have  just  left  V  inquired  Hornby,  when 
they  were  alone. 

*'I  should  like  to  have  found  them  ac- 
tuated less  by  selfish  motives,  by  ambition, 
private  hatred,  greed,  and  sectarianism,'' 
replied  Launcelot.  "  It  seems  to  me  that 
few,  if  any,  there,  are  inspired  purely  and 
simply  by  hatred  of  tyranny  in  the  ab- 
stract, and  a  love  of  humanity.  But  all 
seem  eager  only  to  replace  one  despotism 
by  another.  What  I  long  to  find,  are  men 
passionate  only  to  lift  off  the  fetters  of  op- 
pression and  superstition  under  which  the 
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lowly  have  groaned  and  perished  through 
so  many  ages,  and  then,  like  Cincinnatus, 
go  back  into  their  humble  sphere  seeking 
no  rewards  beyond  the  blessings  of  man- 
kind, unless  called  to  command  by  the  uni- 
versal voice  of  their  fellow-citizens. " 

"  There  are  many  enthusiasts  Hke  your- 
self, but  yet  they  are  too  few  to  be  ever 
anything  but  a  hopeless  minority. 
Whether  monarchists  or  republicans,  the 
mass  of  mankind  will  seek  only  their  own 
aggrandisement,  calling  it  loyalty,  patriot- 
ism, and  such-like  pretty  names.  Man  is 
the  same  voluptuous,  luxurious,  avaricious, 
fighting  animal,  whether  he  be  monarchical 
or  repubhcan  ;  you  may  as  well  attempt  to 
wash  away  the  leopard's  spots  as  to 
cleanse  him  fi:om  his  favourite  vices ;  he  will 
ever  be  a  Sybarite  in  heart,  and  a  spiller 
of  blood  while  his  race  endures  ;  he  may  be 
improved,  but  can  never  be  transformed." 
"Yours   is   a  hopeless   philosophy/'  re- 
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sponded  Launcelot,  sadly.  ''If  it  be  the 
true  one,  all  our  aspirations  are  mere  Will- 
o'-the-wisps,  leading  us  into  quagmires, 
instead  of  bright  stars,  guiding  us  to  a  pro- 
mised land." 

"It  is  the  philosophy  of  all  men  who 
have  looked  upon  the  world  with  an  under- 
standing eye  as  many  years  as  I  have,"  re- 
plied Hornby.  "  Yet  it  is  not  so  hopeless 
as  you  think  it.  You  young  enthusiasts, 
who  look  upon  the  world,  not  with  an 
outer,  but  an  inner  eye,  that  magnifies  and 
transforms  every  object,  will  be  content 
with  nothing  short  of  perfection,  and 
believe  it  attainable.  But  we,  whom 
rough  usage  has  deprived  of  that  glamour, 
know  that  all  earthly  good  and  evil  are  but 
comparative." 

Launcelot  said  no  more ;  such  conversa- 
tions were  frequent  between  them,  and 
usually  ended  thus.  It  was  during  one  of 
these,  that  Hornby  had  proposed  to  ini- 
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tiate  him  into  a  league  of  which  he  had 
been  some  time  a  member.  Hence  their 
presence  at  Bastwick's  house.'' 

But  we  will  leave  them  now,  to  follow 
the  footsteps  of  two  other  persons  of  that 
assembly. 

When  Savile  had  risen  to  depart,  Pym 
touched  him  upon  the  arm,  saying,  "  I  will 
walk  with  you." 

"  You  know  this  youngster  who  took  the 
oath  to-night  ?"  he  observed,  as  they  walked 
across  the  fields. 

"Yes,''  replied  Savile,  indifferently. 

"  A  likely-looking  youth  enough ;  I  like 
his  looks — clean,  strong-made,  with  a  frank, 
handsome  face,  a  little  dreamy,  perhaps, 
but  full  of  high  courage." 

"Hum." 

"  So  he  is  no  favourite  of  yours  ?" 

"I  do  not  love  him.  We  quarrelled 
once  and  fought." 

"And  you  got  the  worst  of  it,  I  suppose?" 
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"  Not  I,  but  he  did.  I  laid  him  upon  a 
sick-bed  for  weeks." 

"  He  must  have  committed  some  grave 
fault  against  you  for  such  a  punishment 
not  to  appease  your  anger." 

"  It  was  not  that  the  fault  was  so 
great — truth  to  tell,  we  quarrelled  over  a 
wench." 

''  Oh,  oh  !  I  should  not  have  suspected 
my  modest-looking  gentleman  of  this." 

"  Hark  ye,  a  word  of  caution  ;  the  girl 
is  a  ward  of  Wentworth's.  This  Franklin 
was  once  on  great  terms  at  Woodhouse, 
until  his  father  on  account  of  this  wench 
forbade  his  visits  and  sent  him  abroad. 
Of  course  my  Lord  Lucifer  was  not  to  be 
outdone,  and  confirmed  the  prohibition. 
Since  then  there  has  been  a  distance  be- 
tween them,  or  there  is  sujpposed  to  be, 
for  anything  known  to  the  contrary ;  still 
I  would  have  you  keep  a  keen  eye  upon 
this  feUow,  as  having  once  been  the  friend 

VOL.   II.  4 
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of  Wentworth,   and  as  being  likely  to  be 
so  again." 

"  If  I  have  any  knowledge  of  faces,  I  do 
not  believe  there  is  any  treachery  in  that ; 
nevertheless,  your  warning  is  worth  re- 
membering and  shall  not  go  unheeded. 
But  who  is  this  ward  of  Wentworth's  ?  It 
is  the  first  time  I  have  heard  of  such  a 
person." 

''That  is  more  than  I  or  any  one  else 
can  explain ;  she  has  been  imder  his  care 
from  infancy." 

"  Her  name  T 

''Ethel." 

"  What  else  T 

"  That  is  the  only  one  she  bears." 

"What  account  does  he  give  him- 
self r' 

"He  has  never  deigned  to  "give  any, 
beyond  that  she  is  his  ward  and  the 
daughter  of  an  old  friend." 

"Probably  she  is  his  own  child." 
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''Some  have    thought   so;    but   she   is 
eighteen,  and  he  is  only  thirty-seven/' 

''There  have  been  fathers  as  young." 

"  Truly ;  but  I  scarcely  think  it  is  so." 

"  And  how  did  the  late  Lady  Wentworth 
behave  towards  her  ?" 

"As  an  elder  sister;  and  a  most  loving- 
one  too." 

"  Is  she  still  at  Woodhouse  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  under  the  protection  of  my  Lord 
President's  sister." 

"Well,  you  have  told  me  news.     And 
so  this  young  Frankhn  is  her  lover  ?" 

"He  would  fain  be  so." 

"  She  is  pretty,  then  ?" 

"  She  is  beautiful." 

For  a  few  moments  they  walked  on  in 
silence. 

"  By-the-by,"  said  Savile  presently,  "  you 
seem  to  know  the  man  who  was  with  him. 
Godfrey  —  Godfrey  what  is  his  name,, 
Hornby?" 
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"  Yes ;  I  have  known  him  many  years, 
and  under  different  circumstances." 

"  Then,  perhaps,  you  know  that  he  also 
is  an  occasional  visitor  at  Woodhouse  V 

"  Indeed  I     How  know  you  that  V 

^'I  myself  have  twice  seen  him  there." 

"Ah,  yes,  I  remember,"  muttered  Pym 
to  himself,  "  they  were  great  friends  once ; 
but  I  did  not  know  they  had  renewed 
acquaintance  since  his  return." 

"  'Tis  strange,  is  it  not,  that  both  these 
men  should  be  connected  with  Wentworth 
and  yet  league  themselves  with  us  ?  Have 
a  care,  friend  Pym,  that  we  bring  not 
treachery  amongst  us." 

"  I  would  stake  my  life  upon  the  faith 
of  Godfrey  Hornby.     But  here  our  paths* 
separate,  good  night." 

"  I  do  not  hke  that  fellow,"  mused  Pym 
when  he  was  alone ;  "  he  has  an  evil  and 
malignant  spirit ;  but  he  has  a  hatred  to 
Wentworth   equal   to   my   own,  and  that 


CHAP,  v.]  THE   SECRET  MEETING.  53 

would  reconcile  me  to  the  devil  himself.  He 
will  be  useful  to  me,  and  that  hatred  will 
keep  him  faithful  to  our  cause,  otherwise  I 
should  distrust  him.  But  this  girl,  who 
can  she  be  ?  If  this  could  be  turned  to 
any  account?  But  how?  There  are  dim, 
shadowy  thoughts  in  my  brain,  but  I 
cannot  yet  give  them  form." 


CHAPTEE  VI. 

THE   REVEALING   OF   A   SECEET. 

As  Pym  was  walking  down  the  Strand 
a  few  days  afterwards  he  encountered 
Hornby. 

'*  The  very  man  I  most  wished  to  meet," 
he  cried,  holding  out  his  hand. 

"  Indeed  I  We  are  well  met  then,"  re- 
plied the  soldier;  "and  what  is  the  weighty 
matter  between  us  ?" 

"  We  cannot  talk  here  in  the  open 
street ;  come  with  me  to  my  chambers, 
where  we  shall  not  be  interrupted." 

Pym  lived  in  Lincoln's  Inn,  and  occu- 
pied comfortable  and  excellently-furnished 
chambers  upon  the  first-floor  of  the  red 
brick  buildings  which  adjoin  the  Chancery 
Lane  Gateway,  and  which,  save  that  they 
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were  cleaner  and  newer,  presented  then  a  very 
similar  appearance  to  what  thej  do  at  the 
present  day.  When  they  were  seated,  he 
began  the  conversation  by  inquiring  what 
was  Hornby's  motive  for  bringing  Mr. 
Pranklin  into  their  society. 

"  Motive  !  None,"  answered  Hornby, 
with  a  look  of  surprise ;  ''  save  that  he  is 
a  young  enthusiast  brimming  over  with 
the  most  exalted  ideas  of  liberty,  repub- 
Hcanism,  and  the  perfectibility  of  man ; 
and  one  who  called  upon  in  a  just  cause 
would  be  ready  to  act  as  well  as  to  think  ; 
can  you  have  better  than  such  ?  These 
brave  young  bloods  are  far  more  worth 
than  your  canting  Puritans  and  disaffected 
courtiers,  who  have  no  thought  beyond 
cramming  their  fanaticism  down  other 
people's  throats,  and  of  plundering  their 
enemies." 

"  You  are  right.     Those  are  the  men  we 
want  to  balance  the  Puritans,  who  it  must 
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be  confessed  are  the  most  vigorous  of  our 
party.  You  have  but  confirmed  my  own 
impression  of  this  youngster.  But  it  was 
told  me  last  night  that  he  was  in  some  way 
connected  with  the  Wentworth  family.'' 

"  I  believe  he  has  some  foolish  fancy  for 
a  damsel  who  is  under  Lord  Wentworth's 
guardianship,"  rephed  Hornby,  carelessly. 

"I  did  not  know  that  you  kept  up 
your  old  correspondence  with  Wentworth," 
said  Pym. 

^'  I  understand  now  at  what  you  are 
aiming,"  said  Hornby  facing  round  and 
meeting  his  gaze  unflinchingly;  "some  time- 
server  has  been  hinting  to  you  doubts  of 
my  honour.  Bring  the  rascal  to  my  face, 
and  I'll  prove  it  upon  him  with  such  a 
sharp  and  forcible  argument" — grasping 
the  hilt  of  his  sword — ''as  shall  cure  him 
of  doubting  for  the  rest  of  his  days." 

"Nay,  my  old  friend,  do  not  be  so  irate; 
remember   in   these  troublous   times   men 
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cannot  be  over  nice  in  their  dealings  with 
each  other,  or  be  so  fearful  of  giving 
offence,  that  they  dare  not  utter  a  doubt 
when  the  certainty  might  send  their  heads 
to  the  block." 

"  I  have  visited  Wentworth  ;  may  do  so 
again,  without  choosing  to  render  up  an 
account  of  my  doings  to  any  man ;  and  the 
same  answer  will  serve  for  my  young  friend ; 
if  you  distrust  us  on  that  account,  and 
choose  to  beheve  every  cogging,  cozening 
knave  that  would  put  upon  honest  men 
the  treason  which  rankles  in  his  own 
thoughts,  why  do  so,  and  we  will  leave 
you  to  such,  and  wish  you  God  speed." 

"  Did  I  not  know  you  so  well  so  much 
indignation  for  a  trifle  would  be  to  me  more 
suspicious  than  all  I  have  heard,"  answered 
Pym,  gravely. 

"  What  have  you  heard?" 

"  No  more  than  I  have  told  you  ;  that 
you  have  been  a  recent  visitor  at  Went- 
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worth- Woodhouse  ;  that  Mr.  Frankhn  was 
once  a  favoured  guest,  and  that  he  is  still 
in  pursuit  of  a  certain  damsel  who  resides 
there.  Remember  it  is  not  your  old  friend 
Pym  who  is  speaking-  now  or  who  doubts 
your  truth,  but  a  man  to  whose  prudence 
the  fortunes  and  lives  of  many  men  and  the 
safety  of  a  great  cause  are  confided." 

Hornby  thoughtfully  pulled  his  moustache 
and  did  not  reply  for  some  little  time.  "You 
wish  for  some  explanation  of  these  visits," 
he  said  at  last. 

It  was  now  Pym's  turn  to  hesitate.  Had 
there  been  involved  in  the  answer  only  a 
solution  of  that  doubt  of  possible  treachery 
which  Savile  had  endeavoured  to  instil 
into  his  mind,  he  would  have  freely  answered 
No,  as  his  suspicions,  if  he  ever  had  any, 
were  now  quite  dissipated,  but  his  curiosity 
was  aroused  concerning  this  mysterious 
ward  of  whom  he  thought  Hornby  might 
be  able  to  give  some  account. 
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"  I  have  no  wish  to  force  you  to 
any  confession,"  he  ansv^ered  with  a 
shrug. 

Hornby  rose  from  his  seat,  went  over  to 
the  window,  and  stood  there  for  some 
minutes  nervously  playing  a  tattoo  upon 
the  glass  with  his  nails. 

*^Well,  well,  let  us  say  no  more  about 
it,"  said  Pym  at  last. 

"Not  so,"  answered  Hornby,  return- 
ing to  his  seat.  "  You  are  the  only  man 
in  England,  except  Wentworth,  who 
knows  me  for  what  I  am,  and  therefore 
there  is  no  reason  for  any  half  confidences 
between  us.  I  should  have  told  you  what 
I  am  about  to  tell  long  ago,  but  that  I 
hated  to  approach  the  subject.  You  know 
that  I  had  by  Lady  Ehodes,  my  wife,  two 
children  :  a  boy  who  died  in  his  infancy — 
thank  God  ! — and  a  girl  who  was  also  sup- 
posed to  have  died." 

"  Supposed  to  have  died?"  observed  Pym, 


60  MUTTERINGS  OF  THE  TEMPEST.       [book  lYe- 

who  was  listening  with  the  most  earnest 
interest  to  his  words. 

"  Aj,  but  for  that  I  have  not  to  thank 
God,  would  I  had !  She  was  but  a  twelve- 
month old  when  that  woman  left  me,  and 
was  her  living  image.  I  used  after  that  to 
sit  her  upon  my  knee,  and  scrutinise  her 
features  almost  by  the  hour  together,  trying 
to  trace  some  resemblance,  however  faint, 
to  my  own  ;  we  were  as  unhke  as  man  and 
child  of  the  same  nation  could  be ;  but  I 
fancied  at  times  there  was  something  of  Ms 
look  in  her  face.  God  knows,  it  might  have 
been  only  imagination  ;  but  the  fancy  grew 
upon  me  until  I  could  no  longer  endure  the 
sight  of  the  child.  Perhaps  you  may 
remember  how  sensitive  I  was  in  my  young 
days  upon  honour  and  reputation." 

"  I  remember  you  as  the  most  hot-headed 
springald  that  ever  came  under  my  notice ; 
that  you  would,  as  Shakspeare  says, 
*  quarrel   with   a   man   for   cracking    nuts 
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because  tliy  eyes  were  hazel/ "  observed 
Pym,  shrugging  his  shoulders. 

"  You  can  understand  then  what  I  suf- 
fered under  the  foulest  dishonour  that  can 
befall  a  man.  Could  I  have  traced  them, 
there  would  have  been  no  word  spoken ;  I 
should  have  killed  them  on  the  instant,  and 
trampled  them  beneath  my  feet  until  I  had 
crushed  out  every  semblance  of  humanity 
and  rendered  their  bodies  as  loathsome  as 
their  souls." 

He  uttered  these  words  with  a  savage 
fury  that  told  how  little  time  had  softened 
the  memory  of  his  wrongs,  and  how  relent- 
lessly he  would  still  revenge  them. 

''  So  bloody  were  my  thoughts  that  at 
times  I  could  scarcely  restrain  myself  from 
passing  my  sword  through  the  poor  helpless 
child  who,  terrified  at  my  fierce  looks,  used 
to  tremble  and  cry  whenever  I  came  near 
it.  This  to  my  heated  fancy  was  proof 
beyond  dispute  that  she  was  no  flesh  of 
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mine  ;  and,  to  save  myself  from  the  crime 
the  devil  was  ever  prompting  me  to  commit, 
I  resolved  to  put  it  away  from  me.     You 
know  that  I  and  Thomas  Wentworth  were 
fellow-students  at  college.     In  my  trouble 
he  was  the  truest  and  most  pitiful  of  my 
friends,  and  thus  I  made  him  the  confidant 
of  all  my  agony,  doubts,   fears,  and  devil- 
promptings.       He  had  then  been  married 
two    or    three    years    to    Lord    Clifford's 
daughter,  and  had  no  children.     He  took  a 
fancy  to  this  child,  and  offered  to  adopt  it. 
I  at  once  assented,  and  to  rid  myself  for 
ever  of  this  doubtful   offspring,  signed   a 
formal   deed  by  which   I  relinquished  all 
claim  and  all  power  for  evermore  over  her, 
vesting  in  him  every  legal  and  natural  right. 
But  with  one  reserve.     I  made  him  take  a 
solemn  oath  never  without  my  permission  to 
reveal  to  her  or  any  other  living  soul  save  his 
wife,  from  whom  he  was  to  exact  an  equal 
binding  pledge,  the  name  of  her  parents  or 
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in  what  manner  she  came  into  his  hands. 
This  done,  having  spent  a  year  in  vainly 
searching  for  them,  I  went  abroad,  changed 
my  name,  and  you  know  the  rest.'' 

"  Then  this  girl  whom  Franklin  loves  is 
your  daughter,"  said  Pym,  slowly.  "Does 
he  know  it  ?" 

"  No,  nor  would  I  have  him  on  any 
account." 

''  Then  you  went  to  Wentworth  to  see 
her?" 

"  Ye — es,"  repKed  Hornby — by  which 
name  as  by  that  he  is  known  to  all  the 
other  characters  of  the  story,  we  shall  con- 
tinue to  distinguish  him — "  I  confess  to 
having  felt  a  curiosity  to  know  whether  she 
still  hved.  While  resting  at  an  inn  dming 
the  heat  of  the  day  I  overheard  high  words 
passing  between  three  young  men  touching 
a  young  demoiselle  living  under  Went- 
worth's  protection.  Swords  were  drawn, 
a  meeting  arranged,  and  I  offered  myself 
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for  second  to  her  defender,  who  was  Laun- 
celot  Franklin.  I  had  guessed  who  the 
damsel  was.     Strange,  was  it  not  ?" 

"  Did  you  make  any  attempt  to  regain 
your  rights  over  her  ?" 

"  That  would  have  been  useless  even  had 
I  been  so  incHned,  for  had  I  not  irrecover- 
ably deprived  myself  of  them." 

"  You  speak  as  though  you  wished  you 
had  not." 

"  In  moments  of  weakness  I  sometimes 
think  I  might  have  been  too  hasty.  But 
what's  done  is  done,  and  there's  no  more  to 
be  said." 

"  Were  she  my  child  I  would  have  her 
back  did  I  so  desire  it,  in  spite  of  all  the 
bonds  in  the  world.  Does  Wentworth 
much  affect  her  T 

"  He  spoke  of  her  with  all  the  fondness 
of  a  father." 

''  A  father  !"  remarked  Pym  with  ashght 
sneer,  ^'he  has  scarcely  years  enough  for  so 
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tame  an  affection.     She  is  very  beautiful, 
I  hear." 

Hornby  winced,  and  a  shadow  fell  upon 
his  face. 

"And  you  have  never  heard  of  either 
of  them  f"  resumed  Pym,  abruptly  shift- 
ing the  subject  before  the  other  could 
reply. 

"  Never." 

"  By-the-by,  what  was  his  name  ?  I 
forget  it." 

"  Craston." 

"Ay,  I  remember  now,"  said  Pym,, 
thoughtfully,  "a  devil-may-care  fellow  ;  I 
methim  once  or  twice  when  neither  of  us  was 
in  very  reputable  company  Craston  ! — let 
me  think  ! — that  name  has  a  more  familiar 
sound  to  me  than  would  come  of  those 
times.  I  am  sure  I  have  heard  something 
about  it,  something  notable  too,  not  so  very^ 
long  ago." 

"  Think  ;  think  ;  rack  thy  memory,"  cried 
VOL.  n.  5 
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Hornby,  starting  to  his  feet,  "  give  me  but 
a  clue  to  him." 

"  Time  then  has  not  softened  your 
hate." 

"  No,  nor  would  eternity." 
.    ''  Then  you  would  still  kill  him  ?" 

"  I  would,  had  he  fifty  lives." 

''  And  what  of  her  r 

Hornby  paused  before  he  replied,  *'  I 
would  force  from  her  the  truth,  whether  the 
girl  is  or  is  not  my  child.  For  the  rest,  I 
cannot  tell.  But  can  you  not  remember 
how  you  have  heard  that  name  ?" 

"I  cannot  for  the  life  of  me  now, 
but  I  shall  ere  long.  Where  do  you 
lodge  r 

''I  am  to  be  heard  of  at  the  '  Cock/  in- 
Tothm  Street." 

*'  As  soon  as  I  can  trace  back  that 
memory  I  will  send  to  you." 

*'  Eemember,"  said  Hornby,  "  all  that  has 
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passed  between  us  is  in  strict  confidence  ; 
you  will  pledge  me  your  word  that  nothing 
of  it  ever  passes  your  lips." 

"Ida" 

And  shaking  hands  they  parted. 
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BOOK  THE   FIFTH. 
THE  PROMISE  TO  THE  DEAD. 


CHAPTEE    I. 

MEMORIES. 

Wentworth-Woodhouse  looked  little 
changed,  although  its  dear  mistress  slept  in 
her  tomb  ;  not  so  cheerfol,  for  the  servants 
wore  black  instead  of  their  handsome 
liveries,  and  it  lacked  that  sweet  noble 
face,  which  had  ever  cast  a  sunshine  over 
all,  and  whose  name  was  now  never  spoken 
save  in  a  softened  voice  and  with  a  moist' 
eye. 

In  her  place  had  come  a  quiet,  grave 
lady,  who  had  much  of  her  brother's 
haughty  reserve,  but  who  never  unbent  to 
familiarity  as  he  did,   and  whom  none  of 
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the  household  liked.  "  It  was  Ethel  who, 
in  so  far  as  her  age  and  position  were  able, 
had  taken  Lady  Wentworth's  place  in  all 
affections.  "  She  is  so  like  our  dear 
mistress  in  all  her  ways,"  the  domestics 
would  say. 

How  Ethel  had  grieved  for  her  great 
loss  need  not  be  dwelt  upon ;  it  seemed  to 
leave  her  alone  in  the  world — to  be  a  link 
snapt  out  of  her  existence.  There  was  not 
a  spot  in  the  old  house  that  was  not 
hallowed  to  her  by  remembrances ;  there 
was  not  a  patch  of  green  sward  in  the  old 
park  that  did  not  call  up  memories  of 
their  sweet  intercourse ;  wherever  her  eyes 
turned  or  her  foot  fell  the  spirit  of  the 
dead  was  about  her. 

Most  anxiously  had  she  looked  forward 
to  the  coming  of  Mistress  Elizabeth  Went- 
worth,  hoping  that  she  might  find  in  her 
some  consolation  in  her  bereavement. 
But  at  the  first  glance  at  that  dark  hand- 
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some  face  the  sympathies  that  were  ready- 
to  gush  forth  shrank  back  chilled  and  re- 
buked, and  the  unerring  instinct  of  a 
highly-sensitive  nature  taught  her  there 
was  little  in  common  between  them.  The 
alliance  with  the  HoUises  had  not  been 
favoured  by  Wentworth's  family,  who 
were  opposed  to  them  in  politics  and  re- 
ligion ;  and  Thomas,  who  was  ever  haughty 
and  impatient  of  the  least  interference 
with  his  will,  had  held  but  little  inter- 
course with  them  since  his  marriage.  Mis- 
tress Elizabeth  had  seen  her  brothers 
wife  but  a  few  times,  and  never  had  been 
in  intimate  relation  with  her,  conse- 
quently she  could  not  at  all  enter  into 
the  sorrow  that  was  around  her  with 
more  than  the  outward  show  of  decency. 
And  she  was  too  proud  and  too  honest 
to  make  any  pretence  of  what  she  did  not 
feel. 

Here  alone  was  sufficient  cause  to  bar 
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sympathetic  communication  between  her 
and  Ethel,  whose  every  feeling  was  at 
present  absorbed  by  her  grief ;  and  beyond 
this,  she  felt  there  was  a  restraint  in  the 
lady's  manner  towards  her — an  indefinable 
something  that  separated  them  by  an  icy 
barrier. 

During  the  time  that  had  immediately 
followed  his  wife's  death  Wentworth  had 
retired  into  the  most  rigid  seclusion,  sel- 
dom quitting  his  chamber  except  for  the 
duties  of  his  office.  With  these,  however, 
he  did  not  suffer  his  private  sorrows  to  in- 
terfere in  the  least  degree  ;  he  was  ever  at 
his  post  with  a  rigid  punctiliousness  that 
exceeded  if  possible  that  of  past  times, 
and  the  pale  worn  face  and  hollow  eyes 
were  the  only  outward  signs  of  the  suffer- 
ings within.  Thus  the  affairs  of  the  house- 
hold were  as  foreign  to  him  as  though  he 
had  been  a  hundred  miles  away.  Once  a 
day  he  met  the   inmates  of  his   house  at 
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the  dinner-table,  but  the  meal  was  usually 
eaten  in  silence  ;  after  which  they  saw  no 
more  of  him,  not  even  at  prayers,  which 
were  conducted  by  Mr.  Greenwood.  And 
thus  it  continued  until  his  departure  for 
London. 

His  absence  was  extended  only  to  a  fort- 
night, as  he  could  not  longer  be  spared 
from  the  urgent  affairs  of  the  North.  The 
King  was  most  loth  to  accede  to  his  re- 
turn, and  promised  to  send  after  him  the 
commission  for  the  appointment  of  Sir 
George  Kadcliffe  as  deputy-president,  to 
lighten  his  own  great  labours  and  represent 
him  when  he  was  absent. 

It  was  a  fine  mild  day  towards  the  end 
of  June  that  Wentworth  once  more  passed 
through  the  park  gates  and  rode  slowly 
down  the  avenue  leading  to  the  house. 
In  the  distance  he  saw  three  figures 
moving  quickly  towards  him,  and  descried 
them  to  be   those  of  Ethel   and  his   two 
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eldest  children.  He  reined  in  his  horse 
and  waited  for  them  to  come  up.  The  chil- 
dren got  there  first,  panting  with  their  run, 
and  were  Hfted  into  the  saddle  by  one  of 
his  servants.  He  pressed  them  tenderly 
in  his  arms  and  kissed  their  upturned 
faces,  and  they  clung  round  his  neck,  one 
on  each  side,  calling  him  "  Dear,  dear 
father  !" 

The  dark  stern  face  quivered,  and  all 
his  power  of  will  could  not  keep  back  the 
tear  that  dimmed  his  eye  and  trickled 
down  his  cheek.  There  was  not  one  of 
his  attendants,  coarse  rough  men  as  they 
were,  that  did  not  turn  aside  his  head  as 
much  to  hide  his  own  emotion,  as  not  to 
pry  upon  his  master's  weakness. 

No  word  had  been  spoken  except  by 
the  children ;  Ethel  stood  a  httle  distance 
off  watching  the  scene  through  a  mist  of 
tears.  Never  before  had  he  returned  on  a 
fair  day,  not  even  from  a  few  hours'  ride. 
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without  his  dear  lady  going  forth  to  meet 
him,  and  for  an  instant  his  glance  seemed 
to  seek  for  her. 

"Ethel,  dear  child,"  he  said,  stooping 
forward  and  extending  to  her  his  hand. 

She  could  just  reach  it  and  press  it  to 
her  lips,  but  could  not  speak. 

"  Ah !"  he  sio'hed,  "  we  are  one  fewer 
than  we  used  to  be. " 

Slowly  and  with  downcast  heads,  Ethel 
walking  beside  his  horse,  the  cavalcade 
moved  on,  the  gleeful  prattle  of  the  chil- 
dren making  a  striking  contrast  to  the 
silent  sadness  of  their  elders. 

On  the  steps  of  the  grand  entrance 
waiting  to  receive  her  brother  stood 
Mistress  Elizabeth ;  beside  her  was  Mr. 
Greenwood,  and  behind  them  was  ranged 
the  whole  household.  The  children  had 
stoutly  refused  to  let  go  their  hold,  and  so 
he  dismounted  with  them  clinging  still 
about    his    neck    and    waking   the   silent 
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echoes  of  the  old  "courtyard  with  their 
shrill  laughter.  He  gave  his  hand  to  Ethel 
and  led  her  up  the  steps. 

"  Brother,  you  are  welcome  home,"  said 
Mistress  Elizabeth ;  her  voice  was  cold, 
and  there  was  ill- concealed  displeasure  in 
the  glance  she  cast  upon  Ethel. 

As  Wentworth  stooped  forward  to  kiss 
her  forehead  he  caught  the  direction  of 
her  glance.  He  pressed  the  hand  he  held 
more  firmly,  and,  after  cordially  saluting 
the  chaplain,  extended  the  other  to  his 
sister.  What  a  difference  in  the  feel  of 
those  cold,  rigid  fingers  that  lay  so  pas- 
sively in  his  to  those  others  so  warm,  so 
full  of  electric  sympathy  ! 

As  he  passed  between  the  files  of 
domestics  he  had  a  kindly  greeting  for  all, 
and  every  face  beamed  affection  upon  him, 
for  this  stern  master  was  beloved  by  all 
who  served  him. 

And   so  he   ascended  the  broad   stairs. 
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with  his  sister  on  one  side  and  Ethel  on 
the  other,  and  the  two  children  still 
perched  upon  his  shoulders  and  cHnging 
to  his  neck. 

"Now,  pretty  ones,"  he  said,  as  they 
entered  the  great  dining-room,  "  you  have 
had  ride  enough  for  one  day." 

A  servant  Hfted  them  down. 

"  Come  with  me,  darlings,"  said  Mistress 
Elizabeth,  holding  out  her  hands. 

"  No,  no  ;  we  will  stay  with  Ethel  and 
father,"  cried  the  eldest. 

And  both  ran  away  from  her  and  clung 
to  Ethel's  gown. 

Mistress  Elizabeth  said  no  more ;  but 
she  did  not  look  pleased. 

So  Ethel  went  away  into  the  recess  of 
one  of  the  windows  and  sat  down  until 
the  dinner  should  be  served,  for-  it  was 
nearly  noon ;  and  one  of  the  children 
climbed  upon  her  lap,  putting  its  arms 
round  her  neck  and  pressing  its  little  face 
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close  against  hers,  while  the  other  leaned 
against  her  knees  and  prattled  to  her.  Had 
it  not  been  for  her  youthful  face  she  might 
well  have  been  taken  for  the  mother,  with 
such  gentle  affection  did  she  treat  them. 

Wentworth  stood  leaning  against  the 
great  fireplace,  watching  this  beautiful 
picture  with  moistened  eyes  and  deep  in 
memory,  unconscious  of  all  else  around. 

"  Brother,  dinner  is  served,  and  Mr. 
Greenwood  is  waiting  to  say  grace,''  said 
his  sister,  sharply. 

Wentworth  started  from  his  reverie  and 
took  his  seat. 

After  his  return,  the  first  bitterness  of 
his  grief  being  past,  he  fell  more  into  his 
old  ways ;  he  was  more  reserved  and 
austere,  but  there  was  a  chastened  sadness 
in  his  air  that  softened  all  harshness. 

Days  and  weeks  went  by,  and  still  the 
promised  commission  for  Sir  George  Rad- 
cliffe,  whom  ho  had  informed  of  his  promo- 
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tion  and  anticipativelj  placed  in  oJ9&ce,  did 
not  arrive.  He  thought  the  King  had  for- 
gotten his  promise,  and  in  one  of  his 
despatches  took  the  hberty  to  remind  him 
of  it. 

About  a  fortnight  afterwards  there  came 
a  letter  from  his  Majesty  in  which,  after 
much  circumlocution,  he  set  forth  that  he 
was  unable  to  keep  his  promise,  being 
under  a  prior  obligation  for  the  advance- 
ment of  a  certain  gentleman,  whom  he 
named,  to  whom  he  was  much  bounden, 
but  that  Sir  George  should  not  be  for- 
gotten. 

This  letter  greatly  troubled  Wentworth 
for  more  causes  than  one.  In  the  first 
place,  he  was  deeply  mortified  at  the 
false  position  in  which  he  found  himself 
placed  in  regard  to  Radchffe,  and  felt 
deeply  that  the  King  should  put  aside 
his  recommendation  in  favour  of  a  mere 
courtier  with  no  capacities  for  the  office, 
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and  with  no  sound  claim  upon  his 
Majesty's  bounty;  and  beyond  such  per- 
sonal motives  there  fell  a  heaviness  upon 
his  heart,  for  this  act  seemed  like  a  confir- 
mation of  those  slanders  which  were 
everywhere  spoken  by  the  King's  enemies, 
that  the  King  was  insincere  and  faithless, 
and  that  no  reliance  could  be  put  upon  his 
word.  If  such  were  the  case,  what  hope 
was  there  of  crushing  out  disaffection,  since 
falsehood  is  ever  creating  new  foes,  and  is 
held,  and  justly,  by  all  mankind  as  the 
most  unpardonable  of  all  crimes  in  a 
ruler. 

Soon  afterwards  Sir  Walter  Ashton  ar- 
rived ;  he  was  a  silken  fop,  full  of  over- 
strained courtesies  and  all  the  fripperies 
and  affectations  of  the  time.  Wentworth 
cared  not  to  entertain  him  long  at  Wood- 
house  ;  his  attendants  brought  with  them 
all  the  follies  and  vices  of  town  footmen 
among  the  simple  Yorkshire  domestics,  and 
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by  their  ribaldry  and  free  manners  created 
quite  a  disturbance  in  the  household.  Worse 
still,  Sir  Walter  forced  his  gallantries 
upon  Ethel,  very  much  distressing  her 
thereby,  and  arousing  Wentworth's  anger. 
He  suppressed  his  annoyance,  however, 
which  his  punctilious  honour,  save  in  the 
event  of  a  direct  affront,  would  not  per- 
mit him  to  display  to  a  guest  sent  by  the 
King. 

Nevertheless,  he  took  an  early  opportu- 
nity of  sending  him  and  his  fellows  away 
to  York,  where,  under  the  direction  of  a 
trusty  secretary,  this  gallant  played  at 
being  deputy-president,  and  disported  him- 
self according  to  his  pleasure. 

Thus  the  heavy  cares  of  his  office  were 
not  at  all  lightened  to  Wentworth,  whose 
health  continued  to  suffer  by  his  appli- 
cation. His  only  recreations  were  a  ride 
across  country  and  a  stroll  through  the 
woods   in   the    evenings   with    his    sister, 
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Ethel,  and  the  children,  in  which  there 
was  that  strange  tender  pleasure  that  grief 
softened  by  time  takes  in  revisiting  spots 
hallowed  by  a  dead  love. 

It  was  but  in  the  course  of  things  that 
Ethel,  who  had  been  their  constant  companion 
in  the  old  happy  time;  Ethel,  who  could  echo 
his  every  memory,  and  call  up  others  that 
had  faded,  should  always  be  at  his  side,  that 
to  her  nearly  all  his  conversation  should  be 
addressed ;  that  there  should  be  such  a 
wondrous  sympathy  to  each  other  in  their 
tearful  faces  ;  that  they  should  be  forgetful 
of  every  other  presence  save  that  of  the 
children,  the  only  link  that  now  bound 
them  with  the  dead. 

Wentworth  was  sometimes  obliged  to 
absent  himself  from  home  for  several  days 
together.  Then  how  impatiently  did  he 
look  forward  to  the  renewal  of  those 
sweet  communings,  those  wanderings 
in    the  cool   eventide   beneath   the   green 
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shadows,    which   were   now   the    sole  joy 
of  his  Hfe  ! 

Mistress  Elizabeth  was  of  course  always 
with  them,  yet  was  wholly  apart  from 
them;  she  knew  nothing  of  the  subjects 
they  conversed  upon,  cared  not  to  know 
anything.  No  "  do  you  remember  ?"  or 
'^  have  you  forgotten  T  could  come  from 
her  lips,  and  those  phrases  alone  had  a 
charm  for  either 's  ears. 

It  was  the  same  in  the  house;  Ethel 
had  insensibly,  without  the  shadow  of 
design,  glided  into  her  dear  lady's  place  ; 
the  servants  instinctively  looked  to  her, 
for  did  she  not  know  all  the  ways 
of  the  household  ? — did  she  not  know 
what  best  pleased  my  lord  ?  The  chil*- 
dren  turned  from  all  to  cling  to  her, 
for  who  was  so  tender  and  gentle 
to  them  as  Ethel?  Who  could  talk 
to  them  so  sweetly  of  their  dead 
mother,  who  was  already  fast  becoming  a 
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pretty    pleasant     myth    to    their    fading 
memories  ? 

Ever  in  Wentworth's  mind  was  his  wife's 
dying  words  :  ''  If  I  could  he  assured  that 
the  other  who  is  to  take  my  place  would  love 
and  cherish  you  as  I  have  done,  if  I  could  be 
assured  that  she  looidd  love  and  cherish  my 
children  in  her  inmost  heart  as  though  she 
were  indeed  their  m.otherJ'     She  had  found 
such  an  one  ;  had  he  not  also  found  her  ? 
Had  he  not  also  found  that  Ethel  would  be 
all  this  and  more  ?     At  times  he  would 
compare  that  beautiful  face,  pure  as  some 
saint   of  Eaffaelle's,    with  the  voluptuous 
beauty  of  Lady  Carlisle  ;  those  eyes  that 
beamed  upon  him  so  modestly,  yet  tenderly, 
with  those  other  haughty  orbs  that  softened 
only  to  allure.     Would  she  love  and  cherish 
his  children  in  her  inmost  heart  ?    No  ;  her 
love  was  the  offspring  of  passion  and  ambi- 
tion, and  could  embrace  no  such  deUcate 
tenderness  as  that. 

6—2 
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The  thought  of  the  world's  opinion  would 
often  obtrude  itself;  but  again  the  words 
of  his  wife  came  like  some  heavenly 
prompting  :  "  The  wife  of  my  Lord  Went- 
worth  so  that  she  can  do  honour  to  him  hy 
her  beauty  and  her  virtues  needs  no  quarter- 
ing s,  for  his  greatness  and  nobility  are  enough 
for  both.  The  descendant  of  John  of  Gaunt, 
with  a  lineage  as  high  as  that  of  the  Stuarts^ 
and  the  favourite  Minister  of  the  King,  can 
condescend  to  stoop  to  happiness,"  Besides, 
was  she  not  of  gentle  birth  ?  Her  father, 
Sir  Godfrey  Rhodes,  was  of  good  and  ancient 
family,  and  never  for  a  moment  had  he 
believed  but  that  his  suspicions  of  the 
child's  birth  were  the  result  only  of  a 
morbid  imagination.  If  the  mother  was 
still  living  and  could  be  discovered  this 
might  be  placed  beyond  a  doubt;  and  then 
Sir  Godfrey  could  have  no  motive  in  any 
longer  refusing  to  acknowledge  her  as  his 
lawful  child. 
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He  resolved  to  take  this  matter  into 
consideration,  and  see  if  there  were  any 
possibility  of  obtaining  a  clue  to  the  life  or 
death  of  the  wretched  woman  who  had 
caused  so  much  misery. 


CHAPTEE    11. 

AT   THE   TOMB. 

And  so  day  by  day  Ethel's  image  crept 
closer  and  closer  into  liis  heart,  and  grew 
dearer  and  dearer  to  it. 

And  this  love  scarcely  seemed  a  new 
birth,  but  rather  as  the  awaking  of  some- 
thing that  had  long  slumbered. 

One  day  when  he  and  his  sister  were 
alone  she  asked  very  abruptly,  without  any 
preface  or  warning,  "  Who  is  this  young 
girl,  this  Ethel  r 

The  question  took  him  so  by  surprise 
that  he  could  make  no  reply  for  several  mo- 
ments. But  embarrassment  soon  gave  way 
to  annoyance  that  she  should  seek  to  pry 
into  his  private  affairs,  and  he  answered 
very   coldly,    "  That  is  a  question  which 
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Lady  Wentworth  could  not  have  answered 
and  never  put  to  me. " 

''  Indeed !"  she  said,  the  expression  of  her 
face  growing  yet  more  severe. 

Wentworth  resumed  the  perusal  of  the 
book  he  was  reading,  and  Mistress  Elizabeth 
went  on  with  her  embroidery  work, 

''Do  not  you  think,  brother,''  she  con- 
tinued after  several  minutes'  silence,  "  that 
all  this  is  very  strange  ?" 

"  What  is  very  strange  T  he  demanded, 
his  coloiu"  rising. 

But  she,  not  heeding  these  signs  of  the 
gatheiing  storm,  resumed  in  the  same  cold 
measured  tone,  "  To  have  under  your  pro- 
tection a  young  and  tolerably  handsome 
female  whom  no  one  knows,  concerning 
whom  you  hold  such  strange  secrecy,  and 
whom  you  treat  as  though  she  were  your 
own  child''' 

Wentworth  started  at  those  last  words, 
and  repHed,  not  without  some  signs  of  dis- 
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turbance,  "  Ethel  is  the  daughter  of  a 
gentleman  of  honour ;  she  was  confided  to 
my  care  by  him ;  I  am  not  at  liberty  to 
satisfy  curiosity  by  speaking  further." 

"  I  do  not  speak  for  curiosity,"  she  an- 
swered, still  unmoved,  "but  for  the  un- 
seemliness of  your  conduct. " 

"Unseemliness!"  he  echoed,  his  eyes  be- 
giiming  to  glow. 

"Ay,  your  unseemly  familiarity,"  she 
said. 

"Your  words  are  ill  chosen,  sister,"  he 
answered,  becoming  cold  again  ;  "we  are 
as  we  have  been  since  she  was  a  httle  child 
that  climbed  upon  my  knee,  just  such  an 
one  as  my  little  Arabella  is  now;  my 
wife  in  her  last  hours  commended  my 
children  to  her  protection,  for  Ethel 
was  very,  very  dear  to  her,  as — she  is 
to  me." 

"  So  it  would  seem,"  replied  the  other, 
drily,  "for  she  plays  the  part  of  mistress  of 
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your  household ;  your  servants  and  your 
children  seem  to  so  regard  her." 

"Do  they  or  does  she  show  you  less 
deference  than  beseems  them  ?" 

"  You  do  not  choose  to  understand  me  ; 
it  is  not  of  myself  I  speak,  but  there  are 
slanderous  tongues  in  the  world.'' 

"  Who  has  dared  to  couple  slander  with 
her  name  ?"  he  cried. 

"  /  have  heard  no  one,  and  it  is  little 
probable  that  I  shall ;  but  the  world  will 
gossip,  even  about  my  Lord  President." 

"What  then  would  i/ou  have  me  do?" 
he  demanded. 

"Send  her  back  to  her  father  if  he  be 
living,  or  place  her  under  the  care  of  some 
grave  and  trustworthy  lady,  if  you  must 
still  continue  to  be  her  guardian." 

"  Thank  you  for  your  good  counsel,  sister  i 
I  will  well  consider  it." 

She  looked  up  at  him  sharply,  for  there 
was  something  peculiar  in  the  tone  in  whic 
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these   words   were   uttered;    but  he   had 
already  turned  to  leave  the  room. 

Mistress  Elizabeth's  remarks  were  not 
without  reason;  nor  were  they  thrown 
away^  for  they  revealed  to  Went  worth  his 
relations  to  Ethel  in  a  new  hght.  So 
insensibly,  as  do  all  children,  had  she 
developed  into  girlhood  and  womanhood, 
that  it  had  never  entered  his  thoughts  that 
time  must  alter  the  aspect  of  their  posi- 
tions, and  that  this  was  more  especially 
the  case  since  Lady  Went  worth's  death. 
While  she  lived  and  treated  Ethel  as  a 
sister  the  most  slanderous  tongue  must  be 
silent ;  but  now  evil  thinkers  might  indeed 
choose  to  put  evil  construction  upon  their 
unrestrained  intercourse.  Her  honour  was 
as  dear  to  him  as  his  own,  and  must  be 
guarded  from  the  faintest  shadow  of  suspi- 
cion, and  this  could  scarcely  be  did  she 
continue  to  remain  under  the  same  roof. 
But  how  and  where  to  bestow  her  ?     And 
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then  to  deprive  himself  of  that  dear  com- 
pany which  had  become  to  him  his  only 
happiness  !  But  such  a  consideration  as  the 
last  would  not  long  bias  a  mind  so  firm  as 
his,  and  resigning  himself  to  the  necessity 
of  duty,  he  cast  about  in  his  thoughts  for 
the  means  of  discharging  it. 

The  effect  of  these  reflections  was  a  re- 
straint in  his  behaviour  towards  her  which 
amounted  to  coldness,  and  the  breaking  off 
of  those  evening  rambles  which  had  become 
so  delightful  to  both.  Ethel,  whose  ex- 
tremely sensitive  nature  instinctively  felt 
the  least  variation  of  temper  or  mood  in 
those  with  whom  she  associated,  could  not 
be  insensible  to  the  change.  She  feared 
she  had  in  some  way  unconsciously  offended 
him,  and  at  times  he  caught,  a  half-ques- 
tioning, half-appealing  look  upon  her  face 
that  nearly  broke  down  the  barriers  he  had 
raised ;  he  saw  that  she  was  unliappy,  and 
knew  that  his  coldness  was  the  cause.     But 
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these  restraints  did  but  increase  his  love 
for  her,  as  half-smothered  flames  always 
burst  forth  with  increased  violence. 

Mistress  Elizabeth  viewed  these  efiects 
of  her  counsels  with  extreme  satisfaction. 
Her  pride  had  been  hurt  by  the  greater 
love  and  deference  shown  on  all  sides  to 
this  young  and  unknown  girl,  and  her 
prudence  was  alarmed  by  the  hold  which 
she  had  evidently  gained  upon  her  brother 
and  his  children.  Under  such  circumstances 
it  w^as  but  woman's  nature  to  triumph  in 
the  check  she  behoved  she  had  given. 

In  the  meantime  another  summer  had 
passed  away,  and  it  was  now  September. 

About  two  miles  distant  from  Woodhouse 
was  the  ancient  parish  church  in  which 
the  dead  Wentworths  and  their  wives  had 
been  laid  for  many  generations,  and  thither 
once  in  every  week  Ethel  was  accustomed 
to  repair  to  lay  fresh  flowers  upon  the 
stone  under  which  reposed  her  dear  lady. 
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Wentworth  had  usually  accompanied  her, 
and  this  had  been  to  both  the  saddest  yet 
sweetest  hour  out  of  the  seven  days.  For 
the  last  two  or  three  weeks,  however,  since 
the  restraint  had  sprung  up  between  them, 
she  had  gone  alone. 

One  delicious  September  evening  she 
quitted  Woodhouse  unattended,  with  her 
small  basket,  containing  such  flowers  as  the 
waning  season  afforded,  for  a  walk  through 
the  wood  to  the  old  church,  of  which  both 
she  and  Wentworth  had  a  private  key. 

My  lord  had  gone  away  at  daybreak 
that  morning  to  a  distant  part  of  the 
country  upon  some  business  connected  with 
Popish  recusants.  He  was  not  expected 
to  return  until  the  next  day,  but  when  he 
had  nearly  reached  the  end  of  his  journey 
he  was  met  by  a  messenger  sent  forward 
to  stop  him  and  to  announce  that  the  dijfi- 
culty  was  over,  and  that  the  culprits  had 
given  in  to   his  authority.     So  he  turned 
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his  horse's  head  and  rode  back  again.  His 
way  homeward  lay  within  half  a  mile  of  the 
church,  and  upon  arriving  at  the  opening 
of  a  narrow  road  which  led  straight  thither, 
he  bethought  him  he  had  not  paid  his  cus- 
tomary visit  to  her  tomb.  ''Am  I 
then  already  forgetting  her  V  was  his 
thought.  Dismounting,  and  giving  his 
horse  to  his  attendants,  whom  he  dis- 
missed, he  pursued  the  path  alone  and  on 
foot. 

The  rays  of  the  setting  sun  were  crim- 
soning with  a  blaze  of  fire  the  large 
stained-glass  window  presented  by  some 
dead  Wentworth,  and  glowing  upon  the 
grey  lichen-stained  tower  of  the  old  Norman 
church,  and  empurpling  the  dark  woods 
which  half  encircled  it.  It  was  a  solitary 
spot,  with  only  here  and  there  a "  distant 
farmhouse  in  sight.  There  had  been  for- 
merly a  monastery  attached  to  the  church ; 
it  had  been  destroyed  by  the  ruthless  last 
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Henry,  but  its  ruins  still  lent  a  pic- 
turesqueness  to  the  place. 

He  advanced  to  the  little  low-browed 
door,  in  the  rear  of  the  edifice,  by  which  he 
entered  on  these  occasions.  He  was  about 
to  insert  his  key  when  he  found  that  the 
lock  was  already  possessed  by  one.  Some 
one  was  in  the  church  then,  and  that  some 
one  at  this  hour  of  the  day  could  only  be 
Ethel. 

His  first  impulse  was  to  retreat,  for 
should  they  return  home  together  his 
sister,  and  perhaps  others,  might  suspect 
a  secret  assignation,  a  thought  from  which 
he  shrank  with  aU  the  sensitiveness  of  his 
punctilious  honour. 

Still  he  lingered.  After  all  it  might  be 
only  the  sexton  or  the  clerk  preparing  for 
the  service  next  day,  which  was  Sunday. 
The  Wentworth  vault  was  at  the  other  end 
of  the  building ;  by  gently  pushing  open  the 
door  he  might  look  in  and  ascertain  who 
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was  there  without  being  seen  by  Ethel,  if 
it  were  indeed  she. 

It  }delded  noiselessly  to  his  hand.  Yes, 
there  she  was,  kneeling  upon  the  stones  in 
prayer,  and  quite  unconscious  of  an  intrud- 
ing presence.  Above  her  was  the  great 
memorial  window,  and  through  the  figures 
of  prophets  and  angels  streamed  the  glow- 
ing sunlight,  staining  the  tomb  of  the 
Wentworths  with  purple  and  crimson  fire, 
gleaming  like  a  halo  upon  her  head, 
and  lighting  up  the  supplicating  face  with 
a  heavenly  radiance.  So  wrapt  and  motion- 
less was  she  in  her  orisons  that  she  might 
have  been  the  kneeling  figure  of  some  saint 
carved  in  marble,  but  for  the  black  dress, 
which  made  the  surpassing  fairness  of  her 
skin  and  the  golden  beauty  of  her  hair 
stand  out  in  that  strong  light  with  such 
wonderful  distinctness. 

Three  parts  of  her  face  were  turned 
towards  him,  and  perhaps  never  before  had 
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he  contemplated  it  so  attentively  and  un- 
restrainedly ;  never  before  had  his  eyes 
so  drunk  in  its  loveliness ;  but  the  divine 
beatitude  of  her  countenance,  the  deep 
silence  and  solitude  that  reigned  through 
the  grey  Norman  aisles,  the  solemnity  of 
the  situation,  awed  and  purified  all  earthly 
passion,  for  he  could  almost  believe  the 
spirit  of  his  dead  wife  was  present  hover- 
ing above  that  kneeling  form  that  it  hapl 
loved  so  well  in  life. 

Absorbed  and  enthralled  he  stood  wrapt 
in  this  contemplation  until  the  figure  moved 
to  rise.  Starting  to  make  his  retreat,  the 
handle  of  his  sword  struck  against  the  door 
with  a  sound  that  echoed  through  the  still- 
ness ;  he  heard  Ethel's  faint  cry  of  fear ;  he 
saw  her  startled  face  turned  towards  him — 
saw  that  he  was  discovered — and  hurried 
down  the  aisle  towards  her. 

"Have  I  terrified  youl"  he  inquired, 
taking  her  hand. 

VOL.  II.  7 
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"  Just  a  little,"  she  answered,  with  a 
faint  smile ;  and  he  could  feel  her  pulse 
beating  quickly  and  see  her  cheek  alter- 
nately flush  and  pale. 

"  I  am  so  grieved,"  he  said.  "  As  I  was 
returning  homewards  I  thought  I  would 
pay  a  duty  I  fear  I  have  neglected  of  late. 
You  were  so  absorbed  in  your  devotion  you 
did  not  hear  the  door  open,  and  I  would 
not  disturb  you  until  you  had  finished." 

"  I  will  leave  you,  my  lord,"  she  said, 
hurriedly,  "  or  night  will  overtake  me 
before  I  reach  Woodhouse." 

Had  their  souls  communicated  through 
the  electrical  sympathy  of  touch,  that  she, 
who  had  always  been  so  free  and  unem- 
barrassed with  him,  should  thus  suddenly, 
evince  such  disturbance ! 

"  No,  dear  Ethel,"  he  answered,  "  re- 
main ;  I  will  conduct  you  home." 

"  Dear  Ethel !"  He  had  never  used  that 
term  before,  not  even  in  her  childish  days  ; 
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and  the  clasp  of  his  hand  seemed  to  thrill 
her. 

"  I  had  better  go,  my  lord,"  she  said,  still 
nervously.  "I  walk  well,  and  shall  be 
home  before  dark.'' 

"Are  you  then  frightened  to  remain 
with  me  ?"  he  asked,  holding  her  hand  yet 
more  firmly. 

"Frightened  to  remain  with  you,  my 
lord !"  she  cried,  wondering  at  the  strange- 
ness of  the  question,  "oh,  no." 

"  Then  stay  and  pray  with  me,"  he  said 
with  deep  earnestness  ;  "  pray  for  a  blessing 
upon  the  prayer  I  am  about  to  offer  up,  for 
it  concerns  you^ 

MarveUing  at  his  words  and  manner,  so 
unlike  what  she  had  known  before,  but 
never  dreaming  of  disputing  his  wish,  she 
knelt  down  beside  him,  and  again  lifted  up 
her  soul  to  God  to  bless  her  benefactor  and 
grant  his  every  wish. 

But  had  she  known  the  subject  of  his 

7—2 
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supplication,  had  she  known  that  his  soul 
was  calling  upon  the  spirit  of  his  dead  wife 
to  bless  the  resolve  he  had  just  taken  to 
carry  out  her  dying  wish,  she  would 
scarcely  have  knelt  there  so  calmly. 

His  prayer  was  long  and  fervent; 
and  there  was  a  deep  vein  of  rehgious 
feehng  in  Wentworth's  character,  which, 
as  he  never  paraded  it,  was  known  only  to 
his  most  intimate  associates. 

When  he  had  finished  the  sun  was  set, 
the  crimsons  and  purples  had  faded  away, 
and  the  grey  shadows  were  creeping  to 
their  nightly  rest  beneath  the  ponderous 
arches. 

As  she  rose  he  took  her  hand,  drew  her 
towards  him,  and  imprinted  a  kiss  upoii 
her  forehead;  then  without  a  word  he  led 
her  out  of  the  church  and  locked  the  door. 

The  sun  had  left  behind  a  trail  of 
crimson  fire  that  cast  a  ruddy  glow  over 
the  green  fields  and  the  dark  woods ;  the 
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stars  were  coming  out  of  the  bright 
sapphire  above  their  heads,  and  the  hunt- 
ing moon,  elFulgent  as  a  winter  s  sun,  was 
rising  behind  the  trees,  blending  her  yellow 
light  with  the  deeper  glow  of  the  day  god. 
The  air  was  cool  and  fresh,  and  the  solemn 
silence  of  the  delicious  eventide  was  broken 
only  by  the  distant  tinkle  of  a  sheep  bell, 
and  the  drowsy  caw  of  a  few  belated  rooks. 
They  went  slowly  on,  he  with  his  eyes 
bent  upon  the  ground,  she  all  wonder  and 
perturbation,  but  with  a  strange  exaltation 
of  spirit  inspu^ed  by  her  recent  devotions 
and  the  deep  solitude  and  stillness  of  the 
hour.  Without  another  word  being  spoken 
they  entered  into  the  deepening  twilight 
of  the  woods,  and  proceeded  until  they 
came  to  a  spot  wliich  had  been  a  favourite 
resort  of  Lady  Wentworth's.  It  was  a 
pretty  dell  just  off  the  path,  embosomed 
by  trees  and  shrubs ;  there  was  a  mound 
in    the    centre,    at    the    foot    of    which 
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bubbled  a  spring,  forming  a  rivulet  that 
had  worn  itself  a  channel  among  the  moss 
and  lichens.  Thither  on  many  a  summer 
day  she  had  come  to  pass  the  hot  hours  in 
delicious  coolness.  So  fond  was  she  of 
the  place  that  her  husband  had  caused  a 
carved  seat  to  be  brought  thither  for  her 
use. 

"  Let  us  sit  here  and  rest  awhile/'  said 
Wentworth,  leading  Ethel  to  the  seat  and 
placing  himself  beside  her. 

"  Ethel,"  he  said,  holding  her  hand  fast 
clasped  in  his,  "  do  you  know  this  night  is 
destined  to  be  a  turning-point  in  both  our 
lives  ! — that  both  our  futures  will  be  ever 
after  influenced  by  the  words  which  will 
be  spoken  ere  we  quit  this  spot !  There- 
fore look  well  into  your  heart  before 
you  answer  my  questions,  and  if  you 
cannot  find  the  answers  ready,  let  them  rest 
awhile. " 

He  paused  as  though  expecting  k  reply, 
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but  none  came ;  there  was  a  throbbing  in 
her  throat  that  choked  all  speech. 

Upon  the  path  without  there  was  still  a 
bright  patch  of  daylight,  but  beneath  that 
leafy  roof  all  was  grey  dimness  ;  the  twitter 
of  a  dreaming  bird  and  the  low  night  wind 
creeping  among  the  foliage,  as  though 
seekiig  a  resting-place  for  the  dark  hours, 
were  he  only  sounds. 

"  Ycu  know  how  my  dear  lady  loved 
you,"  le  resumed,  after  a  silence  that 
seemed  to  Ethel  as  though  it  would  never 
be  brobn,  "yet  you  cannot  know  how 
deeply.  Do  you  remember  a  little  time 
before  sb  died  that  she  requested  you  and 
all  to  lea'e  the  room,  so  that  she  might  be 
alone  ^ti  me  to  tell  me  her  last  wishes  ? 
"Well,  all  that  passed  between  us,  all  those 
last  wshes  related  to  you.  Do  you  hear 
me,  Ehel  f  he  asked,  after  again  pausing 
for  a  iply. 

Eve.  in  that  silence  he  could  scarcely 
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hear  the  fjaint  "  Yes."  Yet  he  could  feel 
in  her  quivering  fingers  how  deeply  his 
words  were  moving  her. 

But  here  his  own  intense  agitation 
stopped  his  utterance,  and  again  there  was 
silence.  The  day  was  fading  fast  on  the 
path  without,  but  through  the  tliick  foiage 
came  gleams  of  the  rising  moon,  anc  one 
ray  fell  like  a  broad  silver  band  tcross 
Ethel's  dress,  leaving  her  face  in  dark- 
ness ;  the  restless  wind  still  crept  ^unong 
the  leaves  with  faint  sighings  of  wariness. 

"  Ethel,  dear  Ethel,"  he  went  orJat  last, 
but  in  a  voice  trembling  and  in/istinct ; 
*'  her  last  wish  was  that  you  shdild  take 
her  place,  be  her  children's  seconq  mother, 
my  wife." 

There  was  a  mist  before  Ethel's  eyes, 
and  for  a  second  consciousness  semed 
leaving  her.  At  that  moment  a  wodlark 
almost  close  beside  them  began  tcjpour 
forth  his  sweet  thrilling  night-song. 
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Now  that  the  all-important  revelation 
was  made,  he  could  conquer  much  of  his 
agitation  and  speak  more  fluently. 

"  There  have  been  few  hours  since  in  which 
those  words  have  been  out  of  my  memory. 
I  have  thought  over  them,  weighed  them, 
and  to-night,  when  I  knelt  upon  her  tomb, 
it  was  to  pray  her  wishes  might  be  ful- 
fiUed." 

"  Am  I  in  a  dream  ?"  murmured  Ethel, 
pressing  her  hands  over  her  eyes.  "  I  your 
wife  1" 

"  Ay,  if  you  will,"  he  answered  softly, 
stealing  his  arm  about  her;  "for  I  have 
learned  to  love  you  as  that -dear  saint,  now 
in  heaven,  would  have  me  love  you." 

There  was  a  brief  silence,  which  Ethel 
broke  ^vdth  low  murmurs,  speaking  rather 
to  herself  than  to  him,  and  with  her  face 
still  covered, 

"  You  love  me  ! — you  make  me  your  wife  ! 
— I,  a  poor  nameless  orphan,  the  creature 


106  THE  PROMISE  TO  THE  DEAD.         [book  v^ 

of  your  bounty — I,  who  did  not  think 
myself  worthy  of  Launcelot  Franklin — I 
become  your  wife  !" 

At  that  name  a  jealous  shadow  crossed 
his  face,  and  his  arm  fell  from  her  waist. 

"  Did  you  —  do  you  then  love  this 
Launcelot  Franklin  ?"  he  asked,  his  voice 
growing  cold. 

Finding  she  gave  no  immediate  answer,, 
he  continued  in  the  same  tone — 

"  That  is  a  question  you  must  duly 
weigh.  I  would  not  bias  your  inchnation,, 
and  neither  for  my  happiness  nor  yours 
would  I  accept  your  heart  if  one  shadow  of 
regret  lingered  in  it  for  another.  When 
you  are  in  the  solitude  of  your  own  chamber, 
and  you  are  looking  down  into  the  depths 
of  your  heart  for  the  answer,  keep  this  one 
question  ever  before  you,  for  it  will  assist 
you  much  in  rightly  deciphering  what  you 
shall  read  there  :  Were  I  and  Launcelot 
Franklin   each   kneeling  before  you  now, 


CHAP.  II.]  AT  THE  TOMB.  107 

each  pressing  his  suit,  which  would  you 
sooner  take  for  your  husband,  he  or  Thomas 
Wentworth  V 

The  silver  band  of  moonlight  had  risen 
from  her  dress  to  her  face,  and  as  he 
uttered  the  last  words  she  involuntarily 
turned  it  full  upon  him.  It  was  one  of 
those  spontaneous  movements  in  which  the 
soul  reveals  itself  untrammelled  by  reason 
or  reflection.  Wentworth  could  not  have 
told  what  he  read  there,  it  was  too 
subtle  to  be  defined  even  in  thought ; 
but  he  clasped  her  to  his  heart  in  a 
long  trembling  embrace,  whispering  in 
her  ear,  "  Your  answer  in  words,  dearest, 
to-morrow. " 

Then  rising  and  again  clasping  her  hand 
firmly  in  his,  he  moved  forward  towards 
the  house. 

They  had  not  proceeded  far  before  they 
heard  voices  and  footsteps  in  advance   of" 
them,  and  immediately  afterwards  two  men 
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came  in  sight,  who  proved  to  be  servants 
j6:om  Woodhouse  coming  to  seek  for  Ethel, 
for  her  protracted  absence  had  begun  to 
excite  alarm. 

Upon  arriving  at  the  house  they  were 
met  in  the  hall  by  Mistress  Elizabeth  ;  her 
face  fell  when  she  saw  Wentworth  and 
Ethel  enter  together. 

"  I  thought  you  were  alone,"  she  said, 
addressing  the  latter.  ^'  Had  I  known  you 
were  under  so  good  a  protection,  I  should 
have  been  spared  much  uneasiness." 

By  Ethel,  who  was  like  one  in  a  dream 
and  only  half  conscious  of  what  was  pass- 
ing around,  the  sting  of  these  words  was 
unfelt ;  and  with  a  few  uninteUigible  ex- 
cuses for  the  alarm  she  had  occasioned,  she 
hurried  away  to  her  own  chamber. 

The  peculiarity  of  her  manner,  her 
flushed  cheeks,  her  air  of  distraction,  the 
strange  brightness  of  her  eyes,  and  the 
nervous  tremor  over  all,  did  not  escape  the 
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elder  lady's  lynx  eyes,  and  filled  her  with 
suspicions. 

"  As  I  was  returning  homeward/'  said 
Went  worth,  by  way  of  explanation,  ''I 
went  into  the  church  to  visit  Lady  Went- 
worth's  tomb,  as  you  know  is  my  weekly 
custom  ;  there  I  found  Ethel,  and  so  we 
returned  together." 

Mistress  Elizabeth  made  no  reply,  the 
servants  being  present,  and  he  carefully 
avoided  meeting  her  en  tete-a-tete  that 
night. 


CHAPTEE   III. 

Ethel's  love. 

Alone  within  her  chamber  for  the  night 
Ethel  extinguished  her  lamp,  threw  open 
her  casement,  for  cool  as  it  was  the 
atmosphere  seemed  stifling  to  her,  and  sat 
down  beside  it. 

The  moon  was  shining  with  the  brilliance 
of  day  in  the  clear,  cloudless  sky,  making 
the  whole  earth  white  and  black.  She 
could  see  the  lights  from  the  windows 
beneath  shining  out  upon  the  silver  grey 
of  the  night ;  and  the  hum  of  the  domestics 
from  their  quarters  beneath,  the  sound  of 
opening  and  shutting  doors,  came  up  to 
break  the  solemn  stillness  of  the  woods. 

It  was  all  so  sudden,  so  unexpected,  so 
unreal,  that  my  Lord  Wentworth,  whom 
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as  a  child  she  had  worshipped  with  such 
an  awful  reverence,  whom  as  woman 
she  had  regarded  as  a  being  so  far  above 
other  men  that  he  was  to  her  what  some 
demigod  might  have  been  to  a  pagan 
devotee ;  that  he,  my  Lord  President, 
before  whose  frown  the  proudest  and 
haughtiest  trembled ;  that  he,  upon  the 
outpourings  of  whose,  as  it  appeared  to 
her,  exhaustless  mind  and  eloquent  tongue, 
she  had  hung  so  many  hours  as  wrapt  and 
absorbed  as  Eve  might  have  been  to  the 
utterances  of  the  Archangel  Michael ;  that 
HE  should  ask  her  to  become  his  wife  !  As 
soon  would  she  have  expected  an  angel 
fi:om  heaven  to  stoop  to  her  love  as  he. 
What  an  ecstasy  thrilled  her  whole  being  at 
the  thought ;  the  infinity  of  her  happiness 
was  almost  more  than  she  could  sustain  ! 

She  had  never  in  her  life  passed  out  of 
the  circle  wherein  he  was  omnipotent. 
From   her   earliest   remembrance   the  Ian- 
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guage  and  demeanour  of  all  around  had 
impressed  her  with  the  idea  that  he  was  a 
being  superior  in  all  things  to  the  rest  of 
mankind ;  the  devotion  of  both  his  wives, 
the  unquestioning  obedience  of  his  depen- 
dents, the  enthusiastic  praises  of  Mr.  Green- 
wood, the  awe  and  terror  which  even  the 
bare  thought  of  his  anger  inspired,  all  had 
combined  to  create  a  kind  of  ecstatic 
worship  in  the  breast  of  the  passionate  and 
imaginative  child  and  woman. 

In  the  midst  of  her  reverie  there  rose  up 
Launcelot's  pale  reproachful  face  as  she  had 
last  seen  it,  and  the  memory  of  his  parting 
words,  '^  Though  it  be  years  before  we  meet 
again,  you  may  be  as  sure  as  that  the  sun 
will  rise  that  my  heart  is  unchanged  and 
still  hopes.'^  But  she  knew  now  that  she 
had  never  loved  him  with  more  than  sis- 
terly affection ;  that  my  lord's  image  had 
ever  so  filled  her  heart  and  imagination 
there  had  been  room  for  no  other. 
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And  this  worship  was  tainted  by  no 
shadow  of  earthly  passion  or  ambition,  but 
was  solely  the  ojffspring  of  a  pure  but  per- 
haps excessive  exaltation  of  mind. 

Hour  after  hour  was  tolled  by  the  great 
clock,  and  still  she  sat  there  wrapt  in 
her  inward  contemplations ;  and  the  stars 
were  fading  and  the  dawn  was  breaking  in 
the  east  ere  she  sought  her  pillow. 

The  effects  of  this  vigil  could  be  seen 
that  morning  at  breakfast  in  her  pale 
cheeks  and  swollen  eyes. 

"  You  look  as  if  you  had  not  slept  well," 
observed  Mistress  Elizabeth,  eyeing  her 
coldly. 

Ethel  looked  confused,  but  answered 
simply,  "I  have  not." 

"  When  you  take  the  children  for  their 
morning  exercise,  Ethel,"  said  Wentworth, 
"  I  will  go  with  you,  as  I  wish  to  speak  to 
you  alone." 

His  haughty  mind  would  not  permit 
VOL.    II.  8 
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even  the  appearance  of  a  secret  assigna- 
tion ;  would  admit  no  deference  to  other 
will  than  his  own,  and  thus  it  was  he  made 
their  appointment  openly. 

The  eyes  of  Mistress  EHzabeth  were 
fixed  upon  Ethel,  who  turned  from  pale  to 
red,  and  red  to  pale,  more  quickly  than  the 
words  can  be  written. 

She  could  scarcely  restrain  the  expres- 
sion of  her  anger  at  what  she  regarded  as 
the  barefaced  audacity  of  this  proceeding. 
But  it  aroused  her  curiosity,  suggested 
foul  suspicions,  and  she  resolved  to  set  a 
spy  upon  them. 

She  had  a  personal  attendant,  a  cun- 
ning stealthy  woman  who  had  been  with 
her  many  years,  whom  all  other  domestics 
disliked.  Those  who  were  in  the  secrets 
of  the  lady's  earlier  life  pretended  that 
Sybil,  such  was  the  woman's  name,  had 
done  services  for  her  mistress  that  she 
would  not   have  cared   for   the   world   to 
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know.  Be  tliat  as  it  may,  she  was  deep 
in  her  confidence. 

It  was  this  woman  she  set  to  dog  the 
footsteps  of  Wentworth  and  Ethel. 

And  so,  never  suspecting  this  espionage, 
they  left  the  house  together,  the  children 
as  usual  gambolling  before  them.  Their 
footsteps  almost  instinctively  sought  the 
direction  of  their  last  night's  resting-place, 
and  until  they  arrived  there  neither  spoke 
one  word  upon  the  subject  which  fiUed  the 
thoughts  of  each.  The  way  they  had 
taken  was  thickly  wooded  ;  the  spy  was 
an  adept  at  the  business,  and  within  a  few 
minutes  after  they  had  taken  their  seats 
she  had  glided  round  the  dell,  and  crept 
beneath  a  thick  bush  whence  she  could  see 
and  hear  all. 

The  children,  too  young  to  understand 
anything  that  passed,  played  upon  the 
grass  in  the  hollow. 

Then   Wentworth   spoke.     "  And   now, 
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darling,   for  your    answer.'"'     He  took  her 
hand,   and  his   voice  was   full   of  tender- 
ness, but  with  something  of  anxiety  in  it, 
although  he  had  read  enough  of  her  heart 
to   be    abnost   certain    what    the    answer 
would  be.     •'•'  I  beseech  you,"  he  went  on, 
' '  let  the  answer  come  direct  from  yotu-  heart 
without  thought  of  me.     K  you  have  foimd 
there  a  stronger  love  for  Laimcelot  Franklin 
than  you  can  give  to  me,  teU  me  so  simply 
and  directly.    I  will  not  be  less  your  friend 
than  I  have  ever  been  because  no  dearer  tie 
can  bind  us,  and  I  will  do  all  in  my  power 
to  make  you  happy. " 

'•'  I  love  Launcelot  as  a  brother,  but  no 

more,"  she  answered. 

Her  voice  so  trembled  she  could  scarcely 

articulate  those  simple  words. 

*•' And  you  will  be  my  wife?''  he  asked, 

drawinor  her  closer  and  closer  to  him 

"  K  you  think  me  worthy  of  you,"  she 

murmured,  sinking  at  his  feet. 
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*'At.  worthy  of  the  greatest  king  on 
earth/'  he  cried,  raising  and  folding  her 
in  his  arms. 

And  so  he  held  her,  gazing  into  her  eyes, 
his  own  full  of  love,  until  she  hid  her 
blushing  fece  against  his  shoulder. 

"I  cannot  yet  believe  it  is  true,"  she 
sighed,  half  swooning  with  excess  of  happi- 
ness ;  "  it  seems  so  strange  that  you  could 
find  aught  in  me  worthy  of  your  lova" 

"  A  chaste  mind,  a  loving  heart,  a  dispo- 
sition all  goodness — ^what  more  should  a 
prince  seek  in  a  wife  ?' 

A  orrateful.  blushincr  look  was  all  the 
answer  she  could  make. 

"And  now,  dearest,'  he  resumed  after 
a  pause,  '"'  all  this  must  remain  secret 
between  us  two  until  next  year  ;  and  until 
that  time  the  reverence  we  owe  to  the 
memory  of  her  who  is  in  heaven  must  sup- 
press all  reference  to  this  bethrothal — ^for  so 
I  regard  it — even  between   ourselves ;  so 
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that  each  of  us  will  resume  our  former 
position  towards  one  another,  as  though 
nothing  of  this  had  taken  place.  Guard 
our  secret  well  from  every  prying  ear,  for 
the  world  is  ever  ready  to  be  uncharitable 
in  its  judgments.  I  may  even  find  it 
necessary,  unless  I  make  stay  in  London, 
to  send  you  from  Woodhouse  for  a  time  ; 
you  would  not  object  ?" 

"  Your  will,  my  lord,  has  ever  been  my 
law,"  she  answered  meekly,  ''and  now  more 
than  ever  must  it  be  so." 

"  There  is  a  question  I  would  ask  of  you," 
she  went  on,  after  a  little  hesitation,  "  one 
which  I  have  long,  long  desired  to  solve, 
yet  could  never  find  the  courage  to  put." 

''  Speak  fearlessly,  and  if  I  am  able  to 
answer  it  I  will,"  he  rephed,  encourag- 
ingly. 

"It  is — concerning — my  parents,"  she 
faltered.      "  Tell  me,  do  you  know  them  ?" 

"  I  have  known  your  father  well." 
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"  And  my  mother  ?  Ah,  you  are  silent," 
she  cried,  her  earnestness  overcoming  her 
timidity ;  ''  is  there,  then " 

The  words  died  away  upon  her  lips. 

But  he  understood  their  meaning,  and  it 
revealed  to  him  what  he  had  never  before 
suspected — the  secret  care  that  had  been 
gnavdng  at  her  heart. 

"  My  poor  child !"  he  said,  pityingly,  "  I 
should  have  thought  of  this  before.  I  might 
have  known  that  so  tender  and  sensitive  a 
heart  could  not  have  been  insensible  to  this 
mystery.  Your  birth  is  gentle  and  honour- 
able, of  that  I  can  assure  you." 

"  I  thank  God  for  that !"  she  cried, 
earnestly. 

"  For  the  rest,  an  oath  of  secrecy  closes 
my  lips,  from  which  I  am  even  now  devis- 
ing the  means  to  be  released.  As  soon  as 
I  succeed,  you  shall  know  aU." 

"At  your  own  good  time,  my  lord," 
she   answered.       "If    I    am    stainless   in 
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your  eyes,  what  more  should  I  seek  to 
know?'' 

"  My  darling  !"  he  murmured. 

At  that  moment  the  two  children,  tired 
of  their  play,  crept  up  to  Ethel ;  the 
younger  climbed  upon  her  lap,  while  the 
elder  rested  his  little  head  against  her 
knee. 

"  Henceforth  they  are  yours,"  he  whis- 
pered, lovingly. 

She  clasped  them  to  her  bosom,  and  wept 
sweet  and  bitter  tears  over  them. 

When  they  had  gone,  the  spy  emerged 
from  her  hiding-place,  filled  with  wonder  at 
what  she  had  heard. 

"  This  will  be  rare  news  for  my  lady," 
she  muttered;  "she  never  suspected  this" 


CHAPTER  lY. 

AN   UNWELCOME   VISITOR. 

Upon  entering  the  hall  Wentworth  found 
a  messenger,  bearing  a  letter,  waiting  his 
return.  The  superscription  was  in  a  delicate 
female  hand. 

"From  whom  do  you  bring  this?"  he 
inquired,  as  he  drew  his  dagger  to  cut  the 
blue  silk  string  with  which  it  was  fastened. 

"  From  Lady  Carlisle,  my  lord,"  was  the 
answer. 

"  From  Lady  Carhsle !"  he  repeated, 
starting. 

His  disturbance  was  so  apparent  that 
Ethel,  who  was  still  beside  him,  could  not 
help  observing  it. 

His  hand  quite  trembled  as  he  opened 
the  missive  and  read  these  lines  : — 
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"  My  dear  Lord, — Being  on  my  way  to 
tlie  far  north  to  visit  one  of  my  estates, 
from  which  I  have  long  been  absent,  I  dare 
to  assume  the  privilege  of  an  old  friend  to 
beg  your  hospitality  for  a  day  or  two. 

"  Lucy  Carlisle." 

His  face  darkened. 

**  Where  is  your  lady  now  1"  he  de- 
manded of  the  messenger. 

"Where  we  rested  last  night,  my  lord, 
at  an  inn  about  twelve  miles  from  here." 

"  Return  thither,  present  to  her  Lord 
Wentworth's  humble  respects,  and  tell  her 
that  his  poor  house,  such  as  it  is,  is  wholly 
hers  to  command." 

The  man  raised  his  hat  and  departed, 
while  Wentworth  hastened  to  acquaint  his 
sister  of  the  coming  of  this  unexpected  and 
distinguished  visitor. 

In  a  few  moments  the  whole  household 
was   in   a   bustle   of    preparation,    in   the 
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midst  of  which  Sibyl,  the  spy,  sought  out 
her  mistress. 

"I  cannot  listen  to  you  now,''  said 
Mistress  Elizabeth,  putting  her  aside ; 
*'by-and-by,  by-and-by,"  and  hurried 
away  without  waiting  to  hear  one  of  the 
eager  words  that  were  trembling  upon  her 
lips. 

"  Who  is  this  great  lady  V  inquired 
Ethel,  anxiously. 

"  One  whom  I  wish  were  a  thousand 
nailes  off,"  he  answered,  turning  away. 

"How  angry  he  looks,"  thought  Ethel; 
"  what  can  it  mean  ?" 

The  darkness  of  night  was  slowly  creep- 
ing over  a  dull  rainy  sky  when  the  unwel- 
come visitors  were  sighted  approaching  the 
house.  There  was  a  retinue  of  some 
eighteen  to  twenty  persons,  chiefly  male 
attendants,  in  handsome  liveries — and  all, 
both  male  and  female,  on  horseback, 
together  with  led  horses  bearing  baggage. 
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The  lady  herself,  however,  was  borne  by 
four  men.  on  foot  in  a  litter  elegantly  draped 
with  blue  velvet ;  this  being  the  usual 
mode  of  travelling  used  by  ladies  of  high 
quality,  the  condition  of  the  roads  in  the 
more  remote  parts  of  the  country  rendering 
coach  travelling  scarcely  endurable.  A 
carriage,  however,  a  heavy  lumbering  ve- 
hicle, but  gorgeously  painted,  followed  in 
her  train. 

It  had  been  many  a  day  since  there  had 
been  such  bustle  and  confusion  in  the 
courtyard  of  Woodhouse,  and  the  York- 
shire tykes  stared  with  open-mouthed 
wonderment  at  the  courtly  attendants 
(several  of  whom  were  Frenchmen  and 
Italians)  in  their  belaced,  berufEed,  and 
beslashed  costumes,  all  cut  in  the  newest 
and  most  extravagant  fashions ;  their  dull 
brains  were  confused  by  the  jabber  of 
tongues,    the    orders    and    counter-orders. 
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and  the  quickness  of  movement  so  foreign 
to  their  inertia. 

When  the  lady  alighted  from  her  litter, 
Wentworth  advanced  bareheaded,  accord- 
ing to  the  ceremonious  custom  of  the  age, 
to  welcome  her.  She  received  his  studied 
and  polite  welcome  with  one  of  her  most 
bewitching  smiles,  and  tenderly  pressed 
the  hand  that  conducted  her  up  the  steps 
leading  into  the  house. 

At  the  entrance  stood  Mistress  Elizabeth, 
with  the  female  domestics  ranged  behind 
her.  She  knew  Lady  Carlisle  well ;  had 
met  her  frequently  at  Court,  especially 
during  the  period  that  her  brother  had 
affected  Lucy  Percy. 

The  Countess  was  now  most  demonstra- 
tive towards  her,  pretending  great  joy  at 
the  meeting.  Mistress  Elizabeth's  vanity 
was  pleased  with  this  exuberant  notice 
from   so   distinguished   a   personage,    and 
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quite  wanned  beneath  it.  Near  the  foot 
of  the  staircase,  back  in  the  shadow,  stood 
Ethel,  watching  the  scene  with  deep 
interest.  Wentworth,  catching  sight  of  her, 
advanced,  and  taking  her  hand  led  her  for- 
ward and  presented  her  to  Lady  Carlisle. 

"My  ward,  Mistress  Ethel,"  he  said. 

The  Countess  started  with  a  look  of 
surprise,  which  was  immediately  succeeded 
by  a  frown.  She  had  never  heard  of  such 
a  person. 

Ethel  shrank  back  before  the  haughty 
and  almost  disdainful  stare. 

Not  a  look  had  been  lost  upon  Went- 
worth, who,  to  put  an  end  to  an  embarrass- 
ing pause,  again  offered  his  hand  with  a 
profound  bow  to  his  guest,  and  conducted 
her  up  the  stairs. 

''What  a  handsome  gui !"  she  said.  * '  Who 
is  she  r 

'^  My  ward,^'  he  answered  in  a  tone  that 
repelled  further  questions. 
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The  Countess  felt  disconcerted. 

When  she  went  to  make  her  toilette 
Mistress  EHzabeth  led  the  way  to  the 
chamber  set  apart  for  her. 

"  Who  is  that  young  maiden  ?"  she 
inquired. 

"  An  orphan,  I  believe,  whom  my  brother 
has  reared  from  childhood, '^  was  the  reply. 

The  tone  in  which  these  words  were 
spoken  convinced  the  Countess  there  was 
some  mystery,  but  she  could  not  put  any 
further  questions,  as  several  attendants 
were  present. 

The  noble  banqueting  room  presented  a 
grand  appearance  at  supper  that  night,  the 
table  ^laden  with  massive  plate,  the  old- 
fashioned  style  of  which  excited  the  super- 
cilious smiles  of  the  London  attendants  ; 
the  great  number  of  domestics,  which  almost 
crowded  the  spacious  apartment ;  the  soft 
light  of  huge  wax  candles,  kept  only  for 
such  great  occasions  ;  and  the  red  smoky 
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glare  of  the  torches  held  by  a  row  of 
servants  in  the  background,  formed  a  scene 
exceedingly  striking. 

Superb  and  queen-like  Lady  Carlisle 
sat,  the  central  fignire  of  all,  eclipsing  even 
the  stately  form  of  Wentworth  himself: 
her  ravishing  toilette  of  blue  and  silver 
glittering  with  gems ;  her  luxuriant  dark 
hair,  dressed  with  consummate  skill  in  the 
Henrietta  Maria  style,  and  surmounted  by 
a  coronet  of  rubies  and  brilliants  ;  the  free 
elegance  of  her  manner,  her  animated  con- 
versation, her  saUies  of  wit,  strikingly  con- 
trasted with  the  mourning  dresses  of  the 
other  two  ladies,  with  the  stiff  antiquated 
plainness  of  Mistress  Elizabeth  and  the 
undecorated  simplicity  of  Ethel. 

During  the  meal  Wentworth  could  not 
help  comparing  the  two  beautiful  faces  so 
opposite  to  each  other,  the  one  owing  so 
much  to  art,  yet  so  enchanting  in  the  mo- 
bility of  its  features  and  its  varying  shades 
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of  expression,  which  rendered  it  almost 
Protean  ;  the  other  all  nature,  so  gentle 
and  almost  childlike  in  its  pure  beauty. 
Perhaps  at  times  the  thought  would  obtrude 
itself  that  that  brilliant  woman  of  the  world 
would  have  been  a  wife  more  suited  to  his 
high  position  than  the  unsophisticated 
country  maiden  he  had  selected.  But  such 
unwelcome  reflections  were  immediately 
corrected  by  the  remembrance  of  how 
poorly  this  great  lady  would  play  the  part 
of  the  domestic  wife,  and  to  him  the  calm 
delights  of  home  were  far  above  the  artificial 
life  of  the  Court,  which  was  always  repug- 
nant to  him. 

He  was  unusually  silent  during  the  meal, 
and  Lady  Carlisle  with  all  her  efforts  could 
not  draw  him  into  conversation.  Thus  the 
two  ladies  had  nearly  all  the  talk  to  them- 
selves. Mistress  Elizabeth  listened  with 
eager  interest  to  the  Court  news  and  Court 
scandal  which  the  Countess  gave  with  all 
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the  piquancy  and  satire  of  wit.  But 
although  addressing  the  elder  ^lady  she 
frequently  directed  sharp,  scrutinising 
glances  upon  Ethel,  who  was  listening  with 
a  mixture  of  wonderment  and  doubtful 
admiration  to  the  jargon  and  fashionable 
slang  of  the  day,  of  which  she  could  com- 
prehend but  little. 

With  all  her  brilliancy  Lady  Carlisle's 
spirits  were  forced,  and  at  times  it  was  an 
effort  to  her  to  prevent  them  flagging. 
Not  for  an  instant  did  the  idea  of  a  rival 
enter  her  imagination,  or  if  it  had  she 
would  have  scouted  it  as  the  most  prepos- 
terous of  fancies  ;  yet  there  was  something 
in  Mistress  EHzabeth's  manner  that  had 
imparted  to  her  a  vague  feeling  of  uneasi- 
ness, and  she  resolved  as  early  as  possible 
next  day  to  seek  a  little  private  "conversa- 
tion with  that  lady,  and  eHcit  from  her 
some  explanation. 

Not  until  ten  o'clock,  a  very  late  hour 
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for  Woodhouse  at  that  season  of  the  year, 
did  the  company  rise  to  retire  for  the 
night. 

"  I  fear  you  will  find  Woodhouse  very 
dull  and  dreary  after  Whitehall,"  observed 
Mistress  Elizabeth.  "  I  am  given  to  under- 
stand that  the  Court  of  King  Charles 
greatly  exceeds  in  splendour  that  of  his 
royal  father." 

"  Infinitely  so,"  repHed  the  Countess, 
"but  its  very  brilliance  and  unceasing 
round  of  gaiety  palls  at  length  upon  the 
spirits,  and  after  being  so  long  surrounded 
by  art  we  get  a  longing  desire  for  nature, 
I  love  the  country,  and  courtier  as  I  am  I 
love  country  sports.  I  have  not  been  so 
long  at  Court  that  I  have  forgotten  to 
hunt,  as  I  hope  to  prove  to  you  all.  Your 
fresh  bracing  northern  air  has  abeady  given 
me  new  life.  Do  you  remember,  my  lord," 
she  asked,  turning  to  Went  worth,  "that 
not  long  since  I  reproved  you  for  what  I 
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then  called  wasting  your  time  in  the  country. 
Even  the  short  time  I  have  been  here  I  have 
changed  my  opinion,  and  believe  that  in  a 
little  while  I  should  grow  as  fond  of  it  as 
you." 

*'And  cozen  us  poor  Yorkshire  clowns 
into  the  belief  that  Diana  herself  had 
descended  among  our  barren  woods,"  re- 
plied Wentworth,  gallantly. 

"How  beautiful  she  is  and  how  wonder- 
fully she  talks !"  thought  Ethel,  as  she  was 
preparing  for  bed.  "  She  and  my  lord  seem 
to  have  known  each  other  a  long,  long 
time,  and  she  is  just  such  an  one  as  I  could 
fancy  for  his  wife ;  how  far  more  suited  to 
him  than  I !  Strange  that  he  should  not 
have  chosen  her." 

When  Sybil  was  alone  with  her  mistress, 
unrobing  her  for  the  night,  she  "related  all 
she  had  seen  and  heard  in  the  woods.  At 
first  the  lady  indignantly  refused  to  believe 
the  story ;  she   must  have   mistaken   the 
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meaning  of  what  she  had  overheard.  My 
Lord  Wentworth  make  her  his  wife  !  Pre- 
posterous !  At  length  the  woman's  persist- 
ency forced  the  truth  upon  her.  She  never 
dreamed  of  more  than  a  liaison ;  this  news 
was  terrible — overwhelming.  An  alliance 
so  degrading  must  be  hindered  at  any  cost. 
But  how  ?  Ay,  there  was  the  difficulty, 
for  who  could  hope  to  bend  that  inflexible 
will  ? — who  could  dare  even  to  remonstrate 
with  him  when  he  had  once  made  his  deci- 
sion ?  Elizabeth  was  deeply  attached  to 
her  brother ;  she  was  proud  of  his  genius, 
of  his  high  position,  of  the  honour  he  did 
the  name  of  Wentworth,  and  her  ambitious 
imaginings  beheld  a  ducal  coronet  hovering 
over  his  head  ;  and  was  all  this  to  be  shared 
with  a  nameless  country  girl  without  fortune 
or  family,  and  whose  very  parentage  he 
was  ashamed  to  declare  !  The  appearance 
of  Lady  Carlisle  at  Woodhouse,  and  her 
tender  and  effusive  manner   towards  him, 
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had  awakened  old  hopes  of  that  alhance 
which  she  had  formerly  so  eagerly  desired, 
and  even  intrigued  to  bring  about,  and 
which,  unless  she  was  much  mistaken,  the 
young  widow  would  now  gladly  make. 

What  if  she  were  to  take  her  into  con- 
fidence ?  Her  quick  wit  might  suggest 
some  means  of  breaking  off  this  mesalliance. 
At  all  events  she  would  sound  her  upon  the 
subject.  Such  were  the  thoughts  that 
kept  the  lady  wakeful  during  the  greater 
part  of  that  night. 


CHAPTER  V. 

PLOTTING, 

A  HUNT  had  been  arranged  for  the  next 
morning,  but  the  weather  proving  rainy, 
Wentworth  in  deference  to  his  lady  visitor 
had  offered  to  postpone  it.  But  of  this  she 
would  not  hear. 

"  I  am  not  so  dehcate  that  the  rain  will 
melt  me  like  a  sugar  toy,"  she  said,  gaily. 
She  proved  herself  quite  an  Amazon  in  the 
saddle,  dashing  fearlessly  over  every  ob- 
stacle, keeping  abreast  with  the  boldest 
riders,  and  was  one  of  the  first  in  at  the 
death.  The  huntsmen  were  in  ecstasies  at 
her  daring,  and  applauded  her  to  the  echo  ; 
the  clowns  and  domestics  were  filled  with 
admiration  and  amazement  at  the  doings  of 
the  great  Court  lady,  and  to  complete  their 
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satisfaction  she  scattered  largesses  among 
them  with  queenlike  munificence. 

Attired  in  a  green  velvet  riding  costume 
laced  with  gold,  fitting  faultlessly  to  her 
shape  so  as  to  show  off  every  undulation  of 
her  glorious  figure ;  a  hat  to  match  with  a 
drooping  plume  of  ostrich  feathers,  from 
beneath  which  her  glossy  hair  flowed  in 
graceful  ringlets  ;  her  cheeks  flushed  w^ith 
exercise,  her  eyes  flashing  with  excitement, 
her  whole  face  lit  up  with  pleasure  at  the 
universal  admiration  of  which  she  was  the 
cynosure,  she  was  indeed  a  worthy  pre- 
sentment of  the  divine  huntress  to  whom 
he  had  compared  her.  Again  the  spell  of 
the  syren  was  stealing  over  him. 

But  he  was  not  destined  to  be  long  ex- 
posed to  it  on  the  present  occasion.  To- 
wards evening  on  that  very  day  there 
arrived  a  courier  bearing  a  mandate  from 
the  King,  who  required  my  Lord  Went- 
worth's  presence  at  Whitehall  as  speedily 
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as  horse  could  bring  liim  thither,  "  to  con- 
sult with  him  upon  certain  weighty  matters 
connected  with  the  well-being  of  the 
realm." 

Pleasure  at  this  opening  of  an  escape 
from  Lady  Carlisle's  Circean  influence  was 
dashed  by  the  thought  that  she  would 
still  remain  at  Woodhouse,  a  reflection 
which  occasioned  him  some  uneasiness,  al- 
though he  could  scarcely  define  the  cause. 
However,  there  was  no  time  for  conside- 
ration; the  summons  was  imperative  and 
must  be  instantly  obeyed ;  by  daybreak 
the  next  morning  he  must  commence  his 
journey  to  London. 

Lady  Carhsle  could  not  conceal  the  mor- 
tification the  news  of  his  departure  gave 
her  ;  as  he  had  half  suspected,  her  journey 
had  been  a  ruse  to  attack  him  in  his  home, 
and  now  she  found  that  her  clever  strata- 
gem, to  carry  out  which  she  had  under- 
taken such  a  terrible  journey,  had  ignomi- 
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niously  collapsed  at  the  very  moment  when 
she  was  rejoicing  over  its  success,  and  thus 
placed  her  in  a  far  worse  position  than  if 
she  had  remained  at  home.  She  deter- 
mined, however,  as  quickly  as  decency 
would  permit,  to  follow  him  back  to 
London. 

^^  Pray  make  Woodhouse  your  home  as 
long  as  its  rudeness  and  dulness  are  endur- 
able," he  said,  as  they  parted  that  night. 

"  I  thank  you,"  she  answered,  "  but  I 
had  no  intention  from  the  first  of  trespass- 
ing upon  your  hospitality  longer  than  two 
or  three  days.  I  cannot  but  regret  my 
brief  stay  should  not  have  been  in  your 
company,  but  I  trust  we  shall  soon  meet 
again." 

And  so  with  a  low  sigh,  a  gentle  pres- 
sure of  the  hand,  and  a  tender  look,  she 
left  him. 

He  greatly  desired  to  speak  a  few  words 
apart  to  Ethel,  but  Mistress  EHzabeth  took 
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care  to  prevert  this  by  never  leaving  her 
side,  and  he  did  not  desire  to  draw  marked 
attention  by  any  appearance  of  secrecy  or 
private  understanding  between  them. 

Ethel  too  would  have  loved  to  have 
spoken  to  him  alone,  for  she  felt  a  strange 
depression  at  his  departure,  a  feeling  as  it 
were  of  impending  evil.  She  could  not 
sleep  that  night,  and  just  as  the  first  grey 
light  of  the  morning  was  steahng  through 
her  chamber  T\dndow  she  heard  the  bustle 
and  clatter  of  horses'  hoofs  in  the  court- 
yard below  that  announced  the  departure. 
Jumping  out  of  bed  and  wrapping  a  loose 
robe  about  her,  she  quietly  opened  the 
casement  and  watched  the  proceedings 
below.  As  soon  as  the  attendants  who 
were  to  accompany  him  were  mounted  and 
ready,  she  saw  Wentworth's  favourite 
horse,  a  magnificent  roan,  led  forth,  and 
shortly  afterwards  my  lord  himself  ap- 
peared wrapped  in  a  heavy  riding  cloak, 
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his  head  covered  by  a  black  slouched  hat, 
the  only  ornament  of  which  was  a  single 
black  ostrich  feather ;  as  he  leaped  into 
the  saddle  she  saw  his  face  raised  towards 
her  window ;  she  waved  her  hand  in  fare- 
well. He  caught  sight  of  the  white  arm, 
although  he  could  not  see  the  face  for  the 
thick  ivy  that  clustered  about  it,  and  an- 
swered by  raising  his  hat. 

More  than  once,  as  long  as  the  house 
was  in  sight,  did  he  turn  his  head  in  that 
direction,  and  she  strained  her  eyes  to 
catch  every  parting  glimpse  of  the  beloved 
form  until  the  tears  and  the  grey  mists 
had  wholly  hidden  it ;  then  she  closed  the 
casement,  and  sat  down  and  wept  with  a 
heavy  heart. 

Lady  Carlisle's  love  was  not  strong 
enough  to  keep  her  awake  on  that  occa- 
sion, and  she  slept  soundly  until  Went- 
worth  was  many  miles  away  from  Wood- 
house.     She  arose  sullen  and  ill-humoured, 
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and  desired  that  her  breakfast  should  be 
brought  her  in   her  own  room.     A  great 
change  had  seemingly  come  over  her  ideas 
since  the  previous  night,  for  whereas  then 
everything    around   was    most    delightful, 
everything   was   now  equally   distasteM ; 
she  looked  out  upon  the  woods  half  veiled 
in  mist  and  shuddered  at  the  dulness  ;   she 
glanced   around   her   chamber  and   vowed 
it  was  not  fit  for  her  groom  to  sleep  in ; 
the  viands  were  coarse,  the  wine  was  in- 
different,  the  ale    muddy,  for   ladies  par- 
took   of    such  potent  beverages    even   for 
breakfast ;    she    scolded   her   servants,    or- 
dered  a  fire  to  be  kindled,  and  wrapping 
a  dressing-robe  about  her  vowed  she  would 
not  leave  her  room  that  day,  and  ordered 
all  to  be  prepared  for  her  departure  next 
morning. 

In  the  midst  of  these  humours  Mistress 
Elizabeth  presented  herself  to  pay  her  re- 
spects ;  but  my  lady,  now  that  male  eyes 


142  THE  PROMISE  TO   THE  DEAD.        [book  t. 

were  no  longer  watching,  received  her  but 
coldly,  made  numerous  complaints,  and 
declared  her  intention  of  leaving  on  the 
next  day.  Far  from  being  mortified  at 
this  reception  it  gave  Elizabeth  much 
satisfaction,  since,  divining  the  cause,  it 
seemed  to  prove  the  lady's  inclination  for 
her  brother ;  so  she  patiently  waited  for  this 
fretful  humour  to  exhaust  itself  before  open- 
ing the  subject  that^she  had  come  to  discuss. 

She  began  by  bringing  up  reminiscences 
of  the  past,  by  references  to  the  old  days 
when,  as  she  phrased  it,  she  had  fondly 
hoped  that  they  would  have  been  sisters. 

"  My  brother  cannot  remain  single  after 
his  season  of  mourning  is  expired,"  she 
went  on  ;  "he  will  require  a  lady  to  do  the 
honours  of  his  house.  I  had  hoped  that 
he  would  make  some  noble  alliance  such 
as  his  great  and  yet  greater  prospective 
fortune  should  warrant,  but  my  hopes  I 
fear  are  in  danger." 


CHAP,  v.]  PLOTTING.  143 

*'  Indeed  !''  exclaimed  the  Countess, 
aroused  by  those  words. 

Elizabeth  made  a  sign  to  her  to  dismiss 
her  attendants. 

"  You  asked  me  when  you  first  arrived 
about  that  young  girl,  Ethel/'  she  said, 
when  they  were  alone. 

"  Ah,  yes  !"  cried  Lady  Carlisle,  eagerly. 

"  Concerning  her  family,  her  origin,  I 
can  tell  you  nothing  ;  but  I  have  made  a 
terrible  discovery  in  connexion  with  her." 

"  Indeed,  what  is  that  ?"  inquired  my 
lady,  on  tiptoe  with  curiosity. 

*'  That  my  brother,  Lord  Wentworth,  has 
engaged  himself  to  wed  her  at  the  end  of 
his  mourning." 

''  What !"  almost  shrieked  Lady  Carlisle, 
literally  leaping  to  her  feet ;  ''  you  are  mad, 
dreaming ;  what  proof  have  you  ?" 

"  My  own  maid,  Sybil,  overheard  him 
solemnly  betroth  himself  to  her  on  the  very 
day  you  arrived  here." 
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"  Is  that  all  ?"  laughed  the  visitor,  scorn- 
fully. ''  Shakspeare  tells  us  that  when  the 
blood  burns  the  tongue  is  prodigal ;  all 
men  are  lavish  of  promises  to  women  when 
it  suits  their  purpose.  But,  nevertheless, 
I'd  have  the  creature  driven  into  the  woods 
and  whipt  by  the  huntsmen." 

"  You  are  too  hasty,  Lady  Carlisle," 
answered  Mistress  Elizabeth,  coldly,  for  her 
now  severe  morals  could  not  en  '  are  to  hear 
a  supposed  sin  treated  with  such  levity  ; 
"  this  young  woman  has  been  under  my 
brother's  protection  from  childhood ;  she 
was  treated  by  Lady  Wentworth  as  a 
sister,  and  Lord  Wentworth  would  be  in- 
capable of  deceiving  the  daughter  of  the 
meanest  hind  upon  his  estate,  much  less  * 
one  that  has  so  strong  a  claim  upon  his 
honour.  As  to  driving  her  out,  who  would 
dare  even  to  offer  a  word  of  insult  to  her 
while  under  my  lord's  guardianship  ?" 

"  I  would  !"  cried  Lady  Carhsle,  bursting 
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into  fury  ;  "I  would  scourge  her  ! — flay  her 
baby  face  with  my  own  fingers  ! — kill  her  ! — 
ere  Thomas  Wentworth  should  so  disgrace 
himself!" 

Even  iron-nerved  Mistress  Elizabeth  was 
appalled  by  the  ferocity  of  her  words  and 
looks.  Could  this  be  the  smiHng,  gentle, 
languishing  beauty,  all  graciousness  and 
tenderness,  of  a  few  hours'  back  ! 

"  Hush,  hush,  my  dear  Lady  Carlisle, 
the  servants  will  hear  you,"  she  exclaimed. 
"  I  thought  we  might  advise  together,  and 
perhaps  think  of  some  way  to  avert  this 
threatened  calamity  ;  but  passion  will  effect 
nothing." 

"It  shall  be  averted,"  cried  the  other, 
pacing  up  and  down  the  chamber  Hke  a 
caged  tigress  ;  "  great  as  you  are,  Thomas 
Wentworth,  you  shall  not  play  the  fool 
with  me,  and  above  all  for  this  nameless 
creature  whom  I  would  not  entertain 
among  my  menials." 
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''  Calm  yourself,  calm  yourself,  I  beseech 
you,"  entreated  Elizabeth,  who  began 
almost  to  repent  her  confidence.  "  The 
thought  of  such  an  union  is  as  terrible  to 
me  as  it  is  to  you,  although  I  have  more 
control  over  my  feelings  ;  and  there  are  no 
means  I  would  hesitate  to  resort  to,  so  that 
no  harm  or  sorrow  came  to  my  brother,  to 
prevent  it." 

In  a  little  while  the  paroxysm  had  ex- 
hausted itself,  and  the  virago  became 
cooler. 

For  a  time  the  conversation  was  desultory 
and  interrupted  by  an  occasional  outburst 
of  Lady  Carlisle's  temper  ;  Mistress  Eliza- 
beth had  conceived  a  scheme  which  she  was 
cautious  in  unfolding  while  her  companion 
was  in  her  present  excited  state. 

"  With  my  brother  nothing  can  be  done," 
she  said  ;  "  from  his  boyhood,  once  resolved 
upon  any  course  of  action,  neither  prayers, 
threats,  nor  reasonings,  could  ever  turn  him 
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aside  from  it,  and  years  have  but  confirmed 
this  stubbornness  of  disposition." 

"  Then  what  can  be  done  V  demanded 
Lady  CarHsle,  impatiently  ;  "if  you  have 
any  plan  to  propose  explain  it  without 
further  preface." 

"  There  is  only  one  hope,"  pursued  the 
other,  *'and  that  lies  in  Ethel  herself" 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?' 

"To  so  work  upon  her  that  she  should 
break  off  this  marriage  of  her  own  will." 

"  If  that  be  your  plan  you  can  put  it 
aside  at  once,"  replied  the  lady,  scornfully. 
*'  Is  it  credible  that  this  poor  dependant 
would  of  her  own  wiU  consent  to  forego 
her  chance  of  becoming  the  wife  of  the 
King's  favourite  minister,  of  being  one  day 
a  countess  or  a  duchess  ?  Your  association 
with  comitry  boors  must  have  sadly  duUed 
your  once-shrewd  intellect,  my  poor  Ehza- 
beth." 

*'  Perhaps  so,  Lady  CarHsle,"  responded 
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the  other,  trying  to  suppress  her  mortifica- 
tion at  this  contemptuous  tone,  yet  giving 
sting  for  sting ;  "  while  the  Court  has  so 
corrupted  your  heart  that  you  cannot  be- 
lieve it  possible  for  any  woman  to  act  con- 
trary to  her  own  selfish  passions  and  am- 
bitions. You  must  remember  that  this  girl 
also  has  been  brought  up  among  country 
boors,  and  consequently  may  do  many 
things  unheard  of  among  courtiers,  and  for 
which  they  would  probably  dub  her  fool." 

"  If  her  folly  would  carry  her  to  such  a 
point  I  should  be  inclined  to  dub  her 
idiot,"  answered  the  Countess,  with  a 
shrug. 

"  So  much  the  better  for  you  and  I — no 
fools  no  knaves." 

Lady  Carlisle  for  a  moment  made  no  re- 
sponse, for  she  could  perceive  that  her 
disdainful  words  and  manner  were  becom- 
ing highly  offensive  to  Elizabeth,  and 
reason    and    cunning,    which    my    lady's 
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arrogant  and  vindictive  temper  had  for  a 
time  cast  to  the  winds,  were  beginning 
once  more  to  assert  themselves  ;  she  could 
not  afford  to  break  with  so  powerful  an 
ally.  Her  scornful  features  melted  into  a 
smile,  and  extending  her  hand  with  well- 
acted  frankness,  she  said — 

"  Forgive  my  rudeness  ;  but  you  know 
my  foolish  passionate  temper  before  to-day. 
Now  tell  me  your  plan,  and  I  promise  to 
listen  to  it  with  aU  patience." 

The  other  held  the  warm  hand  for  a 
second  between  her  icy  fingers  and  then 
let  it  fall  again. 

"Well  then,"  she  resumed,  recovering 
her  composure,  "  I  have  closely  observed 
this  Ethel  during  the  time  I  have  presided 
over  my  brother's  household,  and  I  think  I 
have  succeeded  in  reading  her  character 
tolerably  aright.  There  is  much  disin- 
terestedness in  it — or,  as  you  would  name 
it,  folly — and  I  do  not  beheve  that  ambi- 
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tion  has  any  place  in  her  heart ;  she  loves 
and  reverences  my  brother  as  a  votress 
does  her  saint,  and  could  it  be  shown  her 
that  she  was  doing  him  wrong  and  injury 
by  becoming  his  wife,  such  is  her  devotion 
to  him,  that  I  am  convinced  she  would  fly 
to  the  furthermost  extremity  of  the  earth 
to  avoid  him.  Such  are  my  impressions ; 
they  may  be  false,  but  I  think  not." 

"  Then  why  not  at  once  take  advantage 
of  his  absence  and  instil  this  idea  into  her 
mind  ?" 

"  That  could  be  best  done  by  you." 
''  By  me !" 

"  Yes  ;  you  were  once  all  but  betrothed  to 
my  Lord  Wentworth ;  you  still  love  him,  and 
if  I  understand  certain  words  you  dropped 
aright,  some  renewal  of  the  old  relations 
have  taken  place  between  you.  These 
hints,  improved  by  your  own  subtlety, 
might  work  wonders  upon  the  sensitive 
mind  of  this  silly  girl.'' 
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Lady  Carlisle  reflected  for  some  moments. 

''  You  are  right,"  she  said  at  length.  ''  I 
can  see  your  plan  is  excellent,  always  sup- 
posing this  rustic  fair  one  is  as  simple  as 
you  beheve,  which  pardon  me  if  I  still 
doubt.  It  shall  be  tried,  however,  and  at 
once. " 

"  I  have  heard  it  said,"  continued  Eliza- 
beth, "  that  thei^e  is  a  young  gentleman  of 
the  neighbourhood  desperately  enamoured 
of  her,  and  to  whom  it  would  seem  she 
once  gave  some  encouragement." 

"  Ah,  indeed,  who  is  that  T  inquired 
Lady  Carlisle,  with  more  interest  than  she 
had  yet  displayed. 

'^  His  name  is  Launcelot  Franklin  ;  he 
fought  a  duel  with  young  John  Savile  for 
having  spoken  lightly  of  her,  after  which 
the  father,  a  rigid  Puritan,  interposed,  and 
the  young  man  was  sent  away  to  London, 
where  I  understand  he  is  now  a  student  at 
one  of  the  Inns  of  Court." 
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"  I  have  met  John  Savile,"  said  Lady- 
Carlisle,  musingly.  "Pym  brought  him 
once  to  my  house ;  a  man  with  a  satur- 
nine, malicious  face  ;  he  is  one  of  Went- 
worth's  most  bitter  and  most  dangerous 
enemies.  I  do  not  know  the  other  name 
you  mention." 

"  Think  over  what  I  have  said,'^  said 
Elizabeth  ;  "I  leave  it  in  your  hands  ;  you 
have  more  subtlety  than  I,  and  you  have 
an  insinuating  smoothness  of  manner  when 
you  choose  to  assume  it,  to  which  I  can 
make  no  pretence." 

''  It  would  seem  then  that  I  am  to  be 
the  catspaw  to  take  the  Wentworth  honour 
out  of  the  fire,"  observed  Lady  Carlisle, 
sarcastically. 

"Why  not,  since  you  wish  to- possess 
it  ?"  retorted  the  other,  coldly. 

"  And  you  wish  to  save  it ;  so  our  in- 
terests are  mutual.  And  as  you  have  been 
pleased  to  credit  me  with  so  much  genius 
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for  diplomacy  I  will  essay  your  scheme, 
and  play  my  part  to  the  best  of  my 
ability." 

And  so  they  separated,  not  quite  so  well 
pleased  with  one  another  as  they  had  been 
a  few  hours  before. 

When  she  was  alone  Lady  Carlisle  sum- 
moned her  attendants  to  perform  her  toi- 
lette. She  chose  her  most  magnificent 
dress,  her  most  splendid  jewels,  for  she  de- 
sired to  awe  the  mind  of  this  unsophisticated 
maiden  by  a  display  of  her  wealth  and 
rank,  to  show  how  infinitely  she  was  above 
her,  how  hopeless  was  her  rivalry;  she 
took  as  much  pains  in  beautifying  herself 
as  though  she  were  about  to  meet  a  lover. 
And  all  the  time  she  was  conning  over  her 
part,  brushing  away  the  last  bubbles  of  her 
recent  ebullition,  schooling  her  features  to 
softness,  her  mind  to  hypocrisy. 

She  did  not  leave  her  chamber  until  the 
dinner-bell  rang.      When  she  descended  to 
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THE  FALCON  AND  THE  DOVE. 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Greenwood  had  pronounced 
the  grace  after  meat,  Lady  Carhsle  rose, 
and,  putting  her  arm  round  Ethel,  said — 

*'  Come  with  me,  dear  Ethel,  to  my 
chamber,  and  we  will  have  a  pleasant  talk 
together,  you  and  I,  all  alone." 

Wondering  at  this  sudden  interest  and 
condescension,  but  suspecting  no  harm, 
Ethel  went  away  with  her. 

Having  dismissed  her  attendants,  Lady 
Carlisle  sat  in  a  large  armchair  which  had 
been  placed  for  her  close  to  the  open 
window,  and  pointing  to  a  low  stool  at  her 
feet,  said,  laughingly — 

"  You  shall  sit  there  and  lay  your  head 
in  my  lap,  and  I  will  fancy  myself  a  gallant 
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cavalier  and  thou  my  lady-love,  of  whom 
maybe  I  am  jealous — for  all  lovers  are  jea- 
lous, especially  if  their  mistresses  be  as 
beautiful  as  you,  Ethel." 

Never  again  could  Ethel  sit  at  any  one's 
feet,  or  rest  her  head  upon  a  lap,  or  watch 
the  dancing  motes  in  the  sunbeams  stream- 
ing through  a  latticed  window,  without 
that  scene,  every  word,  incident,  and  aspect 
of  which  was  to  be  stamped  evermore 
indehbly  upon  her  memory,  rising  before 
her. 

"  And  now,  tell  me,  child,"  began  the 
dissimulator,  caressing  the  fair  head  with 
her  jewelled  hands,  "  how  many  lovers  hast 
thou  had  before  thy  sweet  blue  eyes  en- 
tranced my  heart  ?  Heavens,  what  a 
blush !  There  must  be  a  goodly  number  to 
produce  a  crimson  so  deep  as  that.  You 
will  not  answer  ?  How  wouldst  thou  have 
me  construe  thy  silence  ?  Does  it  mean 
avowal  or  denial  ?     Still  silent  !     Suppose, 
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now,  I  had  learned  the  secret  from  some 
great  magician — say  Dr.  Dee — of  reading 
the  names  of  maidens  lovers  in  their  eyes. 
Nay,  nay,  you  shall  not  escape  me  ;  re- 
member I  am  thy  latest  lover,  and  I  would 
know  my  rivals." 

"  But  this  is  a  jest,  my  lady,"  faltered 
Ethel,  overcome  by  confusion,  and  strug- 
gling to  rise. 

But  the  torturer  had  her  now,  and  held 
her  firmly  in  her  grip.  Bending  over  her, 
and  pretending  to  read  in  her  eyes,  she 
resumed — 

"  The  first  name  I  see  there  is 
LAUNCELOT  FRANKLIN— 
Launcelot  Franklin.  Ha  ,  ha,  ha  !  That 
blush  tells  me  1  have  read  rightly.  But  by 
the  faded  characters  in  which  it  is  written, 
I  can  perceive  that  some  more  favoured 
cavalier  has  taken  the  place  he  once  held  in 
your  favour." 

"  0  lady,    for    pity  sake,  release    me !" 
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cried  Ethel,  who  tainted,  as  all  others,  with 
the  superstition  of  the  age,  was  half  terri- 
fied as  well  as  confused  by  these  strange 
words — a  feehng  which  was  greatly  en- 
hanced by  those  glittering  eyes,  that  had 
begun  to  assume  a  fierce  expression,  looking 
so  closely  into  hers.  She  made  yet  more 
strenuous  efforts  to  free  herself,  but  was  held 
immovable  by  a  hand  that  kept  her  down 
with  no  gentle  force. 

"  What  letters  are  these  that  rise  up  so 
boldly  and  clearly,  denoting  that  they  spell 
the  name  of  the  lover  who  is  dearest  to  thy 
heart  ?"  went  on  Lady  Carlisle,  mercilessly, 
and  bending  yet  closer  over  her  victim,  as 
though  her  eyes  were  basilisks  to  strike 
her  dead.  "  Surely  my  cunning  has  failed 
me  this  time,  and  it  is  the  reflection  of  my 
own  eyes  I  read  in  yours !  Yet  if  it 
be  true — God  help  thee,  poor  moth! — 
for  thou  art  fluttering  round  a  candle 
that  will   burn   thy  wings — nay,    destroy 
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thee !  Shall  I  tell  you  the  name  I  read 
now  J 

^^  No,  no,  no  !" 

"  I  will,  and  you  shall  tell  me  whether 
my  art  is  true  or  false  :  it  is  Thomas 
Wentworth." 

As  she  pronounced  the  last  words  she 
released  her  hold,  and,  quick  as  lightning, 
Ethel  sprang  to  her  feet,  and,  really  believ- 
ing that  this  woman  possessed  some  occult 
power,  would  have  fled  from  her  in  terror 
had  not  the  Countess  placed  herself  before 
the  door  and  turned  the  key. 

"  Come,  come,  little  moth,  you  must  not 
fly  away  yet,"  she  said,  with  an  evil  smile 
playing  about  her  lips  ;  "  I  am  your  friend, 
and  would  save  you  from  that  terrible 
devouring  flame." 

"  Lady  Carhsle,  this  is  cruel ;  I  request 
you  to  unlock  that  door,  for  I  will  not 
remain  here  another  moment."  Ethel  spoke 
courageously,    indignantly,    although    her 
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heart   was     trembling   with    fear   all    the 
time. 

"  How  the  little  moth  flutters  its  wings, 
and  flies  in  the  face  of  its  best  friend ; 
foolish  little  moth !"  said  the  tormentor, 
mockingly. 

"  Let  me  pass,"  cried  Ethel,  with  despe- 
rate courage,  "  or  I  will  call  for  help.  Let 
me  pass  !" 

"  I  have  no  wish  to  hurt  you,  child," 
answered  the  other,  changing  her  tone ;  "  I 
repeat,  my  only  desire  is  to  serve  you  ;  and, 
therefore,  I  say  beware  of  this  foolish 
passion  for  a  man  who  is  so  infinitely  above 
you.  Your  pretty  face  has  caught  his 
fancy  ;  he  will  make  you  the  toy  of  an  idle 
hour,  grow  weary,  and  forget  you.  Such 
stories  are  being  acted  every  day.  Perhaps 
he  has  even  spoken  to  you  of  marriage, 
and  you,  poor  child,  have  believed  him, 
believe  him  stilL  But  if  vanity  and  folly 
have  not  wholly  blinded   you   to   reason, 
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think  for  a  moment  whether  this  great 
lord,  this  mighty  minister,  second  only  to 
the  King,  could  so  far  stoop  from  his  com- 
manding height  to  raise  you  to  his  lawful 
bed.  And  even — wildest  of  thoughts — 
were  he  so  steeped  in  infatuation  as  to 
give  every  other  consideration  to  negligence, 
what  think  you  would  follow  ?  Kuin  and 
disgrace.  Men  such  as  he  must  mate  with 
their  equals  ;  those  who  have  been  hardy 
enough  to  despise  this  rule  have  had  the 
remainder  of  their  lives  to  repent  their 
folly  in.  Close  your  ears  to  my  warning, 
and  I  tell  you  solemnly,  prophetically, 
that  one  of  two  evils  will  follow — shame  to 
you  or  ruin  to  him." 

These  words  were  spoken  with  a  passion- 
ate energy,  both  of  tone  and  look,  that 
could  not  but  produce  a  powerful  impres- 
sion upon  her  to  whom  they  were  ad- 
dressed. At  first  her  spirit  had  risen 
against  the  foul  suspicions  cast  upon  him 
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whom  she  worshipped  as  all  excellent ;  she 
thought  not  of  herself,  but  it  sank  appalled 
w^hen  her  enemy  described  the  evil  that 
would  fall  upon  him  should  he  wed  her, 
for  her  own  heart  took  part  against  itself  in 
acknowledging  the  probable  truth  of  the 
picture.  What  could  she  say  ?  She  was 
bound  by  a  promise  not  to  reveal  to  any 
person  her  engagement,  and  she  could  not 
trust  herself  to  utter  a  word  of  defence  or 
repudiation  lest  her  tongue  might  un- 
wittingly betray  her.  But  the  pallor  which 
had  succeeded  to  the  indignant  flush  upon 
her  cheek  told  Lady  Carlisle  the  effect  her 
last  thrust  had  produced. 

She  followed  up  the  advantage  with  an 
entire  chano^e  of  tone  and  manner,  which 
now  became  tender  and  pitiful.  She  took 
her  victim's  hand,  led  her  to  a  seat,  and 
sat  down  beside  her. 

"  You  think  me  harsh  and  cruel,"  she 
said,  "  and  yet  did  you  know  all  you  would 

11—2 


164  THE   PROMISE   TO  THE   DEAD.         [book  V. 


wonder  at  my  mercy  and  forbearance.  I 
feel  it  is  my  duty  to  conceal  nothing  from 
you,  for  I  should  grieve  to  see  one  so 
young  and  ingenuous  betrayed  either  to 
shame  or  remorse.  Know,  then,  that  I  and 
my  Lord  Wentworth  were  once  betrothed." 
Ethel  started,  raised  her  eyes  for  a 
moment  to  that  Judas-face,  then  let  them 
fall  again. 

Pretending  not  to  remark  the  movement 
Lady  Carlisle  continued :  "  He  was  then 
plain  Sir  Thomas  Wentworth,  and  my 
friends,  who  could  not  look  into  futurity, 
regarded  such  an  alliance  as  too  unequal. 
Although  we  loved  one  another  with  all  the 
passion  of  first  love  a  cruel  destiny  sepa- 
rated us.  Both  contracted  new  ties,  but 
the  hearts  of  both  remained  unchanged, 
true  to  their  first  affection ;  years  passed 
away  and  we  never  met,  for  he,  not  able 
to  endure  the  scene  of  his  former  hopes, 
retired  from  Court   and   settled  down  in 
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this  remote  solitude.  How  gladly  would  I 
have  followed  his  example ;  but  the  cruel 
duties  of  my  rank  compelled  me  to  bear 
my  aching  heart  among  the  glitter  and 
gaiety  of  the  Court.  Two  years  ago,  when 
he  was  first  summoned  to  attend  upon  the 
King,  we  met  for  the  first  time  since  our 
separation ;  he  was  then  the  husband  of  a 
noble  lady,  I  was  a  widow ;  the  honour  of 
both  forbade  any  reference  to  the  past  ; 
but  neither  could  conceal  how  freshly  it 
still  hngered  in  heart  and  memory.  A  few 
weeks  back,  when  he  was  last  at  Court,  we 
met  again." 

Here  her  voice  cunningly  faltered. 

"  We  were  alone — our  hearts  were  full 
and  weak,  and,  forgetful  of  the  propriety 
which  should  have  restrained  our  tong-ues 
for  a  time,  we  renewed  our  old  vows. 
Judge,  then,  my  feehngs  when  upon  arriv- 
ing here  I  discover,  no  matter  how,  that  he 
has  betrothed  himself  to  another." 
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Pale  as  death,  with  hands  tightly  clasped 
and  eyes  fixed  upon  the  ground,  Ethel  had 
listened  to  this  story. 

"  Can  this  be  true  ?"  she  murmured,  in- 
voluntarily. 

"  What  motive  could  I  have  in  deceiving 
you  f  responded  Lady  Carlisle,  something 
of  the  old  scorn  breaking  out  for  a  mo- 
ment. 

The  truth  of  such  an  assertion  seemed 
to  Ethel  incontrovertible. 

"All  that  I  have  said,"  resumed  the 
other,  "leads  but  to  one  conclusion — that 
one  of  us  is  deceived.  Pardon  me  when  I 
say  it  cannot  be  I,  for,  great  as  he  is,  he 
would  not  dar©  to  cast  so  deadly  an  insult 
upon  the  house  of  Northumberland  and 
the  widow  of  Carlisle  without  bringing 
down  upon  him  a  host  of  enemies  and 
summary  vengeance.  Think  not,  my  poor 
child,  that  I  bear  you  any  malice ;  I  hold 
you  wholly  blameless  ;  I  pity  you,  for  I  too 


CHAP.  VI.]        THE   FALCON  AND   THE   DOVE.         167 

have  known  wliat  hopeless  love  is ;  I  am 
ready  to  become  your  truest  friend  if  you 
will  have  it  so.  One  word  of  advice :  if 
you  would  not  court  your  own  destruction 
do  not  remain  beneath  this  roof,  leave  it 
before  my  lord  returns,  else,  so  well  I  know 
his  persuasive  tongue,  you  are  lost ;  you 
shall  not  want  home  or  protection  ;  confide 
yourself  to  me  and  I  will  give  you  both, 
even  at  the  risk  of  mortally  offending  my 
Lord  Wentworth  and  destroying  all  my 
hopes." 

Ethel  tried  to  speak,  but  her  voice  failed 
her,  and  she  fell  back  fainting. 

"  Carry  her  to  her  own  chamber,  place 
her  upon  her  bed,  and  call  some  one  to 
take  charge  of  her,"  said  Lady  Carlisle  to 
her  women,  whom  she  summoned. 

In  a  little  time  Ethel  awoke  to  a  full 
sense  of  her  misery.  She  would  give  no 
account  to  her  anxious  attendant  of  her 
sudden  swoon,  but  requested  to  be  left  alone. 
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Since  she  had  left  her  bed  that  morning 
her  whole  world  had  crumbled  into  dust ; 
she  had  fallen  from  the  highest  pinnacle  of 
happiness  to  the  lowest  depth  of  despair ; 
she  found  herself  bereft  of  love  and  home, 
of  that  home  which  was  endeared  to  her 
by  every  tie  precious  to  the  human  heart, 
for  she  felt  that  Lady  Carlisle  was  right, 
and  that  she  must  no  longer  remain  there. 
Indeed,  how  could  she  after  such  a  revela- 
tion ?  Not  that  she  feared  for  herself;  no 
thought  dishonouring  to  her  dear  lord 
could  find  an  entrance  to  her  mind.  Her 
fear  was  all  for  him,  for  had  not  this  ter- 
rible lady  threatened  him  with  a  host  of 
enemies  and  summary  vengeance  should 
he  fail  to  fulfil  his  promise  to  her  ?  That 
threat  alone  would  have  driven  her  from 
him.  But  beyond  these  things  her  own 
reflections  seemed  to  confirm  all  that  had 
been  said.  She  was  truly  no  mate  for  my 
Lord  Wentworth ;  h^ir  rusticity  and  igno- 
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ranee  would  but  disgrace  him,  bar  his  road 
to  advancement ;  better  that  she  should 
know  this  now  than  hereafter  when  it  was 
too  late,  for  now  she  could  suffer  alone — 
then  he  would  suffer  with  her.  She  thought 
of  the  strange  disturbance  he  had  shown 
when  first  told  of  this  lady's  coming,  and 
of  the  strangeness  of  his  manner  after- 
wards, all  of  which  pomted  to  the  one 
truth.  Well,  this  splendid  beauty  by  her 
wit,  her  noble  birth,  and  courtly  manners 
would  do  honour  to  him,  would  lift  him 
upwards,  not  drag  him  downwards,  could 
help  him  in  all  his  high  hopes  and  ambi- 
tions, enter  into  his  grand  projects,  under- 
stand his  thoughts,  be  to  him  an  equal  and 
a  real  companion.  And  what  could  she 
place  as  her  offering  beside  all  this  ?  Only 
love. 

But  was  there  no  feeling  of  reproach  or 
bitterness  mingled  with  these  reflections  ? 
None.     Her  bhnd  devotion  construed  even 


170  THE   PROMISE  TO   THE   DEAD.        [book  V. 

his  apparent  falsehood  into  signs  of  noble- 
ness. She  read  it  thus  : — His  heart  and 
inclination  were  given  to  Lady  Carlisle, 
but  his  dead  wife  had  imposed  upon  him  a 
request,  which  he  regarded  as  a  solemn 
obligation  not  to  be  put  aside,  and  for  this 
he  was  ready  to  sacrifice  his  dearest  wishes, 
his  highest  ambitions.  Ah,  how  noble 
was  this !  It  gave  a  new  perfection  to 
this  god  of  her  idolatry,  threw  oil  upon 
the  flame  that  was  to  consume  her  ever- 
more. 

The  glory  of  such  a  love  inspired  her  with 
the  devotion  of  martyrdom.  No  dying 
wish  fettered  her,  and  without  her  con- 
sent it  was  impossible  for  him  to  fulfil 
the  obligation.  Thus  she  would  save  him. 
She  wiped  away  the  tears  that  had  been 
flowing  all  this  time,  and  rose  animated  by 
a  spirit  of  strange  exultation  ;  as  she  caught 
sight  of  her  face  in  the  mirror  she  saw  a 
flush  upon  her  cheeks,  a  fire  in  her  eyes 
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such   as    she    had    never    before    beheld 
there. 

But  whither  was  she  to  go  ?  Lady  Car- 
Hsle  had  offered  her  a  home  and  protection. 
She  shuddered  at  the  thought  of  that,  for 
she  shrank  instiactively  from  this  terrible 
woman,  the  baleful  fire  of  whose  eyes  had 
withered  all  her  hopes.  Yet  such  weak- 
ness was  a  poor  beginning  to  that  utter 
self-sacrifice  upon  which  she  had  resolved. 
This  offer  was  the  only  means  by  which 
she  could  quit  Woodhouse,  for  where  else 
could  she  go  ? — she  who  knew  no  more  of 
the  world  beyond  than  did  one  of  my  lord's 
little  children.  Ah,  why  were  there  not 
religious  houses,  as  in  the  olden  time, 
where  such  as  she  could  hide  away  their 
sorrows  and  be  forgotten  ?  There  were 
still  such  abroad ;  the  good  Queen  was  a 
Catholic — perhaps  she  would  help  her  to 
find  such  a  refuge.  She  would  mention 
nothing  of  this  intention  to  Lady  Carhsle, 
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but  would  act  upon  it  immediately  she 
arrived  in  London.  Sucli  were  the  resolu- 
tions she  formed. 

A  little  time  afterwards  she  sought  out 
the  Countess,  and  thanking  her  for  her 
"generous  offer,"  intimated  that  she  would 
accept  it. 

Lady  Carlisle  was  scarcely  prepared  for 
such  promptitude,  but  she  eagerly  availed 
herself  of  it. 

"  That  is  good  and  noble,  dear  child," 
she  said,  pressing  her  hand,  mth  real 
warmth  this  time.  "  But  you  must  not  go 
away  with  me ;  you  must  leave  no  clue,  no 
trace  behind.  Let  me  see  how  can  we 
contrive  ?" 

And  she  pondered  for  some  moments. 

"  I  have  it,"  she  cried,  presently.  "  You 
must  leave  this  night  when  all  the  house- 
hold have  retired  to  rest." 

"To-night!"  faltered  Ethel;  and,   spite 


CHAP.  VI.]        THE   FALCON  AND  THE   DOVE.         173 

of  her  brave  resolution,  her  heart  sank  at 
the  thought  of  so  speedy  a  departure. 

"  To-night ;  I  will  send  away  two  of  my 
men  and  one  of  my  women  at  once,  as 
though  to  prepare  for  my  accommodation 
in  advance.  They  shall  await  you  at  some 
spot  we  can  afterwards  determine  upon,  at 
a  certain  hour.  You  shall  then  proceed 
with  them  as  far  as  the  inn  at  which  I 
stayed  previous  to  arriving  here,  and  there 
abide  my  coming.  You  need  not  cumber 
yourself  with  baggage,  as  I  will  provide 
you  with  all  you  need  when  we  arrive  in 
London.  But  anything  you  desire  to  take, 
place  in  the  hands  of  my  maid,  Cecile. 
Now  go  and  prepare,  but  be  cautious  not 
to  excite  suspicion." 

As  soon  as  Ethel  had  left  the  room  the 
Countess  sought  out  Mistress  Elizabeth  to 
tell  her  of  the  marvellous  success  of  their 
plot. 
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It  seemed  like  a  dream  to  Ethel  as  she 
stood  at  her  chamber  window  watching  the 
red  sun  sink  behind  the  mist-covered  woods 
that  she  was  looking  upon  this  scene  for 
the  last  time ;  it  was  as  though  she  were 
taking  leave  of  the  world,  for  this  home 
had  ever  been  her  whole  world.  And  it  was 
all  so  sudden,  so  without  warning ;  for 
when  that  sun  had  risen  there  was  no 
shadow  of  the  coming  trouble.  The  last 
time  she  had  looked  from  that  window  it 
was  to  catch  a  parting  glimpse  of  her  dear 
lord ;  ay,  it  was  indeed  a  parting  one, 
for  her  eyes  had  looked  their  last  upon 
him. 

In  the  midst  of  these  contemplations  the 
door  burst  open,  and  the  two  children 
rushed  in  to  say  good  night  to  "dear 
Ethel."  Then  her  fortitude  broke  down. 
KneeUng  upon  the  floor,  she  clasped  them 
both  in  her  arms,  raining  upon  them  hot 
tears  and  passionate  kisses,  until  they  cried 
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for  very  sympathy,  and  the  nurse  looked 
on  wonderingly. 

When  they  were  gone  there  arose  a 
doubt  in  her  mind — was  she  doing  right  in 
abandoning  these  dear  innocents  who  had 
been  so  solemnly  committed  to  her  care  by 
their  dead  mother  '?  But  they  needed  not 
her ;  there  were  others  to  love  and  guard 
them  when  she  was  gone,  and  all  memory 
of  her  would  soon  fade  out  of  their  young 
minds.  There  was  more  bitterness  in  that 
thought  even  than  in  all  others.  A  few 
hours  ago  she  looked  upon  them  with  a 
mother's  eyes,  as  her  own  dear  ones  from 
whom  only  death  could  part  her,  and  now 
she  had  looked  upon  them  for  the  last  time. 

Oh,  the  agony  of  this  terrible  parting! 
Would  her  strength  hold  out  to  the  end  ? 

"  My  ever  dear  lord  and  benefactor,"  she 
sat  down  and  wrote,  "  T  have  left  Wood- 
house  for  ever,  because  reflection  has  told 
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me  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  honour  you 
intended  me,  and  were  I  to  remain  I  should 
not  have  the  strength  to  persevere  in 
rejection.  Do  not  seek  me,  do  not  trouble 
for  me.  May  the  good  God  pour  down 
upon  you  all  blessings.  I  can  write  no 
more.     Farewell. 

She  tied  this  letter  carefully  with  silk 
and  left  it  upon  the  table. 

The  clock  had  just  tolled  eleven — all  the 
household  had  been  in  bed  two  hours  ago, 
when  there  came  a  gentle  knock  at  Mistress 
Elizabeth's  chamber-door.  It  was  answered 
by  Sybil,  and  Lady  Carlisle,  attired  in  a 
loose  wrapper,  entered  the  room.  There 
was  a  look  of  triumph  upon  her  face  as  she 
whispered,  "  She  is  gone." 

Elizabeth  was  sitting,  fully  dressed,  in 
front  of  a  bright  fire  that  blazed  upon  the 
hearth.  Even  in  that  ruddy  light  her  face 
looked  deathly  pale. 
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"  Who  unfastened  the  doors  for  her  V 
she  inquired  in  a  whisper. 

"  I  left  everything  to  the  management  of 
one  of  my  footmen,  a  man  upon  whom  I 
can  always  rely.  Here  is  a  letter  I  found 
upon  her  table  addressed  to  Wentworth. 
It  contains  nothing  that  can  compromise 
me,  but  it  is  better  he  should  not  have  it." 

And  she  cast  the  farewell  into  the  flames. 

"  What  will  he  say  when  he  hears  of 
this  ?"  exclaimed  Elizabeth,  fear  coming 
into  her  white  face.  "  His  wrath  will  be 
terrible. " 

"  It  cannot  fall  upon  you." 

"  I  am  not  sure  of  that.  You  will  take 
care  to  properly  bestow  that  poor  girl.  I 
would  not  have  any  harm  come  to  her." 

*'  Fear  not  for  her ;  I  have  no  anger 
against  her  now.'' 
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CHAPTER   I. 

A  STARTLING   RENCONTRE. 

Upon  hearing  the  news  of  Lady  Went- 
worth's  death,  Launcelot  had  written  to 
Ethel  a  few  hnes  of  tender  condolence  upon 
her  bereavement,  and  entrusted  them  to  a 
messenger  who  was  travelling  into  York- 
shire. They  never  reached  their  destina- 
tion, for  the  man  lost  the  letter  upon  the 
road.  But  of  this  accident  Launcelot  re- 
mained in  ignorance. 

Had  it  not  been  for  his  acquaintance 
with  Godfrey  Hornby,  who  frequently  won 
him  out  of  his  solitude,  he  would  scarcely 
ever  have  crossed  the  threshold  of  his 
chambers.     He    was  by  nature  a  man  of 
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thought  rather  than  of  action  ;  yet,  at  the 
same  time,  possessed  of  a  mind  seething 
with  passion  and  enthusiasm.  Such  men's 
destinies  are  shaped  by  circumstances ; 
they  either  take  a  lead  in  the  noblest  and 
busiest  paths  of  life  or  sink  into  dreamers 
and  sedentary  students.  Launcelot  was 
rapidly  verging  towards  the  last.  He  had 
but  two  pleasures :  one  in  his  books,  the 
other  in  contemplating  a  phantom  which 
his  fancy  could  call  up  at  pleasure.  It  was 
this  habit  which  had  made  his  love  so  abso- 
lute ;  he  had  fed  it  with  heart  and  brain 
until  it  had  become  an  indissoluble  part  of 
himself  It  was  possible  that,  as  years 
went  by,  and  the  fires  of  youth  waned  for 
lack  of  fuel,  that  this  love  might  become 
almost  wholly  purified  of  passion,  and  con- 
tent itself  with  the  glorified  creation  of  its 
own  fancy. 

He  had  no  intimate  save  Hornby,  who, 
day  by  day,   seemed  to  draw  closer  and 
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closer  to  him.  The  soldier  would  frequently 
chide  him  for  his  absent  and  melancholy 
air,  until  he  found  that  persistence  in  such 
a  course  would  make  a  breach  in  their 
friendship.  Then  he  desisted ;  but  not 
without  many  angry  and  impatient  mutter - 
ings  within,  that  so  fine  and  brave  a  young 
fellow,  whose  talents  might  carve  out  for 
him  so  grand  a  future,  should  waste  all 
upon  the  love  of  a  woman  who,  perhaps, 
scarcely  gave  a  thought  to  him. 

And  yet,  perchance,  this  very  constancy, 
unknown  to  himself,  was  the  subtle  sym- 
pathy which  drew  him  towards  Launcelot. 

He  had  seen  Ethel  but  once — on  the  even- 
ing of  the  duel  between  Savile  and  Franklin 
— since  he  abandoned  her  as  a  child  ;  he 
had  caught  her  in  his  arms  to  save  her 
from  falling ;  for  a  few  moments  her  head 
had  rested  upon  his  shoulder.  The  sweet- 
ness and  beauty  of  her  face  had  touched 
him,  calling  up  a  thousand  memories,  tender 
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as  well  as  bitter,  for  it  was  so  like  her 
mother's.  From  that  hour  it  had  dwelt  in 
his  remembrance  and  was  the  pleasantest 
thing  there.  Sometimes  there  came  a  half 
regret  that  he  had  so  wholly  renounced  this 
innocent  being,  whose  love  might  have  so 
softened  the  rigour  of  his  life  ;  his  stubborn 
pride  tried  hard  to  crush  these  relentings, 
without  always  succeeding.  But  his  tender- 
ness, repressed  in  its  true  inclinings,  mani- 
fested itself  in  another  way  ;  he  closed  his 
heart  against  his  daughter  and  opened  it 
to  her  lover ;  he  was  cynical,  angry,  im- 
patient at  what  he  termed  Launcelot's 
infatuation,  and  yet  the  deeper  he  probed 
its  intensity  the  more  did  his  very  soul 
yearn  towards  the  youth.  He  would  have 
indignantly  repudiated  such  a  thought, 
even  to  his  own  mind  ;  but  so  it  was. 

He  had  made  fresh  efforts  to  discover 
some  traces  of  the  guilty  pair  who  had 
embittered  his  life  ;  but  to  no  purpose.    He 
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had  frequently  met  Pym  since  that  inter- 
view in  Lincoln's  Inn,  but  although  that 
personage  was  still  haunted  by  the  idea 
that  there  lingered  in  the  oubliettes  of  his 
memory  some  information  that  might  prove 
valuable,  he  could  not  at  present  penetrate 
the  darkness.  In  some  rare  moment  of 
softness  Hornby  would  suffer  his  fancy  to 
picture  the  dark  doubt  removed,  and  Ethel 
and  Launcelot  united  ;  but  he  would  never 
permit  his  imagination  to  rest  upon  such  a 
vision,  for  while  there  remained  a  shadow, 
even  of  reflected  stain,  upon  her  head,  his 
sense  of  honour  would  have  shrunk  from 
such  a  consummation. 

An  innuendo  that  Pym  had  let  fall  in 
that  same  interview  had  rankled  in  his 
mind  ever  since,  suggesting  a  new  train  of 
ideas  in  regard  to  the  relations  between 
Ethel  and  Wentworth.  Pym  had  sneered 
at  "  the  fatherly  love"  of  the  latter,  and 
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followed  it  up  by  a  remark  upon  Ethel's 
great  beauty. 

The  changes  wrought  by  years  are  so 
gradual  and  imperceptible,  to-day  is  so 
like  yesterday,  and  to-morrow  so  like  to- 
day, that  though  time  moves  on  we  seem 
stationary,  until  some  event  or  word  sud- 
denly reveals  to  us  that  we  have  passed 
from  youth  to  age,  and  that  children  have 
become  men  and  women.  Some  such  revo- 
lution of  ideas,  as  we  have  previously  noted 
in  Wentworth  upon  these  same  relations, 
had  as  suddenly  occurred  to  Hornby. 
Wentworth  was  still  a  young  man  in  the 
prime  of  life  ;  report  said  he  was  a  gallant 
man  ;  he  was  a  widower ;  their  relations 
must  in  the  ordinary  course  of  events  be 
free  and  unrestrained.  His  faith  in  Went- 
worth's  high  honour  would  not  admit  of 
direct  suspicion,  but  his  estimate  of  all 
virtue  was  cynical.     He  tried  to  crush  down 
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such  uneasy  feelings  by  the  reflection  that 
his  own  act  had  alienated  her,  that  she 
was  no  more  to  him  than  a  stranger ;  but 
the  parental  instinct  was  stronger  than 
such  sophism,  and  would  not  be  so  silenced. 

At  length,  unable  to  any  longer*  endure 
this  uneasiness,  he  resolved  to  pay  a  visit 
of  observation  to  Woodhouse.  He  com- 
municated his  intention  to  Launcelot,  mak- 
ing no  mention,  it  need  scarcely  be  re- 
marked, of  the  object  of  his  journey,  and 
asked  him  to  be  his  companion. 

The  young  man  very  eagerly  assented. 
He  also  had  been  contemplating  such  an 
expedition  for  some  time  ;  he  so  passion- 
ately desired  to  hear  some  tidings  of  Ethel, 
to  know  how  Lady  Wentworth's  death  had 
affected  her  position,  to  obtain,  if  possible, 
a  glimpse  of  her  person,  perhaps"  a  few 
words  with  her,  were  it  only  to  ask  the 
hopeless  question  whether  anything  had 
transpired  towards  the  elucidation  of  that 


CHAP.  I.]  A  STARTLING  RENCONTRE.  185 

mystery  which  she  had  raised  as  an  insu- 
perable bar  between  them. 

"  Oh,  if  I  could  only  solve  that  doubt !" 
he  had  once  said  to  Hornby. 

"  Ay,  if  you  could,"  responded  the  other. 

"  But,  alas  !  I  know  not  how  or  where 
to  seek  a  clue." 

Little  did  he  think  that  he  was  uttering 
these  wishes  to  one  who  had  an  even 
deeper  interest  in  the  solution  of  that  same 
problem. 

There  was  Hkewise  another  motive  which 
impelled  him  to  take  this  journey.  The 
few  and  very  brief  letters  he  received  from 
home  continued  to  increase  his  uneasiness 
respecting  the  course  of  affairs  there.  Any 
hints  he  gave  in  his  own  correspondence  of 
visiting  FrankHn  Hall  was  met  with  a 
distinct  prohibition.  Mr.  Blatherwick  had 
come  up  to  London  for  a  few  days  and  paid 
him  a  visit,  during  which  he  took  him  to 
task  with  such  domineering  insolence  for 
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not  attending  the  Tabernacle  of  Mr.  Ishmael 
Wolf,  that  a  violent  quarrel  ensued,  since 
when  he  had  not  received  a  line  from  his 
parents.  He  now  resolved  to  take  advan- 
tage of  this  expedition  to  ascertain  with 
his  own  eyes  and  ears  what  was  going  on 
at  the  Hall. 

It  was  on  the  day  of  Wentworth's  arrival 
in  London,  of  which  they  were  consequently 
ignorant,  that  the  two  friends  set  forward 
on  their  journey.  On  the  second  evening 
they  put  up  at  a  large  hostelry  some  eighty 
miles  from  town.  While  they  were  dis- 
cussing a  bottle  of  wine,  waiting  for  their 
supper  to  be  cooked,  they  heard  a  great 
bustle  in  the  inn-yard.  It  was  still  day- 
light, for  a  heavy  rain  had  shortened  their 
journey  that  day,  and  upon  going  to  the 
window  they  saw  a  number  of  servants, 
both  male  and  female,  on  horseback ;  the 
splendid  liveries  of  the  former,  only  partly 
concealed  by  the  cloaks  they  wore,  bespoke 
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the  arrival  of  a  person  of  some  conse- 
quence. 

Suddenly  Launclot  uttered  an  exclama- 
tion of  astonishment,  and  telling  his  com- 
panion to  "  Look  !"  pointed  to  a  lady  whom 
one  of  the  men  was  assisting  to  alight  from 
her  horse,  and  whose  hood  falling  back, 
revealed  the  pale  features  of  Ethel. 

Half  doubting  the  evidence  of  his  eyes, 
he  ran  out  of  the  room,  followed  by  Hornby, 
and  the  next  moment  stood  face  to  face 
with  her.  Ethel's  amazement  at  such  a 
meeting  was  equal  to  his  own  ;  with  the 
exception  of  Wentworth  himself,  there  was 
not  a  person  on  the  face  of  the  earth  she 
would  have  so  wished  to  avoid  at  that 
moment. 

"  Mr.  Franklin !" 

"  Ethel,  can  it  be  you  !" 

There  Launcelot  stopped,  speechless  with 
surprise,  and  before  he  could  recover 
himself  sufficiently  to  utter  another  word 
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the  bustle  around  him  was  still  further  in- 
creased by  the  arrival  of  a  fresh  batch  of 
servants  bearing  upon  their  shoulders  a 
litter  closed  with  velvet  curtains,  from 
which  stepped  forth  my  Lady  Carlisle. 
She  took  in  the  whole  scene  on  the  instant, 
Ethel's  confused  face  and  the  eager  inquir- 
ing countenance  of  the  young  stranger. 
Fearing  it  might  be  some  friend  of  Went- 
worth's  who  had  thus  so  unfortunately 
encountered  her  she  pressed  forward  and 
demanded,  sharply — 

''  What  is  this  ?     Who  is  this  ?" 
"  My      name,      madam,     is      Launcelot 
Franklin,"  answered  the  young  man,  won- 
dering who    this   grand  lady,    who   spoke 
with  so  much  authority,  might  be. 

Launcelot  Franklin !  why  that  was  the 
name  of  the  lover  Elizabeth  had  spoken  of, 
was  the  thought  that  darted  through  her 
mind,  and  her  countenance  brightened  into 
a  more  gracious  expression  as  she  remarked, 
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"  A  friend  of  this  young  maiden's,  I 
presume  ?" 

"  Mr.  Franklin  was  formerly  a  visitor 
at  my  lord's,"  interposed  Ethel,  quickly, 
fearful  of  a  more  particular  explana- 
tion. 

"Are  you  staying  at  this  hostelry?"  in- 
quired Lady  Carlisle. 

"  We  are  for  the  night,"  repHed  Launce- 
lot,  turning  his  head  towards  Hornby, 
who  kept  a  Httle  in  the  background,  to 
intimate  he  was  not  alone. 

"  Then  perhaps  you  and  your  friend  will 
do  us  the  honour  to  sup  with  us  ?"  said  the 
Countess,  graciously. 

Ethel  cast  an  entreating  glance  as  though 
imploring  her  to  recall  the  invitation. 

Launcelot  hesitated  ;  it  would  be  a  great 
joy  to  him  to  spend  a  short  time  in  that 
dear  presence,  and  he  was  most  anxious 
to  learn  what  had  brought  her  so  far  from 
home,  yet  his  diffidence  scarcely  knew  how 
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to  accept  this  offer  from  a  stranger  of  whose 
name  even  he  was  ignorant. 

Hornby  stepped  forward  and  relieved 
him  of  his  embarrassment. 

''  We  thank  you,  Lady  CarHsle,  for  your 
condescension,"  he  said,  taking  off  his  hat 
with  a  low  bow,  "  and  shall  be  delighted  to 
accept  it." 

The  lady  so  addressed  honoured  the 
speaker  with  a  haughty  stare,  then  turned 
again  to  Launcelot  and  said — 

**  We  shall  expect  you  in  an  hour.  Come, 
child." 

And  leaning  upon  Ethel's  shoulder  she 
ascended  the  staircase  which  led  to  one  of 
those  antique  galleries  by  which  the  yards 
of  all  large  inns  were  surrounded,  and  con- 
ducted by  mine  host  and  hostess,  both 
bowing  to  the  ground,  entered  the  apart- 
ment prepared  for  her. 

"0,    madam,   what    have    you    done !" 
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exclaimed  Ethel  as  they  walked   up   the 
stairs. 

"Given  thee  the  pleasure  of  supping 
with  thy  lover,"  whispered  the  other,  mock- 
ingly. 

"Madam,  you  are  mistaken " 

"  Tush,  tush ;  if  we  had  slighted  him, 
might  he  not  have  hastened  to  my  Lord 
Wentworth  and  told  him  in  whose  com- 
pany he  had  met  you  ?  We  must  guard 
against  that.     Who  is  his  friend  ?" 

"I  do  not  know,  madam ;  I  cannot 
remember  having  seen  him  before." 

"  He  savours  too  much  of  the  camp  and 
the  tavern  to  prove  choice  company." 

"  Is  that  the  celebrated  Lady  Carlisle  ?" 
inquired  Launcelot  of  Hornby,  when  they 
had  passed  out  of  hearing. 

"  The  same,"  replied  the  other.  "  But 
what  does  this  mean  ?  Why  is  the  wench 
here,  and  with  her  ?" 
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The  apartment  in  which  the  Countess  was 
to  sup  was,  as  a  matter  of  course,  the  best  in 
the  hostelry ;  it  was  a  spacious  wainscoted 
room,  the  ceiling,  begrimed  with  the  smoke 
of  years,  scarcely  more  than  six  feet  above 
the  rush-covered  floor ;  a  large,  heavy  table, 
two  or  three  rush-bottomed  chairs,  and  a 
few  stools  formed  the  sole  furniture.  Had 
not  my  lady  carried  her  own  table  equipage 
she  would  have  had  to  eat  off  beech  wood  and 
pewter  ;  and  had  not  my  lady  travelled  with 
her  own  cook  she  might  have  had  to  put  up 
with  coarse  fare  coarsely  dressed,  for  no 
luxuries  and  few  comforts  were  to  be  found 
in  the  inns  of  that  period.  With  the  aid, 
however,  of  such  auxiliaries  and  half  a  dozen 
of  her  own  attendants,  my  lady  contrived 
to  sup. 

She  had  ordered  Ethel's  chair"  to  be 
placed  so  close  beside  her  own  that  it  was 
impossible  for  Launcelot  to  utter  one  word 
that  did  not  reach  her  ear.       Throughout 
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the  meal  she  carefully  warded  off  any  refer- 
ence to  the  subject  she  saw  he  was  eager  to 
broach  by  keeping  up  an  unceasing  fire  of 
small  talk,  which  chiefly  consisted  of  abuse 
of  everything  connected  with  the  country, 
the  inns,  the  roads,  the  people.  As  soon 
as  the  supper  was  over,  Ethel,  according  to 
instructions  given  her,  which  too  fully  en- 
dorsed her  own  inclinations  not  to  obtain 
prompt  obedience,  rose  from  the  table,  and 
curtsying  to  the  two  gentlemen,  was  con- 
ducted from  the  room  by  one  of  my  lady  s 
footmen.  Launcelot's  mortification  was  in- 
tense ;  he  had  scarcely  been  able  to  address 
a  word  to  her.  He  would  have  followed 
and  implored  her  to  give  him  a  few  words 
in  private,  but  etiquette  forbade  him  to  rise 
from  the  table  while  the  hostess  kept  her 
seat. 

For  a  time  she  slyly  enjoyed  his  dis- 
comfiture, pursuing  the  conversation  with 
increased    animation;     and    he   was    just 
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searching  about  in  his  mind  for  the  most 
polite  way  of  asking  the  explanation  he  was 
determined  to  have,  when  she  anticipated 
him  by  ordering  the  servants,  who  had 
been  employed  in  clearing  away  the  rem- 
nants of  the  feast,  to  leave  the  room. 

"  Mr.  Franklin,"  she  began,  as  soon  as 
they  were  alone,  and  turning  upon  him  an 
arch,  smiling  look — for  his  handsome  face 
and  gentle  manners  had  won  her  favour — 
"  I  know  that  from  the  moment  you  en- 
tered this  room  you  have  been  dying  to 
ask  one  question,  and  that  is,  by  what 
strange  accident  your  mistress  is  here  and 
under  my  protection.  Nay,  never  blush, 
sir  ;  I  know  your  secret." 

"  I     confess,     lady,     I     am     somewhat . 
astonished  to  find " 

"  Her  so  &r  from  Woodhouse  ?  No 
doubt.  Perhaps  you  will  be  equally 
astonished  when  I  tell  you  that  of  all 
persons  at  this  time  you  were  the  one  I 
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most  desired  to  see.  I  was  about  to  seek 
you  out  in  London." 

"  Indeed,  madam/'  answered  Launcelot, 
truly  surprised. 

"  I  presume  your  friend  is  wholly  in  your 
confidence  ?"  she  inquired. 

^^  Wholly,  madam." 

"First  I  must  tell  you,  then,  that 
Mistress  Ethel  has  left  Woodhouse,  never 
to  return." 

"  Never  to  return  !"  echoed  both  listeners 
simultaneously — Hornby  thrown  off  his 
guard  by  the  suddenness  of  the  announce- 
ment. 

''  And,  secondly,  that  she  has  placed  her- 
self under  luy  protection." 

"  But  why  is  this  ?  What  does  my  Lord 
Wentworth  say  to  this  ?"  asked  Launcelot 
in  great  bewilderment. 

"  He  does  not  yet  know  of  her  flight." 

"  Her  flight  r 

"  I  mean  her  departure,"  she  added,  and 

13—2 
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paused  with  feigned  embarrassment.  Then 
raising  her  head  with  a  well-assumed  air  of 
sudden  frankness,  she  continued — "  Since 
this  unexpected  meeting  has  compelled  my 
confidence,  gentlemen,  I  must  perforce  tell 
you  all,  and  trust  to  your  honours  not  to 
betray  me — and  her." 

Launcelot's  agitation  increased  with  every 
word  ;  Hornby's  was  not  less,  but  it  showed 
itself  only  in  his  eyes. 

"  Your  ladyship  may  rely  upon  us  both," 
answered  Franklin  ;  "  but  I  conjure  you 
not  to  keep  me  another  moment  in  sus- 
pense. What  was  the  occasion  of  this — 
flight  ?" 

''  I  was  the  occasion ;  it  was  by  my 
counsel,"  she  answered,  evading  a  direct 
reply. 

"  Still  I  cannot  understand — : — " 

*'  Well,  perhaps,  I  thought  it  was  more 
seemly  for  a  maiden  so  young  and  beautiful 
to  be  under  the  protection  of  one  of  her 
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own  sex,"  sKe  answered  in  a  tone  of  pal- 
pable evasion. 

The  dark  suspicions  which  her  very  first 
words  had  kindled  in  Hornby's  mind  began 
to  affect  Launcelot. 

"  Nay,  madam,"  he  cried  impatiently, 
"  there  is  more,  much  more  than  this." 

"  Perhaps,  then,"  she  went  on,  with  a 
pretty  show  of  reluctance,  "  there  may  be 
such  relations  pending  between  myself  and 
my  Lord  Wentworth  that  I  may  prefer 
her  to  be  under  my  care  rather  than  his. 
We  all  have  our  foolish  jealousies,'  you 
know." 

''Good  God,  madam,  you  do  not 
mean  to  insinuate  that  my  Lord  Went- 
worth is  such  a  villain "  began  Launce- 
lot. 

"I  insinuate  nothing,"  she  interrupted 
quickly,  "  and  least  of  all  any  opprobrium 
to  my  Lord  Wentworth,  whose  honour  is 
as  dear  to  me  as  my  own.'' 
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'^  But  in  what  other  form  am  I  to  con- 
strue your  words,  madam  ?"  demanded 
Launcelot. 

"Literally  as  I  speak  them,  and  no 
further,"  she  replied. 

"  I  must  see  Ethel  at  once " 

"  Not  here,"  she  again  interposed.  "  Two 
days  hence  we  shall  be  in  London ;  on  the 
third  I  shall  be  happy  to  receive  you  at  my 
poor  house  at  Whitehall.  Nay,  no  objec- 
tions. I  am  your  friend,  and  I  will  do  my 
utmost  to  serve  you  in  that  which  is  nearest 
to  your  heart,"  she  added  with  a  signifi- 
cance he  could  not  fail  to  understand. 
'*  There  is  my  hand — not  another 
word." 

Calmed  by  her  last  words,  which  opened 
so  many  fair  hopes  to  his  imagination,  he 
raised  the  white  hand  thus  proffered  re- 
spectfully to  his  lips. 

Immediately  afterwards,  at  a  signal,  one 
of  her   attendants   entered,  bearing  three 


CHAP.  I.]  A  STARTLING  RENCONTRE.  199 

exquisitely-chased  silver  goblets,  one  of 
which  was  smaller  than  the  others.  The 
lady  took  the  latter,  and  desired  the  larger 
cups  to  be  handed  to  her  guests.  They 
were  filled  with  burnt  sack,  a  potation,  she 
averred,  of  which  she  always  took  a  small 
quantity  before  retiring  to  rest,  to  over- 
come a  sleeplessness  to  which  she  was 
subject.  The  quality  of  the  beverage 
was  so  excellent  that  the  gentlemen 
needed  little  persuasion  to  pledge 
their  hostess  and  drain  it  to  the  last 
drop. 

"  We  shall  meet,  then,  at  Whitehall,  three 
days  hence,"  she  said,  rising  and  addressing 
Launcelot. 

"  Nay,  to-morrow  morning,  if  it  please 
your  ladyship,  I  would  love  to  speak  a  few 
words  to  Ethel,"  he  answered. 

"  I  should  like  it  better  the  other 
way,"  she  answered ;  "  but  it  is  no 
matter." 
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The  inn  was  so  filled  by  Lady  Carlisle's 
retinue  that  our  two  travellers  were  obliged 
to  put  up  with  one  chamber,  containing 
two  beds,  between  them,  and  to  this 
they  at  once  retired  upon  leaving  her 
apartment. 

"  Can  you  read  this  riddle  ?"  demanded 
Launcelot.  "  I  cannot  believe  such 
dishonour  of  my  Lord  Wentworth  as 
this  lady's  explanation  might  seem 
to  imply ;  and  yet  how  else  can  we 
read  it  ?" 

Hornby  had  cast  himself  into  a  chair, 
and,  with  his  broad-leafed  hat  slouched 
over  his  face  and  his  chin  resting  upon 
his  breast,  was  now  buried  in  deep 
thought. 

His  companion  waited  long  and  anxiously 
for  his  answer. 

"  If  it  be  so,"  he  replied  presently,  "  my 
last  belief  in  man's  honour  would  be  de- 
stroyed.    We  must  sift  this  to  the  very 
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bottom.  But  my  Lady  Carlisle  is  not 
above  suspicion  ;  her  whole  life  has  been 
passed  in  intrigues  ;  she  is  the  most  subtle, 
plotting  woman  of  the  age  ;  she  has  all 
but  confessed  her  design  of  becoming  the 
third  Lady  Wentworth.  The  whole  truth 
can  be  gleaned  only  from  the  girl's  own 
lips." 

"  And  that  I  will  have,  spite  of  every 
opposition,  before  they  leave  this  inn  to- 
morrow morning,"  said  Launcelot  deter- 
minedly. 

But  man  proposes,  etc.  It  was  long  past 
noon  ere  they  awoke  next  morning,  to  find 
that  Lady  Carhsle  had  departed  four  hours 
previously. 

"  That  sack  was  drugged,"  said  Hornby. 
"  I  can  feel  it  in  my  head  still." 

"  Then  there  is  foul  play,  depend  on  it," 
cried  Launcelot,  excitedly. 

Without  waiting  for  any  refreshment 
they  at  once  started  upon  the  road.     There 
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was  no  difficulty  in  tracing  so  large  a  caval- 
cade, and  towards  evening,  weary  and  ex- 
hausted with  long  and  heavy  riding,  upon 
coming  up  to  an  hostelry  about  thirty 
miles  from  London,  they  saw  gathered 
about  the  door  the  welcome  livery  of 
Carlisle. 

"  Where  is  your  lady  or  the  young 
maiden  who  bears  her  company  ?  I  must 
see  either  at  once,"  demanded  Launcelot 
of  one  of  the  men. 

"  They  are  not  with  us,  master,"  replied 
the  fellow,  with  a  sly  grin  ;  "  they  have 
taken  another  road,  and  sleep  at  my  Lord 
Middlemas's  to-night." 

At  first  he  would  not  credit  this  infor- 
mation, but  he  soon  proved  it  to  be 
correct. 

Filled  with  the  most  anxious  fears,  he 
would  have  at  once  started  across  country 
to  ret  rack  the  fugitives  had  not  his  compa- 
nion stayed  him. 
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"Quite  useless,"  said  Hornby;  "she  is 
determined  to  elude  us.  You  must  wait 
patiently  for  the  proposed  visit  to  her 
ladyship's  house." 


^^^^^ 
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CHAPTER  11. 

hoknby's    pledge. 

Lady  Carlisle's  project  was  to  bring  about 
a  marriage  between  Ethel  and  Launcelot, 
thereby  to  place  an  insuperable  barrier  be- 
tween Ethel  and  Wentworth.  It  was 
necessary  to  prepare  the  young  girl's  mind 
for  such  a  proposal  before  she  and  her  lover 
met  in  private  ;  hence  her  avoidance  of  him. 
On  the  day  after  the  meeting  at  the  inn 
she  had  requested  Ethel,  who  had  hitherto 
performed  the  journey  upon  horseback,  to 
share  her  litter,  and  at  once  broached  the 
subject.  She  was  scarcely  prepared  for  the 
vehement  opposition  it  received. 

"  Ah,  foolish  moth !"  she  said,  irritably, 
"  you  would  still  flutter  around  the  flame  ; 
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my    Lord    Went  worth    still     holds     your 
heart." 

"  You    wrong   me,    Lady    Carlisle,"    she 
answered,  proudly. 

So  finished  a  diplomatist  found  little 
difficulty  in  probing  so  ingenuous  a  mind 
and  extracting  its  inmost  secrets,  and 
before  they  separated  that  night  she  had 
heard  and  read  the  whole  story  of  her  and 
Launcelot,  read  more  than  even  Ethel  her- 
self had  ever  suspected.  She  had  disco- 
vered in  that  pride,  which  forbade  her  to 
accept  his  advances  while  a  mystery  was 
upon  her  birth,  a  new  and  unsuspected 
phase  of  character,  which  she  perceived 
would  be  difficult  to  deal  with.  To  all  her 
urgings  Ethel  had  but  one  answer,  that 
she  should  never  marry,  that  her  sole 
desire  was  to  enter  some  religious  house 
abroad,  and  there  pass  the  remainder  of  her 
existence. 

"  If  you,  madam,  can  in  any  way  advance 
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my  wishes  I  shall  be  eternally  grateful," 
she  added. 

Lady  Carlisle  replied  that  her  connexions 
in  France  could  easily  find  such  a  refuge, 
but  that  she  would  better  consult  her 
happiness  by  becoming  the  wife  of  one  who 
evidently  loved  her  very  fondly. 

"  The  convent  must  do  if  the  other  fail," 
was  my  lady's  thought ;  "  but  the  other 
way  would  be  more  certain,  and  it  would 
besides  so  mortify  my  Lord  Wentworth. " 

She  resolved  not  to  relinquish  this  point 
without  a  struggle,  and  hoped  to  find  in 
the  lover  an  ally  who  would  unscrupulously 
aid  her  in  anything  she  proposed. 

When  Launcelot  presented  himself  on 
the  appointed  day  at  the  lady's  house,  he 
was  immediately  admitted  and  conducted 
to  that  chamber  in  which  the  last  interview 
between  her  and  Wentworth  had  taken 
place.  In  a  few  moments  the  Countess 
joined  him. 
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His  first  inquiry  was  for  Ethel. 

"  I  regret  to  say  she  refuses  to  see  you," 
was  the  answer. 

"  Pardon  me  when  I  say,  Lady  CarHsle, 
that  I  must  see  her,"  answered  Launcelot 
very  positively,  for  he  suspected  this  re- 
fusal was  only  a  ruse  on  the  part  of  his 
hostess. 

"  I  understand,"  she  answered,  with  a 
curl  of  her  lip.  "  You  think  it  is  I  who 
have  dictated  this  answer.  Very  well, 
then ;  you  shall  hear  it  from  her  own 
lips." 

She  left  the  room  and  was  absent  many 
minutes,  which  Launcelot  passed  in  the 
most  agitated  suspense. 

When  she  returned  she  brought  Ethel, 
looking  pale  and  distressed,  with  her. 

With  an  exclamation  of  joy  he 
sprang  forward  and  seized  both  her 
hands. 

"  Why  have   you   insisted   upon  seeing 
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me,  Mr.  Franklin  ?"  she  said ;  "  such  a 
meeting  can  only  distress  us  both/' 

"  Give  me  but  ^ve  minutes  alone  with 
you?"  he  entreated.  ''I  have  questions 
that  I  must  put  to  you." 

"  I  cannot ;  do  not  ask  me." 

"  Ethel,  you  are  cruel !"  he  said,  turning 
aside  to  conceal  his  mortification. 

"  Do  not  say  that !"  she  answered,  her 
eyes  filling  with  tears.  "  I  should  indeed 
be  so  did  I  encourage  vain  hopes.  My 
future  life  is  resolved  upon,  and  no  persua- 
sions shall  turn  me  from  my  purpose.  I 
shall  go  abroad  to  some  foreign  country, 
enter  some  religious  community " 

"  For  God's  love,  dismiss  such  a  thought 
as  that  1"  he  cried,  excitedly.  "  I  would 
rather  now  this  instant  relinquish  you  for 
ever,  never  look  upon  your  face  again,  than 
know  you  had  consigned  yourself  to  a  living 
death  in  one  of  those  tombs  of  superstition. 
But  why  have  you  left  Woodhouse  ;  is  it  of 
your  own  free  will  ?" 
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"It  is/'  she  answered;  "but  you  must 
not  ask  me  any  further  questions — I  cannot 
reply  to  them  ?" 

"It  is  no  shght  cause  that  would  drive 
you  from  a  roof  that  has  sheltered  you  from 
childhood.  You  have  received  some  gross 
insult  from  Lord  Wentworth,"  the  young 
man  went  on,  losing  all  control  over 
himself,  "  and  his  life  shall  answer  for 
it !" 

"  Who  has  dared  to  breathe  such  a  vile 
falsehood  ?"  cried  Ethel,  her  glance  in- 
stinctively resting  upon  Lady  Carhsle. 
"  My  Lord  Wentworth  insult  me !  He^ 
my  noble,  generous  protector !  He  who 
has  stooped " 

She  paused  suddenly ;  but  her  flashing 
eyes,  her  burning  cheeks  and  quivering  lips, 
struck  both  with  amazement. 

"  I  have  never  hinted  at  such  a  thing," 
said  Lady  Carlisle,  "  as  Mr.  Franklin  can 
testify.     Why  do  you  not  speak,  sir  ?" 

VOL.  IL  14 
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"  You  have  certainly  not ;  yet  what  was 
I  to  understand  ?" 

*' You  had  not  the  slightest  cause  to  put 
such  a  construction  upon  my  words,"  she 
interposed,  haughtily.  "  I  gave  you  no 
explanation  concerning  this  lady's  flight. 
I  left  that  for  her  to  make,  if  she  so 
pleased." 

"  I  have  no  explanation  to  give,"  replied 
Ethel,  passionately.  "  I  have  more  than 
once  entreated  Mr.  Franklin  not  to  perse- 
cute me  with  his  attentions  :  I  now  com- 
mand him." 

And  she  was  turning  to  leave  the  room, 
when  Launcelot's  voice  arrested  her. 

*'  One  word  more,  Ethel,"  he  said,  gently, 
"it  may  be  the  last  we  shall  ever  exchange. 
I  did  not  come  here  to  persecute  you  with 
my  attentions,  or  even  to  speak  of  love,  or 
to  make  any  reference  to  the  past,  but  only 
to  know  if  there  was  any  way  in  which  I 
could  serve  you.     I  meet  you  at  an  inn,  a 
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hundred  miles  away  from  your  home,  under 
a  strange  escort ;  your  behaviour  is  agi- 
tated and  mysterious,  this  lady  refuses  all 
explanation,  and  her  words  fill  me  with 
vague  apprehensions  ;  in  the  morning  I  find 
that  I  and  my  friend  have  been  drugged. 
Yes,  there  is  no  disguising  the  fact, 
drugged,  to  prevent  our  meeting,  while  the 
Countess,  taking  another  route,  has  sent 
forward  a  portion  of  her  retinue  purposely 
to  mislead  us.  Had  I  been  the  merest 
acquaintance,  such  conduct  must  have 
alarmed  me,  and  justified  me  in  seeking 
from  your  own  lips  an  assurance  that  you 
were  not  being  coerced." 

"  Forgive  my  harshness.  Indeed,  I  did 
not  mean  it,"  answered  Ethel,  with  deep 
feeling ;  "  and  let  me  assure  you  that  I 
have  acted,  and  am  acting,  of  my  own  free 
and  unbiassed  will  in  all  things.  Do  not 
ask  any  further  explanation,  for  I  cannot 
give  it.     God  bless   you,   Launcelot,    and 
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send  you  every  happiness   that  earth  can 
give !     Farewell." 

And  with  one  earnest,  tearful,  parting- 
glance  she  hurried  from  the  room. 

For  several  seconds  Launcelot  remained 
with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  door  through 
which  she  had  disappeared,  dejected, amazed, 
bevdldered,  vainly  endeavouring  to  find  in 
his  brain  some  clue  to  her  extraordinary 
conduct. 

"  Never  despair,  Mr.  Franklin,"  said 
Lady  Carlisle,  approaching  him,  "  all  is  not 
lost ;  you  have  a  friend  in  me  who  will 
assist  you  to  the  utmost.  I  will  find  means 
to  give  you  an  interview  alone  with  her 
where  no  one  can  interrupt  you ;  if  you  do 
not  then  win  her  consent  the  fault  rests 
with  you.  She  loves  you,  of  that  I  am 
assured ;  young  maidens  are  capricious, 
they  do  not  know  their  own  minds,  and  a 
little  force  is  sometimes  necessary  to  bring 
that  knowledge   home    to  them.     If   you 
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have  the  requisite  courage  and  resolution, 
I  pledge  you  my  word  that  Ethel  will  be 
your  wife  in  less  than  a  week  from 
now." 

The  significance  of  this  speech  was  en- 
tirely lost  upon  Launcelot's  wandering 
mind. 

"  I  thank  you,  madam,"  he  answered ; 
''but  to  possess  her  would  give  me  no  hap- 
piness, unless  it  was  by  her  own  free  will. 
But  what  am  I  to  understand  of  her  flight 
from  Woodhouse  ?" 

"I  have  solemnly  promised  her  to  be 
silent  upon  that  subject,  and  I  must  keep 
my  word.  But  teU  me  where  a  letter  will 
reach  you,  and  you  shall  soon  hear  from 
me." 

Launcelot  gave  her  his  address  and 
directly  afterwards  took  his  departure,  in  a 
frame  of  mind  more  troubled  and  de- 
spondent than  that  in  which  he  had  entered 
the  house. 
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Hornby  had  accompanied  him  as  far  as 
the  Holbein  gate,  and  there  he  found  him 
waiting  his  return.  Had  he  not  been  so 
immersed  in  his  own  anxieties,  he  might 
have  wondered  at  the  straQge  interest  the 
soldier  manifested. 

"  Well,  what  news  V  he  asked  eagerly. 

Launcelot  related  all  that  had  passed,  to 
which  the  other  listened,  silently  attentive, 
until  he  came  to  her  determination  to  enter 
a  religious  house  ;  then  he  burst  forth,  with 
an  oath — 

"  That  must  not — shall  not  be,  at  any 
cost !" 

Launcelot  could  not  but  be  struck  by 
this  sudden  energy,  but  imputed  it  entirely 
to  the  deep  interest  that  Hornby  felt  in  his 
fortunes. 

When  he  had  finished  his  narrative  they 
walked  on  in  silence  for  some  time. 
Hornby  was  revolving  in  his  mind  a  momen- 
tous question,  whether,  without  revealing 
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his  real  name,  he  should  at  once  claim 
Ethel  as  his  daughter.  She  had  of  her  own 
free  will  renounced  Went  worth's  protection, 
and  therefore,  according  to  his  idea,  broken 
the  bond  that  he  had  made ;  she,  a  young 
and  beautiful  girl  totally  unversed  in  the 
ways  of  the  world,  was  in  the  hands  of  a 
woman  of  doubtful  reputation,  with  no  re- 
lation or  natural  guardian  to  whom  she 
could  turn  for  counsel  or  assistance.  Truly, 
the  proper  course  for  him  to  pursue  would 
have  been  to  seek  out  Lord  Wentworth 
and  demand  an  explanation  of  the  cause  of 
Ethel's  extraordinary  conduct ;  but  being 
ignorant  of  his  presence  in  London,  he 
calculated  this  would  occupy  some  eight 
or  ten  days — a  delay  very  dangerous  under 
the  circumstances.  And  perhaps  he  was 
glad  to  avail  himself  of  an  opportunity  of 
regaining  those  rights  he  had  too  hastily 
abandoned  to  a  stranger. 

"  Launcelot,"  he  said,  stopping  abruptly. 
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as  they  arrived  at  the  archway  leading  to 
the  Temple,"  I  hold  the  means  of  overcoming 
all  these  scruples,  and  of  making  her  your 
wife." 

"  How  ?"  ejaculated  Franklin,  in  great 
amazement. 

"No  matter,  that  would  take  too  long 
to  explain  just  now.  If  all  obstacles  to 
your  union  were  removed,  would  you  marry 
her  r 

"  This  very  hour,  if  it  were  possible,  and 
she  willing ;  not  otherwise." 

"  With  the  mystery  of  her  birth  still 
unexplained,"  continued  Hornby,  not  re- 
garding this  reservation. 

"  That  consideration  has  never  for  a 
moment  weighed  with  me." 

"  But  your  parents  ?" 

"  I  have  arrived  at  such  years  of  discre- 
tion when  a  man  is  the  best  judge  of  what 
befits  his  own  happiness." 

Again  Hornby  paused. 
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Then  grasping  the  young  man's  hand,  he 
said,  in  the  tone  of  one  fully  resolved — 

"  You  shall  have  her.  Not  another  word. 
We  shall  meet  again  soon." 

And  before  Launcelot  could  utter  a 
syllable  he  was  gone. 

In  that  walk  between  Whitehall  and 
the  Temple  he  had  solved  some  mighty 
problems.  If  he  claimed  his  daughter  how 
was  he,  a  homeless  man,  without  a  female 
friend  or  relation  in  the  world,  to  bestow 
her  ?  There  was  one  solution  of  the  diffi- 
culty— marry  her  to  Launcelot  Franklin. 
And  what  better  could  be  found  ?  What 
guardian  so  excellent  as  a  husband  ?  And 
where  could  he  find  a  man  to  whom  he 
would  so  readily  confide  his  child's  happi- 
ness as  to  him  ?  Even  had  he  doubted  her 
inclination  to  his  choice,  he  was  not  the 
man  to  admit  such  niceties,  being  of  the 
opinion  that  he  was  a  better  judge  of  the 
matter  than  she. 
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Having  arranged  his  plans  so  far,  another 
and  very  cogent  difficulty  presented  itself. 
How  could  he  substantiate  his  claim  of 
paternity  ?  What  proof  could  he  adduce 
to  Ethel,  whom  it  could  scarcely  be  expected 
would  place  herself  at  the  disposal  of  a 
stranger  upon  his  bare  assertion  ^i  Then  he 
bethought  him  of  Pym  as  a  witness  whose 
influential  position  would  be  a  sufficient 
guarantee.  And  to  Lincoln's  Inn  he  at 
once  proceeded. 

He  was  so  fortunate  as  to  find  him  at 
home.  His  visit  excited  no  surprise,  as  it 
was  a  frequent  occurrence  ;  but  Pym  could 
detect  in  his  countenance  that  something 
more  than  common  had  brought  him  thither 
on  the  present  occasion. 

Without  any  preface  Hornby  at  once 
related  the  whole  story,  from  the  "time  of 
the  meeting  at  the  inn  to  the  result  of 
Launcelot's  visit  to  Lady  CarHsle's  house 

It  may  be   imagined   with  what   eager 
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attention  Pym  listened  to  this  narrative. 
He  understood  in  a  moment  the  part  Lady 
Carlisle  was  playing,  and  her  motives  in  all 
she  had  done.  This  young  girl  was  her 
rival,  and  evidently  a  formidable  one ;  or 
she  would  scarcely  have  taken  so  peremp- 
tory a  course ;  and  to  sweep  her  from  her 
path  she  would  move  heaven  and  earth 
to  bring  about  a  marriage  with  young 
Franklin.  What  a  glorious  revenge  it 
would  be  to  thwart  this  design  !  Such  were 
the  thoughts  that  passed  rapidly  through 
his  mind  while  listening. 

He  would  fain  have  persuaded  Hornby 
to  delay  his  disclosure  for  a  time  ;  he  repre- 
sented to  him  that  by  his  own  act  and 
deed  he  had  forfeited  all  control  over  his 
child,  unless  Wentworth  chose  to  voluntarily 
give  back  the  rights  he  had  assigned  to 
him. 

*'  You  said  quite  differently  a  few  weeks 
ago,  when  you  urged  me  to  break  aU  bonds 
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with  him ;  then  I  had  no  excuse  for  doing 
so,  now  I  have  every,"  answered  Hornby, 
impatiently. 

"Then  I  spoke  rashly,  from  my  hatred 
of  Wentworth,  as  men  do  frequently  when 
they  are  sure  their  counsel  will  not  be 
adopted ;  now  I  speak  as  a  lawyer  and 
your  friend,"  replied  Pym. 

"  I  have  been  too  many  years  a  man  of 
the  sword  to  take  much  heed  of  the  law," 
answered  Hornby,  roughly.  "  Will  you 
serve  me  in  this  or  will  you  not  ?  I  mean, 
simply  say  what  you  know  to  be  truth,  I 
want  nothing  further  ;  if  not,  I  must  do 
the  best  1  can  without  your  testimony." 

"  When  do  you  intend  to  do  this  ?" 

"  Before  I  close  my  eyes  in  sleep  this 
night." 

"  So  soon  !" 

'*  I  never  give  any  breathing  time 
between  my  resolves  and  my  acts." 

"  Very  well ;  I  will  meet  you  to-night  at 
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seven  at  Holbein's  Ga,te,  that  will  be  about 
my  lady's  supper  hour." 

"I  will  be  there." 

And  not  at  all  pleased  with  Pym's  reluc- 
tance to  serve  him,  he  was  departing  with- 
out another  word,  when  the  other  stayed  him. 

"  I  had  almost  forgotten,"  he  said  ;  "  but 
I  expect  I  shall  shortly  have  news  for  you. 
Do  you  remember  Dartford  ?  A  wild  young 
gallant  that  you  and  I  have  often  met  in 
the  old  days." 

"  I   have   some   memory   of    the   name. 

What  of  it  r 

"  He  and  Craston  were  fast  friends,  and  I 
bethought  me  the  other  day  that  it  was 
from  him  I  had  heard  that  something  con- 
cerning Craston  which  I  cannot  call  back 
to  my  mind.  I  wrote  to  him  last  week, 
and  in  the  midst  of  a  number  of  questions 
of  quite  another  bearing,  inquired  in  a 
casual  manner  what  had  become  of  his  old 
friend." 
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''  Ha !  And  do  you  think  he  can  give 
you  any  information  V 

"  I  am  sure  he  can,  if  he  will." 

"  A  thousand  thanks,  old  friend.  If  I 
could  but  solve  that  doubt — ah,  I  tremble 
at  the  thought." 

"  And  if  it  be  solved,  who  knows  but  you 
may  wish  yourself,  back  .again  in  your 
ignorance  ?'' 

"  That  is  hardly  possible.  But  remember, 
to-night  at  seven." 

^' I  shall  be  there." 

And  Hornby  took  his  departure. 

Pym  leant  back  in  his  armchair  and 
gave  himself  up  to  meditation.  After  some 
time  he  drew  a  sheet  of  writing-paper 
towards  him  and  wrote  as  follows  : — 

"  To  MY  Lord  Wentworth, — 

"Is  it  known  to  you  that  the  young 
maiden  called  Ethel  has  been  lured  from 
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Woodhouse  by  Lady  Carlisle,  who  hopes 
thereby  to  remove  a  rival  and  secure  you  to 
herself?  If  not,  you  will  find  her  at  that 
lady's  house,  if  you  seek  her  there  before 
seven  to-night.  Do  not  be  put  off  by  false- 
hood or  excuse ;  he  imperative  and  resolute, 
and  you  will  discover  the  truth  of  this 
information. " 

He  summoned  a  servant,  and  having 
carefully  sealed  this  missive,  placed  it  in 
his  hands,  with  instructions  to  take  it  to 
Lord  Wentworth's  quarters  at  Whitehall, 
and  deliver  it  to  one  of  his  attendants, 
with  strict  injunctions  to  let  his  lord 
have  it  without  an  instant's  loss  of 
time. 

"  But  no  word,  no  hint  of  whence  you 
came,"  he  added,  "  not  though  they  should 
put  thee  on  the  rack.'' 

"  That's  checkmate  for  my  Lady  Carlisle," 
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he  cogitated ;  "  this  trick  will  lose  her 
"Wentworth ;  his  arrogant  soul  will  never 
forgive  such  an  attempt  to  cross  his  mighty 
will.  As  to  Hornby — well,  we  cannot  be 
scrupulous  over  the  disappointment  of  others 
where  our  own  interests  and  passions  are 
concerned." 

A  knock  at  the  door  interrupted  these 
meditations.  It  was  a  messenger  bearing 
a  letter. 

**  By  heavens !  it's  from  Dartford,"  he 
muttered,  as  he  caught  sight  of  the  super- 
scription. 

He  glanced  his  eye  rapidly  over  the 
contents  until  he  came  to  a  certain  para- 
graph, at  which  his  face  assumed  an  expres- 
sion of  eager  interest.  He  had  not  read 
two  lines  before  he  uttered  an  ejaculation 
of  astonishment ;  when  he  had  read  to  the 
end  he  let  the  paper  fall  upon  his  knee, 
seemingly  overwhelmed  by  the  unexpected 
news. 
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"  This  is  marvellously  strange,"  lie  mut- 
tered. "  And  that  I  should  remark  scarcely 
an  hour  ago  that  he  might  wish  he  had 
never  solved  this  mystery.  My  words  were 
prophetic. " 


VOL.  IL  15 


CHAPTER  III. 

A   RESCUE   AND   A   KEVELATION. 

It  may  seem  strange  that  Lady  Carlisle, 
knowing  Went  worth  to  be  at  Court,  should 
have  brought  Ethel  to  Whitehall ;  but  the 
fact  was  that,  as  she  desired  to  keep  her 
immediately  under  her  own  eye,  she  could 
not  otherwise  bestow  her,  at  least  not  until 
she  had  arranged  some  plan  for  the  future. 
Again,  while  Ethel  herself  elected  to  remain 
undiscovered,  she  was  as  safe  there  from 
detection  as  a  hundred  miles  away.  My 
lady  had  also  impressed  upon  Mistress 
Elizabeth  to  hold  back  as  long  as  possible 
the  tidings  of  her  flight,  and  she  calculated 
it  would  be  at  least  a  week  before  Went- 
worth  would  hear  of  it.  Before  that  time 
she  determined  that  her  fate  should  be  in 
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some  way  decided,  either  that  she  should 
be  Franklin's  wife  or  on  her  way  to  France 
to  enter  a  convent. 

And  did  the  idea  never  suggest  itself  to 
her  how  probable  it  was  that  Wentworth's 
suspicions  would  fall  upon  her  as  being  con- 
cerned in  Ethel's  disappearance  ?  That 
was  a  contingency  she  had  by  no  means 
overlooked,  as  being  the  weakest  point  of 
her  stratagem.  The  only  persons  who 
could  betray  her  were  her  own  people,  and 
upon  their  fidelity,  strengthened  by  large 
bribes,  she  placed  implicit  confidence ;  not 
one  of  the  household  at  Woodhouse  had 
been  trusted  with  the  secret.  In  the  con- 
sternation which  ran  through  the  house 
when  Ethel  was  discovered  to  be  missing 
none  took  a  more  prominent  part  than  she; 
she  delayed  her  own  departure  a  whole  day, 
and  sent  out  her  servants  in  all  directions 
to  seek  the  lost  one.  And  so  cunningly 
had  she  laid  her  plans  that  not  one  of  those 
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who  remained  with  her  for  a  moment  sus- 
pected that  they  were  acting  a  part  in  a 
comedy  of  their  lady's  constructing.  That 
some  three  or  four  of  her  numerous  retinue 
should  be  sent  forward  in  advance  to  pre- 
pare for  her  accommodation  upon  the  road 
was  a  circumstance  of  no  significance. 

Still  she  had  to  deceive  a  mind  of  extra- 
ordinary penetration  and  sagacity,  to  whom 
all  these  clever  devices  might  be  trans- 
parent as  glass.  There  was  the  risk  she 
had  to  take.  She  played  to  win  all,  or 
lose  all. 

Already,  however,  her  difficulties  had 
begun  ;  in  the  first  place,  she  had  discovered 
that  her  estimate  of  Ethel's  character  had 
been  erroneous  ;  that  she  was  not  the  weak, 
lymphatic  creature  she  had  at  first  believed  ; 
that  beneath  her  gentleness  and  artlessness 
there  burned  a  high,  proud  spirit  not  easily 
to  be  bent,  and  a  great  power  of  endurance. 
Again,    in    the    pure    and  lofty  nature   of 


CHAP.  III.]      A  RESCUE  AND  A  REVELATION.  229 

Franklin's  love,  seeking  nothing  selfishly, 
mindful  only  of  the  happiness  of  her  he  loved, 
she  received  another  check.  Such  love,  at 
least  in  man,  accustomed  as  she  was  to 
measure  man  by  the  heartless,  dissolute 
courtiers  that  surrounded  her,  was  a  phe- 
nomenon she  had  not  looked  for.  She 
could  perceive  that  the  suggestions  she  had 
thrown  out,  eager  to  gain  her  ends,  were 
not  even  understood  by  him,  and  she  was 
too  cunning  not  to  perceive  that  a  repe- 
tition of  such  would  be  the  height  of  indis- 
cretion. 

As  soon  as  Launcelot  had  departed  she 
repaired  to  Ethel's  chamber.  She  hated 
the  young  girl  with  all  a  woman's  jealousy, 
hated  her  for  her  beauty,  and,  above  all,  as 
her  rival  in  the  affections  of  the  man  to 
win  whom  she  was  ready  to  commit  any 
wickedness  ;  and,  impatient  at  her  resist- 
ance, she  took  J^ittle  pains  to  conceal  her 
sentiments.     But  Ethel    encountered   her 
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arrogance,  her  sarcasra,  her  bitterness,  with 
a  calm  courage  that  neither  passion  nor 
contumely  could  break  down,  and  she  had 
to  leave  her  mortified  and  defeated,  but 
more  vengeful  than  ever. 

Ethel  had  already  begun  to  repent  that 
she  had  ever  placed  herself  in  the  hands  of 
this  woman,  as  well  as  to  feel  misgivings  as 
to  the  propriety  of  her  sudden  flight  from 
Woodhouse.  Had  she  acted  rightly  in 
forsaking  the  home  that  had  sheltered  her 
from  infancy,  that  noble  friend  who  had 
so  loved,  so  honoured  her,  leaving  him  in 
cruel  doubt  of  her  fate,  and  all  for  a  few 
words  from  a  woman  whom  she  had  never 
met  before,  and  who  confessed  herself  a 
rival  ?  Was  not  such  conduct  ungrateful,  ■ 
wicked  ?  Might  not  Lady  CarHsle  s  story 
have  been  false,  or  partly  so  ?  Was  it  con- 
sonant with  that  high  and  spotless  honour 
which  she  had  so  worshipped  in  him  ?  And 
was  her  faith  in  that  honour  to  be  broken 
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down  by  the  assertions  of  the  first  stranger 
who  chose  to  impugn  it  ?  Such  were  the 
reflections  that,  now  too  la,te,  punished  her 
rashness. 

Had  not  Lady  Carlisle  taken  her  in  the 
midst  of  her  insulted  pride,  her  wounded 
sensitiveness — for  these,  after  all,  were  the 
strongest  incentives  of  her  flight — had  she 
allowed  that  first  perturbation  of  mind, 
which  forbade  all  reasoning,  to  subside, 
she  would  scarcely  have  succeeded  so 
easily. 

The  result  of  these  cogitations  was  that 
she  resolved  to  write  to  Wentworth  a  full 
explanation  of  her  conduct,  and  of  her 
future  plans  to  enter  some  religious  com- 
munity abroad.  To  return  to  Woodhouse 
after  her  flight,  or  to  accept  any  further 
bounty  at  his  hands  after  what  had  passed 
between  them,  her  pride  felt  to  be  impos- 
sible. And  beyond  this,  Lady  CarHsle's 
representations  had  so  fully  awakened  her 
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to  the  sacrifices  their  union  would  entail 
upon  Wentworth,  that  she  blushed  at  her- 
self for  having  ever  entertained  the  idea. 
"I,  who  rejected  Launcelot FrankHn  as  not 
being  his  equal,  to  dare  to  lift  my  thoughts 
to  him  !"  she  mused. 

But  an  accident,  which  none  of  the  actors 
in  this  drama  could  have  possibly  foreseen, 
was  about  to  scatter  all  their  calculations 
to  the  winds. 

About  six  o'clock  that  evening,  while 
Lady  Carlisle  was  reposing  upon  a  couch 
in  her  favourite  boudoir,  perusing  the  last 
poetic  oblation  to  her  vanity,  she  was 
startled  by  the  announcement  that  my 
Lord  Wentworth  was  below,  and  desired 
to  see  her  instantly.  It  was  not  without  a 
fluttering  at  the  heart  that  she  desired  the 
footman  to  conduct  him  thither.  She  could 
see  her  colour  come  and  go  as  she  glanced 
a,t  herself  in  the  mirror.  Had  he  heard  of 
Ethel's    flight,   and    were    his    suspicions 
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aroused,  or  was  it  a  visit  meant  to  herself 
alone  1 

She  heard  his  rapid  step  ascending  the 
stairs,  and  ran  to  open  the  door  herself, 
but,  ere  she  reached  it,  it  flew  back,  and  he 
stood  before  her. 

"Ah,  my  dear  lord,  this  is  indeed  an 
unexpected " 

The  remainder  of  the  sentence  died  upon 
her  lips,  awed  to  silence  by  the  expression 
of  his  pale,  stern  face,  in  which  she  read  her 
own  discovery  and  discomfiture. 

"  Where  is  Ethel  T  he  demanded, 
harshly. 

"  Ethel !  What  do  you  mean — whom 
do  you  mean  ?"  she  faltered,  vainly  endea- 
vouring to  rally  her  usual  effrontery  and 
presence  of  mind  beneath  those  fierce  eyes 
that  were  reading  her  very  soul. 

"  No  evasions,  no  falsehoods ;  she  is 
here ;  there  is  confession  in  your  guilty 
looks." 
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'^  My  lord,  you  forget  to  whom  you  are 
speaking,  and  you  speak  in  riddles  to 
which  I  have  no  key,"  she  answered, 
assuming  a  tone  of  offended  dignity. 
"  Explain  yourself  as  becomes  a  gentleman, 
and  I  may  answer  your  questions." 

"  I  have  no  words  to  bandy  with  you," 
he  replied,  in  yet  harsher  accents ;  "  call 
Ethel  into  this  room  instantly,  or  I  will 
summon  half  a  dozen  of  the  King's  guards 
that  wait  below  and  search  your  house 
from  floor  to  ceiling." 

"  You  would  not  dare,"  she  cried,  with 
fla.shing  eyes  ;  ''  even  your  power  would  not 
allow  of  putting  such  a  degradation  upon  a 
lady  of  my  rank." 

"  We  shall  see,"  he  answered;  and  turn- 
ing to  a  man,  whom  she  had  not  observed 
before,  standing  in  the  doorway,  he  said, 
"  Bring  up  the  sergeant  and  his  men." 

The  servant  bowed  and  vanished. 

"  Oh,  this  is  monstrous !"  she  cried,  giving 
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way  to  her  passion.  "  I  will  at  once  to  the 
King,  and  will  not  leave  him  until  he  has 
promised  me  justice  for  this  insult." 

"  You  will  not  leave  this  house  or  this 
room  until  you  have  rendered  up  her  you 
have  stolen  away." 

"  Better  and  better ;  you  make  me 
a  prisoner ;  oh,  you  shall  rue  this  night's 
work !" 

Here  the  regular  tramp  of  the  soldiers, 
who  were  ascending  the  stairs,  followed  by 
a  crowd  of  wondering  domestics,  inter- 
rupted her  speech,  and  the  next  moment 
six  men  of  the  royal  guard,  led  by  a  ser- 
geant, filed  into  the  corridor  and  halted  for 
orders. 

Half  beside  herself  at  this  ruin  of  all  her 
subtle  plans,  she  was  about  to  call  upon  her 
domestics  to  forcibly  expej  the  intruders, 
but  the  thought  of  the  uselessness  of  such 
resistance,  and  the  greater  humiliation  it 
must    inevitably   bring    down    upon    her, 
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changed  this  resolution  to  the  more  pru- 
dent one  of  obedience  to  the  inevitable. 

"  Dismiss  those  men,  mj  lord,"  she  said, 
"  and  what  you  desire  shall  be  granted." 

"  Go,"  he  said,  turning  to  the  sergeant, 
"  but  remain  below  within  call. " 

"  And  you  curs,"  she  cried,  addressing 
the  domestics  with  withering  disdain,  "who 
would  suffer  your  mistress's  house  to  be  in- 
vaded thus  and  offer  no  resistance,  begone 
to  your  offices.  No  words ;  I'll  have  the 
first  man  or  woman  flogged  who  dares  to 
utter  a  syllable.'* 

The  threat  was  effective,  and  in  another 
moment  she  and  Wentworth  were  again 
alone. 

"  I  will  fetch  your — minion,"  she  said, 
leaving  the  room  with  a  glance  full  of 
fury. 

They  had  arrived  in  town  only  on  the 
previous  evening,  and  Ethel,  prostrated  by 
fatigue,    had    not    left   her    chamber    ex- 
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cept  for  her  brief  interview  with  Launcelot. 
That  interview  had  revealed  to  her  some- 
thing of  Lady  Carlisle's  plans,  and  had 
determined  her  to  next  morning  write  to 
the  Queen,  concealing,  of  course,  her  name 
and  connexion  with  Lord  Wentworth,  and 
merely  representing  herself  as  a  young 
maiden  desirous,  through  a  great  affliction, 
of  entering  a  convent.  It  was  a  strange 
idea,  and  one  which  could  scarcely  have 
been  conceived  by  a  person  more  versed  in 
worldly  knowledge ;  but  she  had  been 
taught  to  regard  her  sovereigns  as  the 
fountain  of  all  goodness  and  bounty,  and 
to  whom  else  could  she  turn  in  her  help- 
less friendlessness  ? 

In  the  midst  of  such  meditations  she 
heard  loud  talking  below,  then  the  tramp 
of  soldiers.  In  great  alarm  she  opened 
her  door  and  listened,  and  the  next  mo- 
ment there  fell  upon  her  ear  a  voice  that 
made  her  heart  leap. 
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She  was  still  standing  there  when  she 
saw  Lady  Carlisle's  white  face  ascending 
the  stairs. 

"  You  are  wanted  below,"  said  the  latter. 
''  Come." 

But  she  could  not  stir  until  the  Countess 
gripped  her  viciously  by  the  wi/ist  and 
almost  dragged  her  down  the  stairs. 

What  a  relief  it  was  to  Wentworth 
when  he  caught  sight  of  Ethel's  pale  face  ! 
What  a  load  of  afEiction  was  on  the  instant 
uplifted  from  his  heart !  how  he  yearned  to 
clasp  her  to  his  bosom  and  hold  her  there, 
his  recovered  treasure !  but  he  restrained 
these  feelings,  and  only  grasped  her  hand 
and  let  something  of  his  soul  look  out  of 
his  eyes. 

He  spoke  no  word  but  ''come  Ethel," 
and  still  holding  her  hand,  was  about  to 
descend  the  stairs,  when  Lady  Carlisle  con- 
fronted him. 

"  I  must  speak  a  few  words  with  you 
before  you  go,  my  lord,"  she  said. 
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"  It  is  useless,"  he  answered.  "You  and 
I,  Lady  Carlisle,  have  done  with  each  other 
evermore.     Henceforth  we  are  strangers." 

"  The  more  need  of  a  few  parting  words, 
then.  You  shall  not  leave  without  them, 
unless  you  choose  to  crown  your  dastardly 
conduct  by  offering  me  personal  violence, 
for  I  will  bar  your  passage  with  all  my 
strength." 

Her  colourless  face,  with  its  two  burning 
orbs,  convulsed  by  suppressed  passion,  her 
white  lips  drawn  tightly  over  her  teeth, 
between  which  her  words  hissed,  were  hor- 
rible to  look  upon,  and  Edith  clung  close 
and  trembling  to  Wentworth's  arm. 

He  gazed  upon  the  fury  with  a  look  of 
cold  disdain,  saying,  "  Very  well,  since  you 
insist  upon  it,  be  it  so." 

They  returned  to  the  room,  and  she 
closed  the  door,  and  stood  with  her  back 
against  it,  turning  her  baleful  visage  full 
upon  them. 

"  My  Lord  Wentworth,"  she  began,  try- 
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ing  to  steady  her  voice  to  a  calm  utterance, 
but  failing  miserably,  ''  you  have  put  such 
an  outrage  upon  me  this  night  as  would  be 
degrading  to  the  vilest  of  my  sex ;  do  you 
imagine  that  I  shall  sit  tamely  under  it  ?" 

'^  Oh,  my  lord,"  cried  Ethel,  remembering 
her  former  threats,  "  do  not,  I  implore,  let 
any  thought  of  me  stir  up  strife  between 
this  lady  and  you.  I  left  Woodhouse  of 
my  own  free  will ;  she  has  treated  me  most 
kindly  ;  let  me  not  stand  between  you  and 
her.  She  has  a  higher,  worthier  claim 
upon  you  than  I " 

"  Silence,  Ethel,"  he  interrupted,  sternly. 

"  Ay,  silence,  fool,"  broke  in  the  Countess, 
passionately ;  ''do  you  think  I  want  your 
puling  advocacy.  Were  he  now  to  grovel 
at  my  feet  and  beg  for  pardon  until  day- 
light to-morrow  he  would  not  abate  one  jot 
of  the  hatred  he  has  roused.  He  has  out- 
raged every  womanly  feeling  ;  he  has  de- 
graded my  pride,  held  me  up  to  the  derision 
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of  my  domestics,  trampled  upon  my  love, 
and  humiliated  me  in  the  presence  of  a 
rival. " 

"  You  are  no  rival  of  this  lady's,"  he  an- 
swered with  the  same  immovable  coldness  ; 
"  she  is  my  affianced  wife.  I  have  professed 
no  love  to  you." 

"  'Tis  false,"  she  cried,  maddened  by  this 
open  acknowledgment  of  his  sentiments  for 
Ethel,  "as  I  could  prove  had  I  courage  to 
expose  my  own  weakness.  But  you  are 
right.  I  should  blush  to  call  myself  the 
rival  of  such  as  she.  A  most  noble  alliance 
for  the  King's  minister,  this  scullion, 
this " 

"  I  will  hear  no  more  of  this  abuse ;  let 
me  pass,"  said  Wentworth,  beginning  to  lose 
his  self-control. 

*'  Had  you  not  enemies  enough,"  she  went 
on,  not  heeding  his  words,  "  but  you  must 
add  me  to  the  number  ?  You  scorn  and 
defy  me  now,  but  you  shall  change  your 

VOL.  IL  IG 
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note  ere  long,  for  I  will  never  rest  until 
I  have  accomplislied  your  destruction. 
Now  go,  and  remember  my  parting 
words. " 

**  Your  threats  inspire  me  only  with  con- 
tempt," he  answered,  disdainfully.  ''  I  leave 
you  with  but  one  other  feeling — thankful- 
ness, since  your  arts  might  at  one  time 
have  infatuated  me  to  make  you  my 
wife.^' 

And,  supporting  Ethel's  half-fainting 
form,  he  passed  down  the  stairs  and  out  of 
the  house. 

Scarcely  had  he  quitted  the  room  when 

the    Countess,    overcome    by   the    terrible 

emotions    she    had    passed    through,    fell 

swooning  upon  the  floor. 

*****  ^jf 

Seven  o'clock  found  Hornby  impatiently 
pacing  up  and  down  in  front  of  the  Hol- 
bein Gate.  A  few  minutes  after  the  hour 
had  struck  Pym  arrived. 
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"  You  are  late,"  he  said. 

"  A  little,"  answered  the  other ;  "  but 
stay,  I  have  strange  news  to  tell  you  that 
may  affect  your  visit." 

''  Well,  tell  it  me  as  we  go  along. 
Come." 

"  No  ;  turn  back  with  me  a  few  steps 
where  we  may  be  more  private,  within  the 
palace  precincts  the  walls  have  ears.  I 
have  had  a  letter  from  Dartford." 

^'  WeU  ?" 

"  And  it  contains  news  of  Craston." 

''  Great  heavens !'' 

"Did  I  not  tell  you  a  few  hours  since 
that  the  mystery  solved  you  might  Hve  to 
wish  it  unknown  again  ?  Prepare  yourself 
for  a  great  shock." 

"  I  am  prepared  for  anything,"  replied 
Hornby ;  but  his  manifest  agitation  belied 
his  words. 

"  It  would  be  useless  for  me  to  show  you 
the  letter,  having  no  light ;  but  I  have  got 

16—2 
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the  paragraph  that  relates  to  you  by  heart, 
it  runs  thus  : — 

'^*  You  ask  me  what  has  become  of  Craston. 
I  do  not  know  that  I  have  a  right  to  answer 
that  question,  as  I  was  bound  over  to 
secrecy,  but  as  so  many  years  have  elapsed 
since  then  I  cannot  see  that  any  harm  can 
come  of  it.  You  know  that  with  the 
disappearance  of  a  certain  lady  he  went 
abroad.  He  was  summoned  back  to  Eng- 
land by  the  news  that  an  uncle  on  the 
mother's  side  had  just  died,  leaving  him  an 
estate,  on  condition  that  he  should  assume 
the  testator's  name  ;  nothing  could  have 
better  fallen  in  with  his  desires.  He  is  now 
a  most  rigid  Puritan  ;  his  estate  is  in  York- 
shire, within  a  few  miles  of  Wentworth 
Woodhouse,  and  his  name  is  Sir  Richard 
Franklin.'  " 

Hornby  staggered  as  though  he  had 
been    struck   a   heavy   blow,   and    leaned 
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against  a  wall  for  support.     "  Good  God, 

can  this  be  true  !"  he  muttered. 

"  You  will  not  go  to  Carlisle's  to-night?" 
"  Not  to-night,"  he   answered,   faintly ; 

"  lend  me  your  arm,  I  feel  giddy." 


CHAPTER  IV. 


"thine    for    ever." 


"  But  how  did  you  discover  I  was  at  Lady 
Carlisle's  ?  When  did  you  hear  I  had  left 
Woodhouse  ?" 

"  Only  two  or  three  hours  ago.  I  re- 
ceived a  long  letter  from  Mr.  Greenwood, 
giving  me  a  minute  account,  as  far  as  he 
himself  knew,  of  your  strange  disappear- 
ance ;  the  tone  of  his  letter  directed  my 
suspicions,  as  he  evidently  intended  it 
should,  to  the  guilty  party,  and  I  had  de- 
termined to  pay  her  a  visit  as  my  first 
step,  when  this  anonymous  letter  was 
brought  to  me  ;"  and  he  handed -her  Pym's 
note. 

This  dialogue  took  place  in  Wentworth's 
private  apartment  at  Whitehallj   whither, 
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having  no  other  lodgment  prepared,  he 
had  been  obHged  to  conduct  Ethel. 

"  But  by  what  strange  power  did  that 
woman  induce  you  to  fly  your  home  and 
place  yourself  in  her  hands  ?  Had  you  no 
thought  of  the  sorrow  and  misery  you  were 
inflicting  upon  me,  left  in  ignorance  of  your 
fate  ?     Oh,  Ethel,  that  was  unlike  you  !" 

"  I  thought  of  it  when  it  was  too  late," 
she  answered,  sadly. 

"  But  by  what  means  did  the  Countess 
gain  a  knowledge  of  our  relations  ?  Surely 
you  did  not " 

"  Not  one  word,  as  I  hope  to  be  saved, 
has  ever  passed  my  lips." 

"It  is  strange.  It  might  have  been 
only  a  clever  surmise  of  her  shrewd  brain, 
or  some  one  might  have  played  the  spy 
upon  us.  I  do  not  hold  my  sister  clear  of 
this  business." 

No  more  did  Ethel ;  but  she  made  no 
reply  to  the  remark. 
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"  Still  you  have  not  told  me,"  he  went 
on,  "  how  she  worked  upon  you  to  go  away 
with  her.'' 

"  She  told  me  you  had  loved  each  other 
from  early  youth — that  you  were  even  now^ 
affianced  to  her.  Oh !  is  it  true,  my 
lord?" 

"  Can  you  ask  that  question,  Ethel," 
he  said,  in  a  voice  of  deep  reproach,  "  after 
what  has  passed  between  us  ?" 

"  Oh,  my  dear  lord,"  she  cried,  bedewing 
his  hand  with  her  tears,  "  you  know  not 
how  shamed  T  am  in  my  own  eyes,  and 
how  unworthy  I  feel  of  your  great  love. 
Send  me  away  from  you  !  Never  let  me 
look  upon  your  face  again  !  I  deserve  all 
that  and  more  ;  for  I  cannot  even  dare  to 
ask  your  forgiveness." 

"  Nay,  poor  child,  I  cannot  blame  thee," 
he  answered,  gently  stroking  her  head, 
which,  as  she  sat  upon  the  low  stool  at  his 
feet,  was  bowed  over  his  knee,  "  this  woman 
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has  the  cunning  of  the  serpent,  the 
treachery  and  cruelty  of  the  tigress.  How 
could  thy  poor  httle  rustic  brain  contend 
with  this  subtle  dweller  in  Courts,  skilled 
in  plot  and  intrigue  ?" 

"  Your  goodness  finds  excuses  for  me 
that  my  own  heart  will  not  justify.  Your 
honour  should  have  been  to  me,  above  all 
persons,  beyond  the  taint  of  suspicion  ?" 

"  Come,  come  Ethel,  we  will  have  no 
more  self-reproaches.  Why,  I  should  not 
have  beheved  you  half  loved  me  if  such  a  tale 
as  that  had  not  roused  thy  jealousy.  I  want 
no  saint,  dearest — no  marble  perfection." 

"But  that  was  not  all,"  she  went  on, 
half  sobbing,  "  she  spoke  words  that  had 
been  in  my  own  thoughts  many  and  many 
an  hour.  She  showed  me  how  very  far  I 
was  beneath  you  ;  she  told  me  that  such  a 
marriage  would  degrade  you,  lose  you  your 
great  position,  and  that,  should  you  break 
with  her,  you  would  bring  down  a  terrible 
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vengeance  upon  your  head.     Tell  me,  my 

dear  lord,  is  this  true  ?     Do  not   deceive 

me  out  of  any  false  compassion,  for  what 

am  I  when  weighed  against  you  ?   My  poor 

little  petty  troubles  to  such  afflictions  as 

those.     My  place  in  the  world  is  nothing  ; 

but  you  are  a  great  minister,  whose  counsels 

guide  kings.     England  itself  is  involved  in 

your   destiny.       Better   far  I  should   now 

fall    dead    at   your   feet   than   peril    such 

interests  for  my  poor  happiness.      Bather 

let  me  now  this  instant  say  farewell  to  you 

for    ever,    if  my   presence    will   bring   the 

lightest  shadow  on  your  great  life.    Absent 

or   present,   my   love  will   always   be   the 

same,  your  image  will  ever  be  in  my  heart, 

and  I  shall  be  ever  happy,  knowing  I  have 

saved  you  from  yourself ;  but  if  you  take 

me  for  your  wife  and  these  dark  "troubles 

come    upon    you,    if  I   see    you    shamed 

and      dragged     down     from     your     high 
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state  through  me,  I  shall  know  a  misery 
far,  far  more  bitter  than  parting." 

She  was  on  her  knees  before  him  with 
upturned  face  and  clasping  both  his  hands, 
the  words  rushing  tumultuously  from  her 
lips,  but  with  many  breaks  and  stops. 

"  If  thou  wast  the  most  cunning  of  thy 
sex,"  he  said,  taking  her  tearful  face  be- 
tween his  hands  and  gazing  upon  it  with 
moistened  eyes,  ''and  sought  a  way  to 
draw  my  heart  yet  closer  to  thee,  you  could 
have  found  no  better  one  than  this.  Hush  ! 
no  word.  As  to  Lady  Carlisle's  threats,  I  have 
only  contempt  for  them,  they  were  the  rage 
of  a  jealous  woman,  nothing  more ;  her 
very  fury  proved  her  impotence.  You 
know  the  old  adage,  '  threatened  men  live 
long ;'  the  ministers  of  kings  are  so  used 
to  the  clamours  of  hatred,  that  in  a  little 
time  they  cease  to  heed  them.  My  Lady 
Carlisle  is  no  favourite  at  Court,  she  has 
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mingled  too  much  with  the  disaffected 
party,  and  her  known  passion  for  plot  and 
intrigue  has  cast  too  much  suspicion  about 
her  for  his  Majesty  to  regard  her  with  any 
favourable  eye.  And  beyond  that,  while  1 
am  true  to  my  King  and  country,  I  stand 
above  the  reach  of  private  malice.'' 

He  spoke  confidently ;  and  yet  her 
bitter  words  had  left  a  sting  behind  them 
which  he  could  not  pluck  out. 

''  As  for  thy  old  scruples,"  he  resumed, 
"  have  I  not  told  thee  thou  art  of  gentle 
birth  ;  what  more  is  the  King  himself  ?  and 
it  is  a  distinction  that  many  of  our  nobles  can- 
not claim  in  these  days.  If  there  be  any- 
thing in  mere  title,  you  can  take  precedence 
of  me ;  your  father  was  a  Knight,  mine 
a  plain  Mister,  and  my  knighthood  was 
bought,  as  it  was  daily  bought  by  grocers 
and  haberdashers,  under  our  late  King.  So 
let  me  hear  no  more  of  them." 

"  And  now  tell  me  what  plan  you  had 
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formed  for  the  future  ?"  lie  resumed  with  a 
change  of  tone. 

"  I  had  intended  to  write  to  the  Queen, 
begging  her  to  place  me  in  a  convent,"  she 
replied. 

He  could  not  help  smiling  at  her  sim- 
phcity,  but  a  shade  of  gravity  crossed  his 
face  as  he  said  : — "  Wouldst  thou  then  have 
changed  thy  religion,  Ethel  ?" 

She  blushed ;  in  her  agitation  she  had 
probably  never  regarded  the  matter  in  that 
Hght. 

''  What  could  I  do  ?"  she  said. 

"Poor  little  dove,"  he  said,  gazing 
lovingly  upon  her,  "  thou  wast  indeed  going 
to  cast  thyself  among  the  hawks. " 

*'  You  shall  remain  in  London  for  the 
present,"  he  said,  changing  the  conversa- 
tion. "  To  night  you  shall  sleep  here,  and 
I  will  lodge  elsewhere ;  to-morrow  I  will 
find  you  more  suitable  accommodation ;  but 
when  I  return  in  the  morning  I  shall  not 
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find  the  cage  empty  and  my  pretty  bird 
flown,  shall  I  V'  he  added,  smiling. 

''Never  again,"  she  answered,  nesthng 
close  to  his  heart ;  "be  it  for  weal  or  woe, 
I  am  now  thine  for  ever." 

The  next  day  he  found  suitable  accom- 
modation for  her  in  the  house  of  a  good  old 
dame  whose  husband  held  some  domestic 
office  at  Whitehall,  and  under  whose  care 
he  arranged  she  should  remain  for  the 
present. 

He  could  hear  that  there  were  floating 
rumours  about  the  Court  of  the  scene  which 
had  been  acted  on  the  previous  night  at 
Lady  Carlisle's,  but  from  their  indefinite- 
ness  it  seemed  she  had  kept  her  own 
counsel  and  schooled  her  servants  to  do 
likewise.  Towards  evening  one  of  his 
footmen  informed  him  that  the  Countess, 
accompanied  by  her  entire  suite  of  domes- 
tics, had  leffc  that  afternoon  for  one  of  her 
estates  in  Surrey. 
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"She  has  chosen  wisely,"  he  thought, 
"and  has  determined  to  be  silent  on  an 
adventure  which  could  only  hold  her  up  to 
obloquy  and  derision." 

He  was  annoyed,  however,  to  find  that 
the  visit  of  a  young  and  beautiful  female 
to  his  quarters  had  excited  much  gossip, 
which  had  reached  even  royal  ears  and 
brought  forth  royal  questions. 

It  was  a  young  maiden  who  had  been 
under  his  protection  from  childhood,  who 
had  come  up  to  London  on  certain  affairs  of 
her  own.  This  was  the  only  explanation 
he  vouchsafed,  even  to  the  King.  The 
gossips,  overawed  by  his  haughty  manners, 
dared  say  no  more — in  his  presence ;  but 
they  talked  among  themselves. 

That  night  he  had  an  unexpected  visitor 
— Hornby,  who  had  been  to  Lady  Carlisle's 
lodgings,  and  finding  her  gone  and  the 
house  deserted,  had  at  once  sought  out 
Wentworth,  whose   presence   at   Court  he 


256  DESTINY.  [book  vi. 

had  learned  only  an  hour  or  two  before. 
In  stern  and  abrupt  terms  he  demanded  an 
account  of  Ethel,  why  she  had  left  Wood- 
house,  and  if  he  knew  whither  the  Countess 
had  conveyed  her. 

''  You  have  no  more  right  to  demand  an 
answer  to  these  questions,  having  volun- 
tarily surrendered  all  parental  rights,  than 
the  veriest  stranger,"  answered  Went  worth. 
"Yet  I  rejoice  too  much  to  find  that  all 
natural  feelings  are  not  wholly  dead  in 
your  heart  to  refuse  you  an  explanation." 

As  briefly  as  possible  he  related  all  that 
concerned  Ethel  and  himself,  from  the  wish 
imposed  upon  him  by  his  dying  wife  unto 
the  events  of  the  previous  night. 

Hornby  listened  to  all  with  the  most 
profound  interest  and  attention,  and  he 
could  not  refrain  from  expressing  his  satis- 
faction at  the  manner  in  which  Lady  Car- 
lisle's discomfiture  had  been  accomplished. 

When   the   narrative   was   ended    there 


CHAP.  IV.]  ''THINE  FOR  EVER."  257 

was  a  long  pause,  which  Hornby  was  the 
first  to  break. 

"  Wentworth,"  he  said,  bhmtly,  "  you 
have  acted  with  a  nobleness  I  did  not  give 
you  credit  for,  yet  had  you  told  me  this 
two  days  ago  I  would  have  answered  you 
should  not  have  her  while  I  wear  a  sword 
and  have  life  to  use  it.  I  had  promised 
her  to  another,  but  a  mysterious  fatality 
has  put  an  end  to  all  that,  so  I  care  not  to 
oppose  you.  Listen,  and  I  will  relate  to 
you  one  of  the  strangest  stories  you  ever 
yet  heard." 

And  he  told  him  that  amazing  discovery 
which  Pym's  letter  had  revealed  to  him. 

"  And  my  heart  so  yearned  to  that  boy," 
he  said,  bitterly,  "as  it  had  never  before 
yearned  to  any  Hving  man,  and  he  the  son 
of  that  villain  whose  death  I  have  sworn, 
of  him  who  has  wrecked  my  whole  life. 
Good  God,  what  a  bitter  irony  of  fate  was 
this!" 

VOL.    II.         ,  17 
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''  But  what  of  her  f "  asked  Went  worth, 
who  had  listened  with  as  much  interest  as 
astonishment. 

"  I  know  no  more  than  I  have  told 
you." 

"  And  what  do  you  intend  to  do  V 

"  Nothing.  "Were  I  to  confront  that 
man  I  should  kill  him.  I  spare  him  for 
the  boy's  sake.  I  would  not  have  the  only 
being  on  earth  I  can  call  friend  curse  me  as 
a  murderer,  although  it  is  more  than  pro- 
bable he  and  I  will  never  meet  again. 
If  you  choose,  for  the  sake  of  Ethel's 
honour,  to  seek  into  this  wretched  mystery, 
do  so." 

"  Would  you  not  like  to  see  Ethel — make 
yourself  known  to  her  ?" 

There  was  an  inward  struggle  before  the 
answer  came.  "  No,  she  could  have  little 
pleasure  in  meeting  a  father  who  has  dis- 
owned her  all  these  years ;  she  is  nothing 
to  me — she  is  yours,  child  and  wife." 
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''  Will  you  permit  me  to  tell  her  some- 
thing of  her  parentage,  leaving  to  my  dis- 
cretion what  should  be  suppressed  ?" 

Hornby  considered  for  a  moment ;  then 
repHed,  vrith  assumed  indifference,  "  Do  as 
you  please  ;  v^hy  do  you  consult  me  ?" 

"  Because  I  am  pledged  on  my  honour  to 
do  so.  Is  there  any  way  in  which  I  can 
serve  you  ?  If  so,  command  my  interest  to 
the  utmost." 

"  None !"  he  answered  with  asperity. 
*'  I  want  no  patronage  from  you  or  any 
man.  While  Catholics  and  Protestants 
delight  in  cutting  each  other's  throats 
there  will  be  always  food  and  drink  for 
men  of  the  sword,  and  I  want  no  more. 
To-morrow  I  start  for  Germany  to  join  the 
brave  Swedish  king.  I  have  fought  for 
him  before  to-day/' 

"  Ever  wilful  and  headstrong,"  said 
Wentworth,  sadly.  "  But  God  speed  you 
wherever  you  go,  for  her  sake." 

17—2 
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"  I  cannot  say  the  like  to  you,"  replied 
Hornby,  bluntly,  "because  it  would  not 
come  from  my  heart,  and  because  you  may 
one  day  meet  me  in  the  ranks  of  your  ene- 
mies. My  valediction  shall  be  a  warning. 
Beware  how  you  and  your  tyrant  master 
drive  your  victims  to  extremity ;  they 
may  turn,  and  crush  you  both  !" 

And  with  this  ominous  farewell  he 
departed. 

Hornby's  story  had  indeed  filled  Went- 
worth  with  astonishment.  How  strange 
that  Ethel,  not  knowing  it,  should  have 
been  reared  within  a  few  miles  of  the  man 
who  had  had  such  a  fatal  influence  upon 
her  destiny,  who  might — though  Heaven ^ 
forbid  it  should  be  so  ! — even  be  her  father. 
Was  he  cognisant  of  this  fact,  and  was 
this  the  cause  of  Launcelot's  banish- 
ment ?  Most  strange  that  the  son  of  this 
man  should  become  enamoured  of  Ethel ! 
Again,     there      was     another     question— 
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Was    Lady     Franklin    the    guilty    Lady 
Khodes  ? 

It  was  necessary,  for  obvious  reasons, 
that  these  questions  should  at  once  be 
solved,  and  for  that  purpose  he  obtained 
a  few  days'  leave  of  absence  to  journey 
into  Yorkshire. 

Not  breathing  a  word  of  his  intentions, 
or  of  anything  he  had  heard,  but  ascribing 
his  expedition  to  political  business,  he  next 
morning  took  leave  of  Ethel,  and  started  for 
the  north. 

His  destination  was  Frankhn  Hall, 
where  he  arrived  on  the  evening  of  the 
third  day. 

His  interview  with  Sir  Kichard  was  a 
long  one  ;  its  results  will  be  told  hereafter. 

He  rested  at  Woodhouse  that  night. 
Mistress  Elizabeth  had,  of  course,  heard 
nothing  of  recent  events,  and  imputed  his 
sudden  appearance  to  his  having  received 
news  of  Ethel's  flight. 
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She  scarcely  waited  to  greet  him  before 
she  began  to  speak  of  that  event,  but  he 
abruptly  stopped  her. 

"  I  know  all,"  he  said  ;  "  and  Ethel  is  in 
London  under  my  protection. " 

The  sudden  pallor  and  disturbance  of 
her  countenance  at  once  convinced  him 
that  his  worst  suspicions  were  well 
founded. 

She  had  not  the  courage  to  put  another 
question,  and  he  would  not  proffer  any 
information,  but  he  informed  his  faith- 
ful friend  Greenwood  of  all  that  had 
happened.  Although  neither  uttered  it  in 
words,  each  could  perceive  that  their 
opinion  of  EHzabeth's  share  in  the  abduc- 
tion was  identical. 

The  next  morning  Wentworth  proceeded 
to  York,  where  he  spent  two  days  upon 
State  affairs,  and  then  set  forward  on  his 
return  to  London. 

He  found  Ethel  greatly  pleased  with  her 
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new  domicile,  and  more  cheerful  and  con- 
tented than  he  had  known  her  for  some 
time ;  and  she  could  not  but  observe  that 
his  manner  towards  her  was  more  free  and 
unrestrained  than  it  had  ever  been  before, 
and  he  began  to  speak  of  their  marriage. 

One  day,  after  a  long  interview  with  the 
King,  he  sought  her  in  some  excitement. 

"I  shall  shortly  leave  England,"  he  said, 
for  it  has  pleased  his  Majesty  to  add 
another  to  his  many  gracious  favours, 
and  appoint  me  Deputy  Lord- Lieutenant 
of  Ireland.  Therefore,  our  marriage  must 
take  place  before  I  leave,  for  thou  shalt  go 
with  me." 

"I  am  glad  of  this,"  answered  Ethel, 
blushing ;  ''I  am  glad  we  shall  leave 
England,  and  be  far  away  from  her." 

"  Tush,  tush  !"  he  replied,  a  little  irrit- 
ably ;  "  it  is  time  to  forget  that." 

"I  can  never  forget  her  terrible  face," 
rejoined  Ethel,  shuddering. 
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Went  worth  made  no  reply,  for  that  re- 
membrance had  not  yet  been  banished  from 
his  memory. 

In  the  meantime,  he  had  taken  a  hand- 
some mansion  some  distance  out  of  London 
for  Ethel's  accommodation,  and  for  the  chil- 
dren, who  had  been  brought  up  from  Wood- 
house.  He  remained  at  his  lodgings  in 
Whitehall,  and  in  all  his  intercourse  with 
her  was  most  cautious  and  punctilious,  so 
as  to  avoid  scandal  as  much  as  possible, 
although  to  evade  entirely  the  license  of 
evil  tongues  he  knew  to  be  impossible. 

He  had  likewise  endeavoured  to  remove 
all  mystery — that  most  fruitful  source  of 
calumny — from  about  her,  by  stating  that 
she  was  the  daughter  of  a  country  knight, 
and  had  been  confided  to  his  care  on  the 
death  of  her  parents.  Hornby  had  never 
been  a  frequenter  of  the  Court,  and  the 
name  of  Rhodes  had  so  long  disappeared 
that  no  one  recognised  it. 
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With  all  his  caution^  however,  it  soon 
began  to  be  bruited  abroad  that  my  Lord 
Wentworth  was  about  to  be  married  to 
this  lady,  of  whose  family  and  parentage  no 
one  knew  anything,  and  this  soon  grew  into 
a  Court  wonder. 

The  King  gravely  questioned  him  upon 
the  matter,  upon  which  he  confided  to  his 
Majesty  the  story  of  Ethel's  hfe.  Charles 
listened  to  it  with  great  interest,  mar- 
velling all  the  time  at  discovering  so 
much  romance  and  gentle  sentiment  in 
that  stern  soul.  The  picture  which 
Wentworth  drew  of  Ethel's  sweetness 
and  devotion  greatly  touched  him,  for 
there  was  a  vein  of  deep  sentiment  in 
Charles's  nature. 

"  I  can  well  sympathise  with  your  feel- 
ings, Wentworth,"  he  said  ;  "nevertheless, 
I  would  have  preferred  that  you  had  made 
an  aUiance  with  some  noble  house,  and 
thereby  strengthened  your  position.     But 
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I  would  love  to  see  this  lady  who  has  so 
captivated  thy  heart." 

Went  worth  hesitated.  "  For  many  rea- 
sons, your  Majesty,"  he  answered,  "  I  would 
wish  to  keep  my  marriage  private  for  a 
time,  and  should  therefore  prefer  not  to 
bring  her  to  Court  at  present." 

"Doubtless  you  are  right,"  replied  the 
King;  "but  I  must  see  her  before  you 
leave  for  Ireland." 

Of  all  Ethel's  life  this  was  the  sweetest 
and  happiest  period.  Day  by  day  she  could 
feel  Wentworth  s  soul  folding  closer  and 
closer  about  her  own;  and  in  that  dear 
presence,  and  with  the  companionship  of 
the  three  children — for  she  who  had  been 
an  infant  at  the  mother's  death  was  now  also 
under  her  care — her  content  was  absolute. 

And  yet  at  times  the  memory  of  Lady 
Carlisle's  baleful  visage  and  terrible  threats 
would  still  cross  her  sunshine  like  a  dark 
cloud. 
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The  beginning  of  April  was  the  time 
fixed  for  Wentworth's  departure,  and  he 
arranged  that  their  marriage  should  be 
celebrated  a  few  days  previously.  The 
ceremony  was  to  be  privately  performed  at 
a  village  church  near  the  mansion  at  which 
she  was  residing.  Sir  George  Eadcliffe, 
his  secretary,  and  a  few  of  the  officers 
of  his  household,  were  to  be  the  only 
witnesses. 

It  was  on  the  last  day  of  March,  a 
bleak,  gloomy  morning  without  one 
ray  of  sunshine,  that  he  led  her  to  the 
altar. 

"  The  heavens  do  not  smile  upon  us," 
she  said,  with  a  melancholy  smile. 

"  But  have  we  not  sunshine  enough 
within,"  he  responded,  fondly. 

The  next  day  he  privately  introduced 
his  bride  to  the  King,  who  was  much 
struck  by  her  beauty  and  sweetness  of 
manner. 
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"  Madam,"  he  said,  in  his  most  gracious 
tone,  "  I  wish  you  all  happiness/' 

Instinctively  her  eyes,  full  of  gentle  con- 
fidence, were  turned  upon  her  husband. 

The  King  caught  the  glance  and  inter- 
preted it.  "  And  of  that,"  he  added,  "  your 
choice  has  well  assured  you. " 


CHAPTER  Y. 

gone!   no  one  knew  whither. 

In   the   meantime,  what   had    become    of 
Launcelot  Franklin  ? 

All  the  day  that  followed  the  night  on 
which  Pym  had  made  his  strange  dis- 
closure, he  waited  at  home,  expecting  a 
visit  from  Hornby.  The  next  morning  he 
sought  him  at  the  customary  haunts,  but 
could  hear  no  tidings  of  him. 

That  same  evening  two  letters  were 
brought  him  by  two  separate  messengers. 
The  superscription  upon  the  first  was  in  a 
bold  straggling  hand,  and  upon  opening  it 
he  found  it  to  be  from  the  very  man  whom 
he  had  been  so  anxiously  seeking.  Won- 
dering what  could  induce  him  to  write,  he 
read  as  follows  : — 
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"  Strange  things  have  happened  to  me 
since  we  last  met.  By  the  time  you  get  this 
I  shall  be  on  my  way  out  of  England,  never 
to  return.  We  shall  never  meet  again. 
You  must  give  up  all  hope  of  Ethel.  Went- 
worth  is  going  to  make  her  his  wife.  She 
seems — strange  fancy  ! — to  have  conceived 
an  affection  for  him.  Make  no  attempt  to 
hold  further  communication  with  her,  for, 
mark  me^  even  had  this  not  heen^  she  could 
never  have  been  your  wife  !  Drive  all  love  for 
her  out  of  your  heart  as  though  it  were 
a  deadly  sin,  which  it  is.  I  can  give  you  no 
explanation.     Farewell. 

•'GoDFUEY  Hornby." 

Even  the  shock  of  that  announcement, 
which  for  ever  crushed  his  hopes,  could  not 
wholly  subdue  a  feeling  of  curious  wonder- 
ment at  this  strange  and,  to  him,  inex- 
plicable letter.  He  read  it  through  a 
second  and  a  third  time  without  obtaining 
any  clue  to  its  mystery. 
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Sick  at  heart,  he  turned  to  the  second 
epistle. 

It  was  from  Ethel.  Tender  and  pitiful, 
knowing  not  how  to  strike  the  blow. 
She  told  him  that  she  had  returned  to  my 
Lord  Wentworth's  protection ;  that  all 
communication  must  henceforth  and  for 
ever  cease  between  them ;  that  she  was 
about  to  form  new  ties ;  that  he  might 
shortly  hear  news  that  would  surprise  him ; 
that  she  should  always  feel  for  him  a 
sister's  affection ;  that  when  he  could  re- 
gard her  in  that  light  none  would  be  more 
welcome  to  her.  "  I  pray,"  she  said,  "that 
I  have  never  wantonly  deluded  you  with 
false  hopes  ;  and  yet  I  fear  I  may  have 
done  so.  If  I  have,  I  pray  God  and  you 
to  forgive  me,  for  it  was  in  my  foolishness 
and  my  ignorance.  It  is  only  now  I  have 
learned  what  love  is,  only  now  I  can 
read  my  own  heart  aright ;  all  before  was 
groping  in  the  dark.  My  conscience  does 
not  hold  me  clear.     You  will  find  another 
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who  will  love  you  as  dearly  as  your  virtues 
deserve." 

Here  was  the  confirmation  of  Hornby's 
words,  the  end  of  hope.  And  he  had  never 
known  until  then  how  far  he  had  hitherto 
been  from  despair. 

The  next  day  he  wrote  a  brief  letter  to 
his  father,  saying  that  he  had  relinquished 
the  study  of  the  law,  and  made  up  his  mind 
to  quit  England  and  seek  for  some  more 
active  employment  abroad. 

A  few  hours  afterwards  he  had  left  the 
Temple  for  ever.  Gone !  No  one  knew 
whither. 


END    OF   VOLUME   II. 
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STRAFFORD. 


BOOK   THE  SEVENTH. 
THE    GATHERING    OF    THE    STORM. 


PEOEM. 

IRELAND,    1632. 

An  April  sun  was  fast  sinking  in  a  serene 
and  almost  cloudless  sky,  flashing  upon  the 
river  and  upon  the  distant  bay,  empurpling 
with  fantastic  light  and  shadow  the  far- 
away mountains,  and  gilding  the  crumbling 
lichen-stained  walls  of  Dublin  Castle.  It 
was  a  scene  of  savage  desolation ;  a  wild 
uncultivated  country,  dotted  here  and  there, 
beyond  the  city,  with  a  few  squalid  mud 
huts,  a  few  ragged  figures,  savage  as  the 
land  that  bred  them,  overgrown  hedges, 
reed-covered  morasses,  broken  by  stagnant 
VOL.    III.  1 
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pools, — it  was  a  primitive  world,  upon  which 
there  was  little  impress  of  man's  hand. 

City  and  country  were  in  harmony  ;  nar- 
row, filthy  streets  paved  with  dirt,  rotten 
wooden  houses  that  threatened  to  crash 
the  passer-by.  The  people  wandered  hither 
and  thither  listlessly,  or  loitered  at  corners, 
or  sat  upon  door-steps,  or  crept  into  patches 
of  sunshine  :  no  life,  no  energy  anywhere; 
all  was  decay,  stagnation.  On  the  mound 
above  rose  the  ancient  castle,  the  ruined  walls 
of  which  were  a  fit  emblem  of  the  authority 
they  enclosed.  The  courtyard  was  broken 
and  grass-grown;  the  worm  eaten  doors  and 
rusty  gates  were  hingeless ;  the  halls  and  cor- 
ridors mouldy  and  vault-like ;  the  chambers 
were  mouldering  dust  heaps  ;  the  windows 
were  formless  gaps — save  where  the  shelter- 
ing ivy  had  crept  across — through  which 
came  wind  and  snow  and  rain.  A  few 
aged  domestics,  that  looked  like  the  ghosts 
of  better  days  doomed  to  wander,  among 
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the  scenes  they  had  inhabited  in  life;  a 
small  number  of  half-clad  ruffians  dignified 
by  the  name  of  soldiers,  who  kept  revel 
but  no  guard,  had  constituted  the  sole 
occupants  of  the  place  until  the  arrival  of  a 
portion  of  the  retinue  of  the  new  Lord 
Deputy.  Then  the  least  ruinous  part  of 
the  Castle  was  sought,  and  masons  and 
carpenters  and  other  handicraftsmen  pressed 
from  all  parts  to  repair  and  make  it  habit- 
able ;  furniture  was  dragged  out  from  be- 
neath mountains  of  dust,  and  cleansed  and 
furbished  up.  The  result  was  miserable 
enough,  but  nothing  more  could  be  done 
until  the  arriA'al  of  my  Lord  Wentworth. 

Ethel,  under  the  protection  of  Sir  George 
Radcliife,  had  already  arrived.  She  had 
left  England  on  the  day  after  her  marriage, 
and,  in  order  to  avoid  pubHcity  and  much 
ceremonial,  he  had  sent  her  on  before  him. 

On  the  morning  of  this  day  she  had 
received  the  news  that  his  vessel  was  in 
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the  harbour,  and  she  was  now  anxiously 
watching  at  the  window  for  the  first  glimpse 
of  his  retinue. 

The  sun  had  just  touched  the  edge  of 
the  horizon  when  she  caught  sight  of  a 
troop  of  horsemen  ascending  the  hills. 
Waiting  to  see  no  more,  she  flew  down  the 
staircase,  and  in  another  moment  was 
standing  at  the  grand  entrance  peering 
eagerly  among  the  coming  soldiers  and 
domestics  for  that  majestic  form,  her  fair 
hair  floating  in  the  wind,  her  fair  face  all 
aglow  with  eager  expectancy. 

At  last  it  came;  he  raised  his  hat  in 
token  of  recognition.  Scarcely  could  she 
refrain  from  rushing  forward  among  the 
horses  and  men,  but  she  knew  that  it 
would  oflend  his  sense  of  punctiliousness 
that  would  not  endure  even  from  her  such 
a.  breach  of  ceremony.  And  so  she  had  to 
wait  until  he  had  dismounted  and  slowly 
ascended  the  steps.    She  would  have  thrown 
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herseK  upon  his  breast,  but  he  restrained 
the  movement  by  taking  her  hand  and 
gently  kissing  her  brow;  his  proud,  sensitive 
nature  shrank  from  all  effusiveness  before 
others. 

*'  This  is  a  poor  bridal  home,  sweetheart," 
he  said,  looking  around  the  gloomy,  ill- 
furnished  chamber,  when  they  were  alone ; 
"  but  it  shall  soon  be  mended." 

''  It  was  before  you  came,"  she  mur- 
mured, laying  her  head  upon  his  shoulder, 
^'  but  now  it  seems  transformed  into  a 
palace  ;  all  places  are  alike  to  me  where 
thou  art.  But  how  pale  and  worn  you 
look,"  she  said  anxiously;  nothing  has  hap- 
pened to  disturb  you  ?" 

"  Nothing,  darling,"  he  answered,  kissing 
her  fondly,  "  unless  it  be  the  sea  passage. 
You   know   I   am    not    the    robustest    of 
men." 

Soon  he  was  called  away  to  preside  at  a 
Council  of  the  Lords  Justices  who  had  come 
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to  initiate  him  into  the  condition  and  duties 
of  his  government. 

"  Your  lordship  has  come  to  no  bed  of 
roses/'  said  one,  "  and  I  fear  me,  hke  all 
who  have  come  before  you,  will  soon  wish 
yourself  back  in  England." 

"  Not  until  my  task  be  performed,"  he 
replied  austerely. 

Most  appalling  were  the  statements  that 
each  laid  before  him.  The  people  were 
scarcely  removed  from  savages ;  the  country 
was  overrun  with  hordes  of  robbers  ;  the 
coasts  were  ravaged  by  foreign  pirates,  who 
burned,  plundered,  carried  the  inhabitants 
off  into  slavery,  drove  away  all  trade,  pil- 
laged merchant  ships,  murdered  the  crews, 
and  then  audaciously  cast  anchor  in  the 
nearest  port,  where  the  authorities  dared 
not  attack  them.  Worse  than  all,  many  of 
these  authorities  connived  in  their  infamies 
and  shared  in  the  plunder.  The  army  was 
without  weapons,  powder,  or  discipline — a 
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mere  mob  of  marauders,  who  robbed  and 
abused  the  defenceless  people  they  were 
employed  to  protect  ;  the  commanding 
officers  delegated  their  duties  to  subalterns 
who  never  performed  them.  The  churches 
were  in  ruins,  and  were  used  for  stabling 
horses. 

These  were  a  few  of  the  grievances  and 
abuses  that  were  laid  before  my  Lord 
Deputy. 

The  justices  were  amazed  to  see  the 
unmoved  countenance  with  which  he  heard 
these  things,  for  they  had  expected  to  read 
there  dismay  and  perturbation. 

"  My  lords,"  he  said,  when  they  had 
read  the  last  report,  "  all  this  is  no  news 
to  me  ;  I  have  made  myself  acquainted 
with  the  true  condition  of  this  unhappy 
country  long  before  to-day,  and  I  have 
come  here  to  change  all  things  ;  to  bring  it 
under  the  control  of  law  and  order,  to 
root  out  anarchy,  crime,  and  corruption,  to 
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revive  commerce  and  the  cultivation  of  the 
land, — in  brief  to  restore  prosperity  and  the 
finances  of  the  King." 

"  If  your  lordship  accomplishes  all  this, 
the  labours  of  Hercules  will  be  no  more 
remembered,"  answered  one  of  the  justices, 
with  a  doubtful  smile. 

"  And  with  God's  help  I  will  do  it,"  he 
replied  sternly.  "  And  hark  ye,  my  lords, 
those  who  are  not  with  me,  who  do  not 
help  me  in  all  I  do,  performing  my  behests 
with  implicit  obedience,  and  with  their 
whole  hearts,  are  against  me — my  enemies, 
and  as  such  I  shall  treat  them,  not  sparing 
them.  Send  out  summonses  to  all  soldiers 
and  officers  who  are  absent  to  return  to 
quarters  within  twenty-four  hours  on  pain 
of  death  ;  the  first  man  who  disobeys  I  will 
have  shot.  All  officers  of  the  King  caught 
engaged  in  or  conniving  at  corrupt  practices 
I  will  have  hanged  without  judge  or  jury, 
or  hang  those  that  let  them  'scape.     I  will 
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have  these  hordes  of  robbers  hunted  down 
like  wild  beasts,  and  exterminated  as  we 
do  wolves.  And  until  these  things  are 
done  the  work  of  regeneration  cannot 
begin." 

"  But  these  things  cannot  be  done  with- 
out power  to  enforce  them,"  suggested 
another  of  the  lords,  humbly. 

"  That  shall  not  be  lacking.  I  have 
brought  a  few  trusty  followers  with  me, 
and  others  will  shortly  arrive.  But  an 
inexorable  will  can  work  miracles,  amongst 
anarchists,  with  very  small  help." 

My  lords  justices  went  away  crestfallen, 
full  of  wonder,  and  not  without  some 
trembling. 


CHAPTER    I. 

IRELAND,   1639. 

Seven  years  have  passed  away  since  that 
April  evening  on  which  my  Lord  Deputy 
landed  in  Ireland  and  entered  upon  his 
government. 

And  he  has  redeemed  his  pledge.  He 
has  long  since  accomplished  those  labours 
which  my  lords  justices  so  cynically  declared 
would  outshine  those  of  Hercules,  and  many 
others  which  appeared  then  equally  imprac- 
ticable. A  few  months  sufficed  him  to 
establish  order  and  obedience  to  the  laws. 
Within  those  seven  years  he  had  created  a 
powerful  and  well-disciplined  army,  a  fleet 
of  war  ships,  manned  by  well-trained  sailors, 
who  destroyed  and  dispersed  the  swarms  of 
pirates,  and  restored  safety  to  the  coast ;  a 
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man  laden  with  gold  might  travel  un- 
molested from  one  end  of  the  land  to  the 
other,  so  rigidly  were  the  laws  executed 
upon  all  marauders.  He  had  sunk  mines  for 
saltpetre  and  silver  ;  he  had  introduced  the 
cultivation  of  flax,  and  the  manufacture  of 
linen  and  flannel,  and  contemplated  many 
other  vast  commercial  schemes.  He  had 
raised  the  customs  revenue  from  twelve  to 
forty  thousand  pounds  ;  and,  whereas,  be- 
fore he  arrived  in  this  country  it  could  not 
furnish  the  cost  of  its  own  government,  it 
now  produced  an  income  of  sixty  thousand 
pounds  in  excess  of  its  expenditure. 

The  Castle,  described  a  few  pages  back 
as  a  crumbhng  ruin,  was  now  transformed 
into  a  splendid  and  august  Court;  its 
lately  mouldering  walls  were  hung  with 
choice  tapestry,  silken  hangings,  and  choice 
pictures  ;  its  floors  were  covered  with  costly 
furniture  brought  from  Italy  ;  its  halls  and 
corridors  were  filled  with  gorgeous  servants 
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and  pages,  its  chambers  with  bejewelled 
and  bedizened  ladies  and  gentlemen. 

But  this  was  not  his  house  ;  he  used  it 
only  for  state  occasions.  Accustomed  to 
the  pure  air  of  the  country,  neither  he  nor 
Ethel  could  endure  the  polluted  atmosphere 
of  towns,  laden  as  it  was  in  those  days  with 
stench  and  corruption.  So  he  had  built  him- 
self a  palace  some  sixteen  miles  from  Dublin, 
which  he  called  Juggarstowne  Castle, 
and  the  ruins  of  which  may  still  be  traced. 
It  was  a  pile  of  immense  grandeur  and 
extent,  covering  several  acres,  and  furnished 
and  appointed  in  a  style  of  princely  magni- 
ficence. 

In  a  spacious  apartment  of  this  mansion, 
on  an  April  evening  in  the  year  1639,  before 
a  table  covered  with  letters,  papers,  books, 
and  despatches,  sat  my  Lord  Wehtworth. 
The  hand  of  Time  had  lain  heavily  upon 
him  during  those  seven  years,  bending  his 
form,  bleaching  his  hair,  and  ploughing  the 
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furrows  of  care  and  sickness  upon  his  brow 
and  cheeks ;  the  dark  eyes  had  lost  none 
of  their  fire,  but  they  were  sunken  in 
deeper  hollows.  The  unceasing  labours  and 
anxieties  of  his  office  had  shattered  a 
constitution  never  robust,  afflicting  it  with 
a  complication  of  diseases,  the  effects  of 
which  were  not  confined  to  the  body ;  the 
shaking  hand,  the  nervous  twitch  of  the 
muscles  of  the  face,  showed  how  deeply 
they  had  afiected  a  temperament  naturally 
irritable  and  passionate.  On  the  other 
side  of  the  table,  busily  writing,  sat  his 
secretary  and  friend,  Sir  George  Rad- 
cMe. 

Seated  in  the  deep  oriel  vdndow,  just 
behind  the  gentlemen,  a  book  resting  upon 
her  knee,  her  face  turned  anxiously  towards 
her  dear  lord,  was  my  Lady  Wentworth. 
Time  had  dealt  more  gently  with  her, 
although  he  had  wrought  much  change ; 
not  impairing  her  beauty,  however,  which 
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years  had  only  matured  and  perfected, 
imparting  a  stateliness  and  dignity  to  the 
girHsh  loveliness. 

Wentworth  was  reading  a  voluminous 
epistle,  written  in  a  close,  cramped  hand, 
over  which  he  uttered  occasional  ejacula- 
tions of  impatience  and  vexation.  Each 
time  the  secretary  raised  his  head  with  an 
inquiring  look,  but  not  venturing  upon  a 
direct  interrogation  until  his  august  master 
had  finished  the  perusal. 

Then  he  asked : 

''  What  news  from  England,  my  lord  ?" 

*'Bad — bad,  Radchfie,"  was  the  answer; 
"  the  Scotch  are  still  in  rebelHon,  and  I  fear 
me  his  Majesty's  tenderness  of  heart  and 
national  feelings  will  hinder  him  from  acting 
with  due  vigour.  Oh,  that  I  were  beside 
him  now  I  With  a  thousand  stout  -English 
hearts  under  my  command  I  would  bring 
these  presumptuous  beggars  to  their  knees, 
and    make     these    canting     Presbyterian 
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rogues  eat  their  covenant  from  the  point  of 
my  sword. 

"  I  fear  me  his  Grace  of  Canterbury,"  he 
went  on,  "  has  been  over  hasty  in  advising 
his  Majesty  to  force  the  Liturgy  upon  their 
churches.  I  love  not  reHgious  persecution  ; 
men's  consciences  ever  revolt  against  force. 
My  administration  in  this  country  has  been 
stigmatised  as  cruel  and  tyrannical,  but 
although  encompassed  by  a  bigotry  that 
might  well  have  excused  persecution,  it 
hath  not  pleased  his  Majesty,  through  me 
his  servant,  to  touch  a  hair  of  any  man's 
head  for  the  free  exercise  of  his  con- 
science." 

He  again  turned  to  the  perusal  of  the 
letter.  Presently  an  angry  colour  dyed  his 
face,  and  he  burst  forth  : 

"  There  seems  to  be  no  falsehood  too 
damnable  for  the  invention  of  slander ! 
Here  I  am  told  mine  enemies  accuse  me 
of   squandering    the    King's    revenue   and 
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oppressing  the  people  of  this  country  for 
mine  own  magnificence.  You  can  bear 
witness,  Sir  George,  how  false  is  such  an 
accusation ;  how  often  I  have  discharged 
the  pay  of  soldiers  and  sailors  out  of  my 
own  private  purse  rather  than  drain  his 
Majesty's  narrow  resources ;  and  his  Ma- 
jesty can  attest  that  during  the  ten  years 
of  my  government  I  have  received  scarcely 
seven  thousand  pounds  for  all  my  labours." 

"  Such  falsehoods,  my  lord,  are  so  easily 
controverted  that  they  should  scarcely 
excite  your  anger,"  replied  the  secretary. 
"But  has  his  Grace  of  Canterbury  sent 
you  any  news  touching  the  title  you  peti- 
tioned for  ?" 

*'  Yes ;  his  Majesty  has  refused  it  for  the 
present,"  he  answered,  coldly. 

Sir  George  bit  his  lip,  but  ventured  on 
no  reply. 

Putting  the  letter  carefully  on  one  side 
he  next  turned  to  a  pile  of  papers,  petitions, 
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and  documents  of  various  kinds  which  Ead- 
cliffe  had  laid  aside  for  his  perusal.  All 
this  time  Ethel  was  castinof  furtive  and 
anxious  glances  upon  his  worn  and  jaded 
face  that  seemed  to  grow  paler  and  more 
haggard  with  each  paper  he  read. 

At  length  he  caught  her  look,  and 
throwing  aside  the  documents  exclaimed, 
with  a  sudden  change  of  tone : 

"Enough  of  politics  and  grievances  for 
to-daj,  for  I  have  yet  to  answer  the  letters 
of  my  dear  old  friends  Jones  and  Vandyke. 

"  And  have  they  yet  become  converts  to 
your  lordship's  opinions  ?"  inquired  Bad- 
cHffe. 

"  Not  at  all,  to  judge  by  these  letters," 
repHed  Went  worth  ;  "  Old  Inigo  fights  as 
obstinately  as  ever  for  the  Italian  versus 
the  Gothic  architecture,  but  he  has  changed 
from  the  argumentative  to  the  rhapsodical, 
a  proof  that  his  defence  is  growing  weak. 
I  must   answer  this  at   once,  for   he  has 
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committed  himself  to  inaccurate  statements 
by  which  I  shall  greatly  damage,  if  not 
carry,  his  position.  Give  me  those  books 
I  was  reading  yesterday." 

'^  Oh,  my  dear  lord,"  interposed  Ethel, 
crossing  to  him  and  putting  her  arms  about 
his  neck,  "  do  not  write  any  more  to-day  ; 
you  look  pale  and  jaded  with  fatigue  now  ; 
indeed  you  overtax  your  strength,  which 
has  been  so  sorely  tried  by  sickness  of 
late." 

"  Nay,  sweetheart,"  he  answered,  caress- 
ing her,  "  this  is  recreation,  and  is  to  me  a 
rest  as  refreshing  as  the  dolce/ar  niente  is 
to  idle  men.  Go  and  sit  down  again  for  a 
while,  and  then  I  will  read  to  thee  till 
supper-time." 

And  then  \^ith  an  evident  zest  he  set 
to  writing  a  long  letter  full  of"  learned 
arguments  and  quotations. 

"  There,"  he  said,  when  he  had  finished  ; 
^'Vandyke  shall  wait  until  to-morrow,  for 
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I  see  that  imploring  face  of  thine  grow 
longer  with  every  stroke  of  my  pen.  And 
you,  Eadcliffe,  put  aside  your  papers  ;  we 
will  have  no  more  work  of  any  kind 
to-day." 

Upon  which  Ethel's  face  cleared  and  grew 
quite  bright  and  cheerful. 

*' You  shall  read  me,"  she  said,  nestling 
close  to  him,  '*  my  favourite  canto  of  the 
Fserie  Queen,  the  story  of  Una  and  the 
Red-cross  Knight.  The  children  love  to 
hear  that ;  shall  I  have  them  in  ?" 

**  Certainly,  the  darlings,"  he  answered, 
*'  I  will  bring  them,"  said  Sir  George, 
In  a  couple  of  minutes  there  ran  in  a  fine 
handsome  boy,  of  ten  or  twelve,  the  image 
of  his  father,  and  two  girls,  both  younger 
than  he.  They  all  still  hve  much  as  they 
were  then  in  Vandyke's  picture.  The  three 
gathered  about  their  father,  the  boy  leaned 
upon  his  shoulder,  and  he  took  a  girl  upon 
each  knee,  kissing  and  fondling  them,  call- 
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ing  them  his  dear  little  Nan,  and  his 
darling  Arabella,  for  he  passionately  loved 
his  children. 

"  How  like  they  are  to  their  dear  sainted 
mother,"  he  said,  turning  to  Ethel  with 
moistened  eyes. 

She  turned  away  her  head  to  conceal  the 
tears  which  were  coursing  each  other  down 
her  cheeks. 

He  understood  her  emotion,  and  clasped 
her  hand.  She  was  thinking  of  her  own 
little  child,  who  had  brightened  her  life 
only  one  brief  year. 

"  Those  whom  the  gods  love  die  young," 
he  said  sadly.  "  Our  httle  Tom  is  happier 
than  we  can  ever  be,  for  God  has  taken 
him  pure  and  sinless  to  His  bosom.  Of 
such  are  the  angels.  Who  knows  what 
sorrows  and  afEictions  may  be  in  store  for 
these  dear  ones  which  God  has  spared  him. 
Think  of  that  and  be  comforted. " 

*' Don't   cry,    dear   mother,"    said   httle 
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Nan,  running  to  her  and  laying  a  tearful 
face  against  hers.  ' '  Mr.  Greenwood  says  that 
if  we  are  good  we  shall  all  meet  little  Tom 
again  when  we  go  to  Heaven." 

^'I  hope  so,  darling,"  she  answered,  kiss- 
ing the  child  and  trying  to  smile  through 
her  tears." 

"But  this  is  not  reading  the  Faerie  Queen," 
broke  in  Wentworth,  anxious  to  change 
the  current  of  her  thoughts. 

When  the  reading  was  over  the  children 
were  sent  to  bed,  and  the  elders  repaired 
to  supper.  The  meal  was  plain  and  sub- 
stantial, the  appointments  such  as  befitted 
his  great  position,  but  not  unduly  ostenta- 
tious. When  he  resided  at  the  Castle, 
however,  everything  was  courtly  and  mag- 
nificent, and  his  guests  were  numerous — 
such  as  he  considered  indispensable  to  the 
King's  vice-gerent.  Here,  only  such  as  he 
esteemed  personal  friends  were  gathered 
around  his  board. 
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The  meal  was  discussed  with  free  and 
pleaisant  conversation  ;  after  it  was  over 
pipes  and  tobacco  were  brought  in,  and  no 
one  took  his  tobacco  with  more  enjoyment 
than  did  the  host ;  no  one  was  more  plea- 
sant, more  humorous ;  those  who  had  met 
him  only  as  the  stern,  unbending,  haughty 
Lord  Lieutenant  would  have  failed  to  re- 
cognize him  as  the  same  personage,  so  com- 
plete was  the  metamorphosis.  State  affairs 
were  forbidden  subjects  after  supper.  The 
talk  was  of  art,  antiquities,  literature,  or 
such  amusing  adventures  as  the  company 
might  have  encountered  during  the  day. 
And  frequently  the  evening  was  wound  up 
with  a  game  of  Primero,  in  which  he  took 
much  pleasure. 

At  four  the  next  morning  he  and  his 
secretary  were  again  in  the  library  writing 
despatches. 

After  breakfast,  which  was  at  eight  o'clock, 
he  rode  to  Dublin,  where  he  was  to  hold 
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that  day  a  reception  and  a  court  of  justice. 
Never  before  had  the  old  castle  been  the 
scene  of  so  splendid  a  Court ;  there  was  no 
Christian  monarch  in  Europe  so  omnipotent, 
none  to  whom  more  obsequious  homage  was 
paid  ;  the  proudest  there  trembled  beneath 
his  frown  and  fawned  beneath  his  smile ; 
and,  courtier-like,  the  hearts  of  all  were 
filled  with  malice  and  envy  against  his 
power,  as  he  discovered  too  well  there- 
after. 

How  rigid  and  exacting  he  was  in  all 
forms  of  ceremony  has  been  several  times 
noted  in  the  course  of  this  narrative.  In 
public  his  cold  hauteur,  his  inflexible 
sternness  repelled  and  aflronted  all  who, 
not  having  access  to  his  domestic  circle, 
knew  not  the  warmer  nature  which  he  re- 
served for  his  friends. 

As  in  England,  his  administration  of  justice 
was  truly  impartial,  leaning  always  to  the 
side  of  the  poor  and  weak  rather  than  to 
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that  of  the  rich  and  powerful ;  but  this, 
untempered  as  it  was  by  any  graciousness 
or  outward  show  of  sympathy,  lost  all 
its  value  in  the  minds  of  the  impulsive 
Celts  ;  and  even  those  who  benefited  most 
by  it  had  but  a  muttered  curse  for  "  Black 
Tom,"  as  they  nicknamed  him.  And  he 
was  pitiless  as  he  was  just ;  for  his  sentence 
once  pronounced,  no  prayers  could  move 
him.  His  sentences  were  too  frequently 
terribly  severe,  especially  of  late,  since 
painful  diseases  had  racked  and  tortured 
his  mind,  always  intensely  irritable,  almost 
to  madness  ;  in  these  physical  sufferings 
lay  the  germs  of  those  acts  of  unbridled 
tyranny  which  his  enemies  thereafter 
turned  to  such  terrible  account  against 
him. 

At  twelve  he  dined  in  state,  and  Lady 
Went  worth,  who  had  followed  him  late  in 
the  morning,  sat  on  his  right  hand.  In 
the  variety  of  the  dishes,  the  splendour  of 
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the  plate,  the  gorgeous  Hveries  of  the 
attendants,  the  magnificence  of  the  apart- 
ment, although  not,  perhaps,  in  the  quality 
and  opulence  of  the  guests,  this  banquet 
would  not  have  shamed  Whitehall.  Serene 
and  self-possessed,  he  dispensed  his  hospi- 
tality with  the  grace  and  dignity  of  a 
monarch,  shewing  no  sign,  even  to  the 
watchful  eyes  of  his  partner,  that  all  this 
time  he  was  racked  by  pain  and  worn  with 
fatigue.  The  infirmities  of  the  body  found 
no  indulgence  from  that  iron  will. 

Scarcely  was  the  banquet  finished,  when 
the  arrival  of  despatches  from  the  King  was 
announced ;  upon  which  he,  accompanied 
by  his  ever-attendant  secretary,  retired 
to  a  private  apartment  to  learn  their 
contents. 

"The  King  commands  my  presence  in 
England,"  he  said,  addressing  Eadcliffe. 
"  That  is  good  news  ;  for  now  I  shall  be 
able  to  confront  my  enemies  and  give  the 
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lie  to  their  slanders  in  my  master's  pre- 
sence." 

"  I  trust,  my  lord,  their  malice  may  not 
overbear  your  truth." 

"  That  is  as  it  may  please  God,"  he  an- 
swered ;  "  but  I  have  neither  fear  of  punish- 
ment nor  hojDe  of  rewards,  and  I  cannot  be 
afirighted  with  considering  the  one,  nor 
yet  be  transported  above  measure  with 
anything  I  enjoy  not  already.  Come  what 
may  my  conscience  is  free,  if  I  fall,  it  is  in 
the  service  of  my  sovereign  ;  and  had  I  ^ve 
score  senses  to  lose,  I  do  and  ought 
to  judge  them  well  bestowed  in  his 
Majesty's  service. 

He  paused  thoughtfully  for  many  minutes. 

"There  is  a  danger  must  be  guarded 
against,"  he  resumed,  "  before  I  leave  for 
England.  Those  Ulster  settlers  may  send 
succours  to  their  Scottish  brethren.  See 
that  some  eight  hundred  to  a  thousand 
men  under  the  bravest  and  trustiest  officer 
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you  can  find  be  despatched  thither  at  once  ; 
force  them  to  renounce  the  Covenant,  im- 
prison all  those  who  show  the  least  disaffec- 
tion, and  deprive  them  of  all  means  of 
serving  against  us.  The  troops  must  start 
by  daybreak  to-morrow  morning ;  no  one 
must  be  informed  of  their  destination,  and 
tell  the  commandinof  officer  I  hold  his  life 
in  pledge  for  the  faithful  execution  of  his 
commission.  Sir  Christopher  Windebanke 
will  be  my  deputy  during  my  absence.  I 
leave  the  rest  to  your  fidelity,  old  friend, 
upon  which  I  know  I  can  rely." 

"  As  upon  yourself,  my  dear  lord,"  was 
the  answer  fervently  delivered. 

"  I  know  it,"  replied  Wentworth,  warmly 
grasping  his  hand. 

"  Let  me  go  with  you,"  said  Ethel  be- 
seechingly, when  he  told  her  the  news. 
"  I  could  not  endure  that  you  should  be  in 
the  midst  of  your  enemies  and  the  sea  be- 
tween us." 
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Wentworth  hesitated  a  little,  and  then 
answered — 

"Be  it  so,  for  I  may  need  the  comfort 
of  yoar  love,  dearest,  in  the  coming 
struggle. " 


CHAPTER  11. 

THE   COMING   OF   THE   LION. 

It  was  a  reception  night  at  Lady  Carlisle's, 
and  her  salon  was  crowded  with  much  the 
same  kind  of  company  as  that  which 
Went  worth  had  met  there  some  nine 
years  before ;  poets,  artists,  philosophers, 
politicians,  courtiers.  Seven  winters  had 
not  passed  over  that  stately  head  without 
leaving  some  impress  of  their  passage.  The 
figure  had  lost  something  of  its  grace  in 
the  increased  voluptuousness  of  its  contour, 
the  features  some  of  their  refinement,  for 
the  coarser  elements  of  our  nature  grow 
more  conspicuous  with  years,  and  all  the 
appliances  of  art  could  not  conceal  a  certain 
haggardness,  which  strong  passions  rather 
than  time  had  wrought  there.    But  Waller 
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and  Suckling,  and  a  host  of  poetasters,  still 
sang  the  praises  of  her  beauty,  and  young 
courtiers  still  eagerly  contended  for  her 
smiles,  as  why  should  they  not  ?  for  her 
feiscinations  were  as  potent  as  ever. 

Pym  was  there  ;  the  breach  with  Went- 
worth  had  once  more  reconciled  them,  but 
only  of  late,  for  the  wound  had  taken  long 
to  heal.  They  were  drawn  together  by  the 
sympathy  of  hate,  by  a  correspondance  of 
aims  which  coalesced  in  one  object — the 
destruction  of  one  man.  Time  had  not 
softened  the  desire  of  revenge  in  either, 
but  rather  intensified  it.  With  the  man  it 
had  a  double  root,  his  pohtical  convictions 
alone  would  have  sufficed  to  render  him 
implacable  to  one  who  had  deserted  his 
party,  and  whose  genius  was  its  greatest 
danger  ;  but  he  had  also  been  his  preferred 
rival  in  the  heart  of  her  he  loved.  It  would 
not  have  been  even  in  a  good  woman's 
nature  to  forgive  the  affront  which  Went- 
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worth  had  put  upon  Lady  Carhsle ;  truly, 
she  had  incurred  it  by  her  own  dupHcity ; 
but  women  never  reason,  they  only  feel ; 
and  to  one  so  proud  and  passionate  as  she 
such  an  injury  was  the  deadliest  that  could 
be  inflicted.  It  had  struck  her  at  all  points  : 
pride,  self-love,  ambition,  passion. 

She  had  never  quite  recovered  that 
terrible  blow ;  she  had  kept  her  own 
council,  never  referring  to  it,  and  she  had 
bribed  and  threatened  as  far  as  it  was 
possible  her  domestics  into  silence ;  she 
had  also  absented  herself  from  the  Court 
for  nearly  a  year  ;  but  she  knew  the  story 
had  oozed  out,  she  could /^^/ the  jests,  the 
laughter,  the  sarcasms  which  were  bandied 
about  at  her  expense,  and  more  than  once 
her  own  sex  had  cast  it  up  in  innuendoes, 
and  so  it  never  ceased  burning  and  rankling 
in  her  soul,  and  increasing  her  desire  for 
vengeance.  And  yet  she  might  have  for- 
given   her    disappointed   hopes,    even    her 
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lacerated  pride,  had  there  been  no  Ethel. 
The     ever-torturing     thought     was     that 
another,    and    that   other   one   whom   she 
despised,  whom  she  had  so  nearly  circum- 
vented— and  in  her  defeat  lay  more  bitter- 
ness— should  enjoy  the  love  she  so  desired, 
possess   the  honour  she  so  coveted.     She 
had  sent  spies  into   Ireland  to  pry  upon 
Strafford's  domesticity,  hoping  to  find  him 
weary  and  repentant  of  his  choice,  and  the 
triumph   of  such  a  discovery  would  have 
softened  something  of  her  hate ;  but  every 
report  told  her  of  their  happiness,  of  his 
love  and  her  devotion.     Each  repetition  of 
such   news    came   upon   her   like    a   fresh 
insult,  for  she  had  felt  so  assured  that  his 
passion  for  this  unknown  girl  was  but  a 
passing  fancy  that  would  die  in  its  gratifi- 
cation.   The  birth  of  a  child  was  wormwood 
to  her,   for  it  bound  them  together  by  a 
new  and  stronger  link  ;  its  death  filled  her 
with  joy,  for  it  brought  affliction  upon  her. 
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Had  she  not  have  been  restrained  by  Pym 
she  would  have  sought  some  violent  means 
of  satiating  her  evil  passions. 

There  was  a  self-glorification,  character- 
istic of  the  woman,  apart  from  her  malice, 
in  the  thought — "/  could  have  shielded 
him  from  all  this,  it  is  wy  brain  which  is 
scheming  his  ruin,  my  hand  which  •  is 
sapping  the  foundation  of  his  power. " 

To  Pym  and  his  confederates  her  aid  was 
invaluable,  since  it  penetrated  to  persons 
and  places  otherwise  beyond  their  reach, 
notably  the  King  and  Queen  ;  over  the  last 
she  had  gradually  acquired  an  indirect  but 
powerful  influence,  and  thereby  reached 
Charles  himself. 

It  may  appear  strange  that  one  whose 
connexion  with  a  most  bitter  opponent  of 
the  Court  was  now  notorious  should  have 
gained  so  much  trust  from  her  sovereign 
mistress.  But  in  this  she  played  a  most 
subtle  part,  pretending  to  betray  her  lovers 
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secrets,  and  occasionally  furnishing  scraps 
of  authentic  information,  all  being  pre- 
viously arranged  among  the  party,  so  as  to 
inspire  confidence.  Nor  did  the  Queen 
examine  too  curiously,  for  the  gratification 
of  some  petty  malice  or  headstrong  humour 
of  the  moment  would  with  her  ever 
outweigh  for  the  time  the  safety  of  the 
future. 

She  had  never  liked  Wentworth  ;•  his 
grandeur,  his  genius  oppressed  her  poor  little 
mean  soul.  What  a  pity  it  was  that  all 
the  children  of  the  great  Henry  should 
have  taken  nothing  from  the  father,  but 
inherited  all  from  the  worthless,  imbecile 
mother.  And  she  soon  became  jealous  of 
the  power  he  had  acquired  over  the  King,  a 
power  which,  from  the  very  dissimilarity  of 
the  two  minds,  must  in  all  things  be  anta- 
gonistic to  her  own.  It  wanted  but  a  very 
shallow  plotter  to  irritate  this  jealousy  to 
hatred  ;  such  a  task  was  scarcely  worthy  of 
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such  subtle  brains  as  those  employed  upon 
it.  They  contrived  that  Wentworth  should 
continually  oppose  himself  to  the  Queen's 
wishes,  and  then  impressed  upon  her  the 
idea  that  his  opposition  arose  not  so  much 
from  a  difference  of  policy  as  from  a  settled 
design  to  humiliate  her  and  destroy  her 
influence  with  the  King.  And  this  last 
point  touched  her  nearest,  for  no  woman 
was  ever  more  eager,  or  worked  harder  to 
obtain  absolute  empire  over  her  husband's 
mind,  and  through  him  over  the  king- 
dom. 

It  was  easy  enough  to  find  among  the 
courtiers,  male  and  female,  numbers  who 
hated  and  envied  Wentworth  for  his  great 
fortune,  who  were  ready  enough  to  enter 
into  any  cabal  to  destroy  his  credit,  so  she 
soon  gathered  about  her  a  strong  body  of 
aiders  and  abettors  to  help  on  her 
plot. 

Charles   held  to   his   noble   servant  far 
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more  loyally  than  they  anticipated;  yet 
neverthless  the  slanders  of  enemies  were 
not  without  effect.  He  frequently  thwarted 
his  wisest  measures,  even  annulled  his  de- 
crees and  appointments,  and  evaded  all 
things  that  would  tend  to  enlarge  his  in- 
fluence and  authority.  It  was  this  petty 
jealousy  which  caused  him  to  refuse  the 
title  which  Wentworth  had  solicited,  even 
though  it  was  eloquently  pleaded  for  by 
Laud  himself. 

There  was  something  like  consternation 
in  Lady  CarHsle's  face  when  on  this  evening 
news  was  brought  her  by  one  of  her  spies 
at  Court  that  the  King  had  written 
to  command  Wentworth's  presence  in 
England. 

Very  soon  it  was  passed  from  mouth  to 
mouth  that  the  terrible  Lord-Deputy 
had  been  sent  for,  and  the  smile  died  upon 
many  a  lip,  and  the  colour  faded  from  many 
^  cheek,  and  many  a  one  who  had  been 


CHAP.  II.]        THE   COMING  OF  THE  LION.  37 

most  brave  in  threats  and  scorn  quaked 
with  fear  at  the  thought  of  meeting  the 
lion. 

"  I  am  right  glad  to  hear  it,"  cried 
Vandyke,  who  was  present,  *'for  he  is 
needed." 

And  he  cast  a  significant  glance  round 
upon  the  company. 

Several — chiefly  the  artistic  and  literary 
portion  of  the  guests — echoed  the  senti- 
ment. 

*' Ay,  you  are  wise  in  your  generation," 
retorted  Pym  scornfully  ;  "  you  spoilers  of 
honest  canvas  and  defilers  of  fair  paper 
have  ever  been  the  friends  of  despots  ;  your 
idle  uselessness  would  find  shelter  under 
no  others." 

"  Better  a  despotism  in  which  intellect 
has  some  part — than  one  of  brute  force," 
replied  Vandyke. 

Pym  sneered,  but  condescended  to  no 
further  parley. 
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"You  must  Still  work  upon  the  Queen 
to  oppose  with  all  her  power  the 
title  he  covets/'  he  said  apart  to  Lady 
Carlisle. 

"  But  I  fear  the  advocacy  of  Laud  will 
prove  too  strong  for  us." 

"Before  long  that  priest  of  Baal  shall 
want,  and  want  in  vain,  an  advocate  for 
himself  Both  the  tyrants  shall  perish 
together.  Press  also  the  disgrace  of  Sir  John 
Coke  and  the  appointment  of  Sir  Harry 
Vane,  whom  Wentworth  hates,  to  his  post. 
Hamilton  has  already  counselled  this ;  but 
you  must  so  work  upon  the  Queen  that  she 
shall  make  Sir  Harry's  cause  her  own,  and 
his  appointment  a  personal  affair;  for  in 
this  I  will  make  a  pitfall  for  my  Lord- 
Deputy  into  which  he  shall  fall  headlong. 
His  love  of  Coke  and  his  hatred '  of  Vane 
will  stir  him  to  a  strong  partisanship  which 
will  thus  be  employed  to  thwart  the  Queen  ; 
this  will  embitter  her   present  dislike   to 
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him,  and  render  her  implacable.  We 
must  unceasingly  feed  this  disposition, 
and  the  weak,  uxorious  Charles  will  never 
long  hold  out  against  her  determined  will." 


CHAPTEE  III. 

HOW   THE   KING   REWARDED   DEVOTION. 

Immediately  upon  landing  in  England 
Went  worth  commenced  his  journey  to 
London,  and  arrived  there  without  allowing 
himself  any  rest  upon  the  road.  Not  wait- 
ing even  to  change  his  travel-stained  dress, 
he  presented  himself  at  Whitehall,  and  was 
at  once  admitted  to  a  private  interview 
with  the  King. 

Charles  received  him  with  every  demon- 
stration of  affection,  calling  him  his  dear 
cousin  and  trustiest  friend,  and  expressing 
his  gratification  at  the  good  work  he  had 
accomplished  in  Ireland. 

This  done  he  at  once  proceeded  to  the 
subject  that  engrossed  all  his  thoughts — 
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the  rebellion  in  Scotland  and  the  emptiness 
of  his  treasury. 

''  If  your  Majesty  will  deign  to  be  guided 
by  my  counsel,  I  have  thought  of  a  means 
by  which  I  beheve  your  present  wants  may 
be  supplied,"  said  Wentworth. 

"  Speak,  my  good  Wentworth ;  such  a 
preface  is  unnecessary." 

"Your  Majesty  is  aware  that  I  have 
great  power  among  the  Yorkshire  gentry — 
enough,  I  beheve,  to  induce  them  to  wil- 
lingly consent  to  subscribe  to  a  loan,  and 
even  pay  ship-money,  to  carry  on  the  war ; 
and  in  order  to  encourage  them,  I  will  open 
the  undertaking  by  subscribing  twenty 
thousand  pounds  myself" 

"I  have  no  words  to  show  you  how 
deeply  I  appreciate  this  magnificent  gene- 
rosity," replied  the  King  in  a  tone  of  real 
feeling.  "  Had  I  but  half  a  dozen  such 
subjects  as  you  I  might  defy  a  whole  nation 
of  traitors." 
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"  I  trust  your  Majesty  has  thousands 
such,"  replied  Wentworth. 

"  I  may  be  able  to  requite  your  loyalty 
one  day,"  resumed  the  King.  "  You  left 
Ireland  tranquil  and  in  the  hands  of  those 
upon  whom  you  can  depend  ?" 

Wentworth  related  all  the  steps  he  had 
taken  for  the  security  of  that  country  and 
to  prevent  the  Scotch  Presbyterians  assist- 
ing the  Covenanters,  at  which  Charles 
expressed  profound  satisfaction. 

After  this  there  was  a  pause,  during 
which  the  King  fumbled  among  some  papers 
that  lay  before  him  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  had  something  enibarrassing  upon  his 
mind.  When  he  spoke  it  was  vdth  hesita- 
tion. 

"You  sent  us,"  he  said,  adopting  the 
regal  style,  "a  Hst  of  gentlemen  whom  you 
prayed  us  to  appoint  to  certain  offices  which 
have  fallen  vacant." 

''  Such  was  my  humble  petition." 
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"We  fear  it  cannot  be  granted,"  con- 
tinued the  King,  fumbling  yet  more  uneasily 
among  the  papers,  and  carefully  avoiding 
meeting  Wentworth's  eye,  "for  we  had 
already  through  our  secretaries  promised 
those  offices  to  certain  persons  to  whom  we 
desire  to  extend  our  favour." 

"  May  it  please  your  Majesty  to  remember 
that  upon  honouring  me  with  my  commis- 
sion of  Lord  Deputy  you  gave  me  a  solemn 
promise  that  all  patronage  in  reference  to 
Ireland  should  rest  in  my  hands/' 

"  We  do  remember  your  requiring  some 
such  promise,"  replied  the  King  coldly ; 
"  but  the  exigencies  of  state  affairs  demand 
a  latitude  in  these  cases." 

"  The  gentlemen  I  have  selected  are 
specially  fitted  for  the  posts  in  which  I 
would  place  them,  from  their  knowledge  of 
the  people,  the  country,  and  my  mode  of 
administration  ;  and  Ireland  is  in  all  parti- 
culars  so   opposite   to  England  that  men 
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not  having  such  knowledge  may  do  much 
injury  by  unconscious  blunders." 

Wentworth  spoke  earnestly,  and  the 
King  looked  embarrassed  and  undecided. 

"  We  recommend  to  you  all  the  gentlemen 
named  in  this  paper  most  heartily  and  ear- 
nestly," he  said,  passing  him  a  document, 
''  but,"  he  added,  "  only  so  far  as  they  may 
agree  with  the  good  of  our  service,  not 
otherwise.  Yet,  so  too  as  I  may  have  thanks 
howsoever  it  may  he ;  and  if  there  he  anything 
to  he  denied  you  may  do  it  and  not  /." 

A  blush  rose  to  Wentworth's  face — a 
blush  of  shame  for  his  royal  master,  and  he 
answered  sadly,  "  I  will  do  my  best  to  carry 
out  your  Majesty's  desires." 

"  And  now,"  resumed  the  King,  in  a  tone 
of  relief,  at  the  settlement  of  a  disagreeable 
afPair,  ''  there  is  another  subject  upon  which 
I  would  speak  while  we  are  alone — the 
title  you  have  solicited." 

"Your  Majesty,"  answered  Wentworth, 
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finding  he  paused  for  an  answer,  "believe 
me,  I  do  not  covet  the  bauble  of  a  coronet 
for  the  gratification  of  my  own  vanity,  but 
for  the  honour  and  glory  of  your  service,  to 
strengthen  my  authority  over  the  Irish,  to 
prove  to  my  enemies  that  their  malice  has 
no  v^eight  with  you.  Such  a  mark  of 
favour  vrould  silence  all  their  spirits  and  set 
me  right  again  in  the  opinion  of  all.  Long 
since  your  Majesty  was  pleased  to  promise 
me  such  a  favour." 

"  BeHeve  me,  Wentworth,"  repHed  the 
King  evasively,  "the  marks  of  favour  that 
stop  maHcious  tongues  are  neither  places 
nor  titles,  but  the  little  welcome  I  give 
the  accusers,  and  the  willing  ear  I  give  to 
my  servants.  Let  me  give  you  a  rule,"  he 
added,  assuming  a  half-jesting  tone,  that 
sat  but  ill  upon  him,  "that  will  serve  for 
statesman,  courtier,  or  lover :  never  make 
a  defence  or  apology  before  you  be 
accused." 
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It  was  thus  that  Charles  rewarded  the 
services  of  the  most  devoted  subject  ever 
king  had. 

Wentworth  bowed  and  changed  the 
subject. 

^'  There  is  a  suit  I  would  make  to  your 
Majesty ;  not  for  myself,  but  for  another, 
an  old  and  faithful  servant  of  your  royal 
father's,  who  has  now  added  to  the  weight 
of  fourscore  years  your  Majesty's  dis- 
pleasure. I  speak  of  Sir  Edward  Coke, 
who  I  hear  is  about  to  be  deprived  of  his 
office  for  some  fault  which  is  not  clearly 
proved  against  him." 

"  The  fault  was  a  grave  one,"  answered 
the  King  sternly  ;  "  his  negligence  in  draw- 
ing the  stipulations  between  ourself  and 
our  Scotch  subjects  has  embroiled  us  in  the 
present  war.'"' 

''  If  that  be  the  case,  his  offence  is 
indeed  a  grave  one.  But  I  hear  it  rumoured 
that  his  post  is  to  be  bestowed  upon  Sir 
Harry  Vane." 
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"  Such  is  her  Majesty's  and  Hamilton's 
express  desire." 

"  Then  let  me  beseech  your  Majesty  to 
pause  before  committing  yourself  to  such  a 
nomination,"  cried  Went  worth,  with  almost 
impassioned  earnestness ;  "he  is  utterly 
unworthy  of  your  favour — a  man,  coarse, 
illiterate,  and  incapable  of  fulfilling  the 
duties  of  such  an  office  ;  you  could  not  make 
a  more  fatal  choice.  If  you  think  my  poor 
services  deserving  any  reward  grant  me 
this  petition." 

The  King  hesitated,  he  knew  this  cha- 
racter of  Vane  to  be  the  true  one,  he  was 
himself  unwilling  for  such  a  choice,  and 
scarcely  knew  how  to  refuse  Wentworth  so 
small  a  favour. 

"  Well,  at  your  desire,"  he  said  presently, 
''  Coke  shall  retain  his  place." 

"Your  Majesty  could  not  have  more 
deeply  obliged  me." 

The  interview  over,  Wentworth,  worn 
out  with  the  fatigues  of  the  last  few  days, 
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and  racked  with  pain,  which  asserted  its 
power  now  that  the  excitement  was  over, 
went  away  to  the  lodgings  prepared  for  his 
reception. 

Yet  by  sunrise  the  next  morning  he  had 
commenced  his  journey  to  Yorkshire. 


CHAPTER   lY. 

NEVERMORE ! 

Wentworth  had  left  Ethel  and  the  chil- 
dren at  Chester  with  the  greater  part  of  his 
retinue,  and  thence  they  proceeded  on  to 
Woodhouse,  where  they  arrived  several  days 
before  him. 

It  was  nearly  eight  years  since  she  had 
last  looked  upon  that  dear  spot  of  earth 
which  held  all  the  most  cherished  memories 
of  her  life. 

It  was  a  cold  sombre  day  on  which  she 
arrived ;  the  half-fledged  trees  shivered  in 
the  bleak  air,  and  the  great  building 
looked  grey  and  frowning.  Many  old 
familiar  faces  were  there  to  greet  her  with 
loving  welcome ;    but    there    were    many 
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that  she  missed,  who  were  now  sleeping 
their  last  sleep. 

Mistress  Elizabeth  had  continued  to  re- 
side in  the  old  solitary  mansion  during  all 
these  years.  No  explanation,  indeed  no 
word  concerning  Ethel's  flight,  had  ever 
passed  between  her  and  her  brother ;  there 
was  a  tacit  understanding  that  their  friendly 
relations  would  be  best  preserved  by  avoid- 
ing the  subject.  She  had  long  since  re- 
pented her  share  in  the  plot ;  and,  although 
there  might  have  lingered  a  secret  wish  in 
her  heart  that  he  had  looked  higher,  she 
had  become  quite  reconciled  to  his  union 
with  Ethel.  Thus  her  greeting  to  the  new 
mistress  was  kindly  and  as  cordial  as  her 
cold  nature  would  allow. 

Hand-in-hand  with  Nan  and  Arabella, 
the  boy  Will  going  on  in  front,  Ethel  wan- 
dered through  the  dear  familiar  chambers, 
trying  to  call  back  reminiscences  to  their 
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young  memories  ;  but  failing  with  all  but 
Will ;  and  his  were  uncertain  and  shadowy. 
In  the  picture-gallery  she  stopped  before 
the  portrait  of  a  noble-looking  and  beautiful 
lady. 

"  Tell  me,  darlings,"  she  asked  in 
a  low  voice,  "  do  you  remember  that 
lady  r 

The  girls  shook  their  heads ;  but  the 
boy,  after  gazing  at  it  attentively  for  a 
moment,  said — 

"  That  must  be  our  mother,  of  whom  you 
are  always  talking  to  us." 

"  It  is,"  answered  Ethel ;  "  the  dearest, 
kindest,  noblest  lady  that  God  ever  sent 
upon  earth.  When  she  was  dying,  it  was 
her  wish  that  I  should  be  your  second 
mother  ;  for  she  so  loved  me  that  she  picked 
me  out  of  all  the  world  as  the  one  to  whom 
she  would  confide  you — her  most  precious 
treasures.       Oh,  dear  mistress,"  she  cried, 
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addressing  the  picture,  "  have  I  proved 
worthy  of  your  sacred  trust  ?" 

''You  have,"  answered  a  voice  close 
beside  her. 

She  started  back  awe-struck,  almost 
fancying  her  appeal  had  awakened  the 
dead.  The  children  clung  round  her  in 
terror  ;  but  their  fears  were  roon  relieved 
by  seeing  Mistress  Elizabeth  emerge  out  of 
the  dim  shadows,  for  it  was  evening.  She 
grasped  both  Ethel's  hands  and  kissed  her, 
leaving  a  tear  upon  her  face. 

"  Never  was  such  a  trust  so  tenderly  and 
nobly  fulfilled,"  she  said,  her  hard  voice 
trembling  with  emotion.  *'  My  brother  was 
right,  there  is  something  above  blood  and 
pedigree  after  all ;  his  choice  is  well 
justified." 

"Whatever  of  good  there  is  in 'me  I  owe 
it  to  her  teachings," answered  Ethel.  ''Ah, 
would  she  had  lived !  for  I  was  only  fit  to 
be  her  handmaiden." 
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"You  are  a  noble  creature/'  replied 
Mistress  Elizabeth ;  "  and  for  whatever 
wrong  I  did  you  in  the  past,  I  ask  your 
forgiveness." 

And  from  that  time  forth  until  the  end 
she  showed  her  the  tenderness  of  a 
mother. 

The  next  day  she  took  the  children  to 
see  their  mother's  grave.  The  last  time  she 
had  stood  upon  that  spot  was  the  evening 
on  which  Wentworth  had  surprised  her 
there  and  asked  her  to  be  his  wife.  It 
was  to  her  a  spot  doubly  sacred — sacred 
alike  to  the  dead  and  to  the  living.  She 
wished  to  be  alone  there ;  the  children's 
whispered  prattle  disturbed  her  thoughts. 
So  she  sent  them  homeward,  under  the 
care  of  their  attendants,  saying  she  would 
shortly  follow. 

As,  some  half-hour  afterwards,  she  slowly 
quitted  the  church,  the  setting  sun  broke 
red  and  luridly  through  the  grey  mists  that 
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enveloped  the  heavens,  casting  a   stormy 
liofht  over  the  scene. 

She  did  not  observe  a  gentleman 
clad  in  black  loitering  near  the  church- 
yard wall,  and  was  unaware  of  his 
presence  until  he  stood  beside  her  and 
pronounced  her  name — "  Lady  Went- 
worth." 

She  started  at  the  voice  and  raised  her 
eyes  ;  they  fell  upon  a  face  which,  though 
much  changed  since  she  had  seen  it  last, 
she  instantly  recognised  as  that  of  Launcelot 
Franklin. 

Its  soft  youthful  beauty  and  almost 
feminine  delicacy  were  gone,  but  a  grander 
and  nobler  beauty  had  taken  its  place. 
The  complexion  was  bronzed,  the  outlines 
of  the  mouth  firmer,  the  dark  blue  eyes, 
which  had  lost  much  of  their  dreaminess, 
had  gained  fire  and  steadiness.  It  was  the 
countenance  of  a  man  who  had  been  en- 
gaged in  stirring  scenes,  who  had  been  an 
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actor  in  great  events  and  played  an  im- 
portant part  in  them. 

''  I  saw  you  enter  the  church  with  the 
children,"  he  said,  baring  his  head,  "  and 
I  thought  I  should  like  to  speak  to  you 
once  again.  I  trust  you  will  not  think  me 
rude." 

For  a  moment,  and  only  for  a  moment, 
Ethel  felt  embarrassed  at  this  unexpected 
meeting. 

"  Indeed,  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  Mr. 
Frankhn,"  she  said,  extending  her  hand 
to  him. 

He  just  touched  the  white  fingers,  bovdng 
very  low  over  them. 

*^  I  hope  you  have  not  had  any 
loss,"  she  said,  glancing  at  his  mourn- 
ing. 

"  My  father  is  dead,"  he  replied ;  "  my 
mother  died  two  years  ago.  Did  you  not 
hear  of  it  V 

"  Indeed^  I  did  not,  and  I  regret  very 
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much  to  hear  it  now.    You  have  been  away 
in  foreign  countries,  have  you  not "?" 

"  Yes,  I  have  been  in  the  Swedish  army. 
I  returned  only  just  in  time  to  close  my 
father's  eyes." 

*'  Then  you  will  come  to  Woodhouse  and 
pay  us  a  visit,  will  you  not  ?     My  lord  will 

be  home  in  a  few  days " 

She  stopped  suddenly,  feehng  instinc- 
tively she  had  wounded  him. 

"  I  thank  you,  lady,"  he  answered  with 
some  coldness,  "  but  I  leave  for  London 
to-morrow  morning." 

There  was  silence.  Ethel  walked  on, 
not  feeling  quite  so  unembarrassed  as  she 
did  a  few  minutes  before,  and  he  still  kept 
at  her  side. 

*•  Eth Madam,    I    trust    you    are 

happy." 

He  spoke  as  though  the  words  had, 
beyond  the  power  of  control,  forced  their 
way  through  his  hps. 
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She  stared  at  him  in  astonishment. 

"  Happy  !    How  should  I  be  otherwise  T 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  he  answered 
fervently, 

A  question  rose  to  her  Hps  which,  like 
his,  would  be  spoken. 

''  Are  you  married,  Mr.  Franklin  ?" 

She  could  have  bitten  her  tongue  out 
the  moment  it  was  uttered. 

"  I  shall  never  marry,"  he  answered. 

She  turned  aside  her  head  and  a  faint 
blush  stole  over  her  face,  but  the  next 
moment  her  eyes  were  looking  frankly  and 
pityingly  into  his. 

"  It  would  be  mere  affectation  in  me," 
she  said,  "to  pretend  not  to  understand 
your  words.  Years  ago  I  entreated  you 
not  to  waste  your  life  upon  false  hopes  ;  I 
now  entreat  you  not  to  waste  it  upon 
barren  memories.  I  offered  you  then  a 
sister's  love  ;  it  is  still  yours  if  you  will 
have  it.     I  offer  it  in  my  own   and   my 
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lord's  name.  He  often  speaks  of  you,  and 
that  with  high  praise.  You  would  always 
be  a  welcome  visitor  to  Woodhouse,  or  to 
any  roof  of  which  he  is  master. " 

Launcelot  shook  his  head,  but  made  no 
reply. 

They  were  standing  at  the  gate  which 
led  into  the  wood.  The  red  sunlio^ht 
which  had  illumined  them  for  a  moment 
slowly  faded  beneath  the  grey  mists  that 
closed  over  it  leaden  and  sombre,  and  a 
cold,  stormy  wind  moaned  fitfully  through 
the  trees. 

"  You  should  not  waste  your  life  in 
dreams  of  what  might  have  been,"  she 
added,  gravely. 

"  My  life  is  not  that  of  a  dreamer,"  he 
answered.  "  It  has  been  full  of  action  for 
many  a  year,  and  will  still  be  so  while  it 
endures.  I  fulfil  all  the  duties  of  a  citizen, 
save  one.  I  repeat,  I  shall  never  marry. 
But  the  night  is  coming  on,  and  you  are 
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unattended.  I  will  not  offer  you  my 
escort — it  would  not  be  seemly  ;  and  I 
know  you  to  be  safe  within  your  own 
domains.  The  air,  too,  is  cold.  Farewell. 
We  may  never  meet  again." 

''  I  trust  we  may,  and  that  I  may  yet 
find  you  happy  in  the  affection  you  so  well 
merit." 

"  Happiness  is  given  to  few,  but  all  men 
may  find  contentment,"  he  answered. 

Once  more  she  proffered  him  her  hand ; 
once  more  he  gently  touched  it ;  and  then, 
with  a  sad  heart,  she  turned  her  steps 
homewards. 

•  She  cast  one  glance  behind ;  he  was 
standing  just  as  she  had  left  him,  following 
her  with  his  eyes ;  but  on  the  instant  he 
turned  upon  his  heel,  and  in  the  next  was 
lost  in  the  grey  fog  that  was  creeping  up 
from  the  earth. 

A  few  days  afterwards  Wentworth  ar- 
rived, ill  and  jaded  by  fatigue. 
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One  day  he  gave  up  to  rest ;  on  the 
next  was  to  commence  his  self-imposed 
task.  That  day  was  to  be  a  renewal,  for  a 
few  brief  hours,  of  that  old  tranquil  life 
tha.t  seemed  so  far  back  in  the  past  that  it 
might  have  belonged  to  a  previous  state  of 
existence,  and  so  sweet,  because  it  could 
never  be  again,  that  it  might  have  been  a 
memory  of  heaven. 

For  an  hour  or  two  he  indulged  in  his 
favourite  sport  of  hawking  ;  and  after  that 
he  and  Ethel  wandered  about  the  woods, 
revisiting  all  the  old  haunts,  calling  up  all 
the  old  reminiscences  so  full  of  the  tender 
melancholy  of  Time.  How  lovingly  they 
lingered  among  them  ! — what  long,  wistful 
glances  they  cast  behind,  as  though  their 
eyes  might  never  again  rest  upon  them  ! 
It  was  a  miserable  spring ;  day  after  day 
the  same  leaden  sky  or  cold  drizzling  rain. 
Perhaps  it  was  this  which  cast  such  an 
ominous  dejection   over   both,  or  perhaps 
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it  was  the  long  dark  shadows  of  the  coming 
end. 

"0  my  dear  lord,"  she  said,  "when 
this  work  is  done,  why  not  resign  your 
great  employments,  and  let  us  go  back  to 
our  old  tranquil  hfe  ;  you  have  not  strength, 
nor  has  any  man,  to  sustain  such  terrible 
burdens. " 

*'  It  is  too  late  now  for  such  thoughts," 
he  answered,  sadly  ;  "a  man  can  no  more 
cast  off  the  destiny  he  has  once  chosen  than 
he  can  recall  yesterday.  I  have  set  my 
hand  to  the  plough — God  Almighty  direct 
it  in  that  way  which  may  be  most  for  His 
service  and  the  King's." 

They  visited  the  old  grey  church,  and 
prayed  over  the  tomb  of  her  they  had  both 
loved  so  well.  It  was  there  they  hngered 
longest,  it  was  there  the  foreboding  feU 
heaviest,  and  the  sad  inner  voice  pronounced 
the  "  Nevermore"  loudest. 

She    told    him    of    her    meeting    with 
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Launcelot  Franklin,  and  all  that  passed 
between  them  word  for  word,  as  she 
could  remember.  He  listened  silently  and 
attentively. 

'*  How  strangely  things  happen  in  this 
world  !"  he  said  presently.  "  Destiny  plays 
strange  tricks  with  us  at  times.  You 
would  never  guess  how  strangely  that 
young  man  is  associated  with  your  own 
history.  After  supper  I  will  relate  to 
you  a  story  I  might  have  told  you  years 
ago." 

"  Indeed  !"  she  said,  looking  wonderingly 
at  him. 

He  made  no  answer,  but  fell  into  a  deep 
reverie.  And  so  in  the  gloaming  of  the 
dull  evening  they  took  their  way  silently 
homewards. 

Never  since  their  marriage  had  he  and 
Ethel  been  so  entirely  alone  together,  ex- 
cept in  the  privacy  of  their  chamber.  Oh, 
if  this  could  but  last  !  was  the  thought  of 
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both  ;  but  to-morrow  must  come,  and  with 
it  separation,  turmoil,  and  care. 

Only  themselves  and  Mistress  Elizabeth 
sat  down  to  the  supper-table.  Precise  in 
all  her  habits,  at  a  little  before  ten  the 
former  rose,  and  with  an  affectionate  good 
night  retired  to  her  chamber. 

Now  they  were  alone. 

Wentworth  drew  his  chair  closer  to  the 
logs  that  blazed  upon  the  hearth,  and  Ethel 
sat  herself  upon  a  low  stool  at  his  feet,  her 
head  resting  upon  his  knees,  her  favourite 
position,  and  silently  waited  for  him  to 
begin  the  story  he  had  promised — she  had 
thought  of  nothing  else  since  he  had  men- 
tioned it. 

For  a  time  he  lay  back  in  his  chair, 
thoughtfully  watching  the  glowing  embers 
drop  from  the  great  logs  and  cool  into 
white  ashes.  All  was  intensely  silent 
within  the  house.  But  without  there  was 
the  sough  of  the  trees  and  the  fitful  patter 
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of  rain  as  the  wind  drove  it  in  gusts  against 
the  windows. 

The  tolling  of  the  great  clock  aroused 
him. 

"You  have  never  since  our  marriage," 
he  said,  "  put  to  me  a  single  question 
touching  your  parentage,  although  before 
you  seemed  most  anxious  upon  the  sub- 
ject." 

"  I  thought  you  would  tell  me  all  in  your 
own  good  time,"  she  answered  ;  "  and  what 
was  it  to  me  after  I  had  become  your 
wife?" 

He  lovingly  stroked  her  head  in  his  old 
way,  and  went  on  :  "  Had  the  subject  been 
a  pleasant  one  I  should  not  have  waited  for 
questioning.  But  it  must  be  told  one  day  ; 
this  meeting  with  Launcelot  Franklin  has 
revived  it  in  my  mind,  and  it  may  be  a 
long  time  before  I  shall  again  find  an  op- 
portunity so  favourable  as  this." 

"  Briefly  then,"  he  began,   "  your  father 
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was  Sir  Godfrey  Rhodes  ;  your  mother  the 
daughter  of  a  Mr.  Wy  ndham,  a  gentleman  of 
good  family,  but  poor.  Sir  Godfrey  was 
left,  at  twenty,  the  heir  to  a  fine  estate  ;  he 
fell  in  love  with  Alice  Wyndham ;  her 
father,  regarding  such  a  marriage  as  in  every 
way  advantageous,  advanced  it  with  all  his 
influence,  forcing  her  to  put  aside  the  man 
she  loved,  one  Kichard  Craston,  a  poor  and 
somewhat  vdld  young  man,  who  was  depen- 
dent upon  an  uncle's  bounty.  Well,  she 
became  Sir  Godfrey's  wife ;  they  were  an  ill- 
matched  pair.  He  was  a  jealous,  violent- 
tempered  man ;  she  a  vain,  passionate  woman, 
with  her  heart  given  bo  another.  Their  life 
was  an  unhappy  one.  One  day  he  made 
the  acquaintance  of  Kichard  Craston,  and 
brought  him  home  with  him  ;  he  had  never 
heard  of  his  having  been  his  wife  s  lover ; 
that  fact  had  been  carefully  concealed  by 
the  father ;  and  she,  knowing  his  jealous 
disposition,  dared  not  acquaint  him  with  it 
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now.  So  the  two  met  as  strangers.  I  will 
not  dwell  upon  this  part  of  a  sad  story. 
Of  the  three,  your  mother  s  blame  was, 
perhaps,  the  smallest.  Craston  was  a  vil- 
lain ;  she  still  loved  him ;  her  life  was 
miserable  ;  he  induced  her  to  fly  with  him. 
But  Nemesis  saved  her  honour  spite  of 
herself  The  plague  was  raging  at  the 
time,  and  on  the  very  day  of  her  flight,  in 
the  midst  of  her  journey,  she  was  seized. 
No  house  would  shelter  her,  and  she  died 
on  the  roadside.  This  awful  judgment 
so  aflected  Craston  that  from  that  hour  he 
became  a  changed  man  ;  a  year  or  two 
afterwards  he  married  a  Puritan  lady,  and 
became  himself  one  of  the  most  rigid  of  the 
sect.  His  uncle,  dying  about  the  same 
time,  bequeathed  him  a  good  estate,  to 
which  was  entailed  the  condition  that  he 
should  take  the  family  name — FranUin. 
So  Eichard  Craston  became  Sir  Eichard 
Franklin." 
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"  Launcelot's  father  1"  exclaimed  Ethel. 

"  Yes.  I  had  forgot  to  tell  you  that 
when  he  first  loved  your  mother  he  was  a 
widower  with  one  child,  a  son  who  was 
christened  Launcelot." 

"  And  my  father,  what  became  of  him  ?" 
asked  Ethel. 

*'  He  entered  some  foreign  army,  leaving 
you  to  my  adoption,  after  first  exacting 
from  me  an  oath  that  I  would  never 
acquaint  you  or  any  person  with  your 
parentage.  From  that  vow  he  released  me 
seven  years  ago." 

"  Then  he  is  still  living  r 

"  From  that  time  1  have  never  seen  him, 
or  heard  any  news  of  him." 

He  had  suppressed  all  but  the  barest 
outlines  of  the  sad  story,  for  little  as  was 
the  emotion  that  showed  upon  her  pale 
face  he  could  perceive  that  it  had  greatly 
troubled  her.  He  told  her  nothing  of  those 
doubts  which  had  prompted  her  father  to 
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disown  her,  nor  how  after  that  last  inter- 
view with  him  he  had  himself  visited  Sir 
Richard  and  wrung  from  him  the  true 
story  of  the  flight,  with  a  solemn  assurance, 
not  to  be  doubted,  of  Lady  E-hodes's  purity. 
Herein,  he  also  learned,  lay  the  key  of 
Blatherwick's  influence  ;  the  minister  had 
in  some  way  discovered  this  and  several 
other  shameful  secrets  of  Sir  Eichard's  Hfe, 
and  held  them  as  a  terror  over  him  to 
serve  his  own  ends.  Lady  Frankhn  hated 
Launcelot  with  all  the  virulence  of  the 
pious,  not  having  any  children  of  her  own. 
Ezekiel  hated  him  equally,  because  he 
could  feel  the  young  man's  clear  intellect 
penetrated  his  foul  hypocrisy.  Although 
he  never  revealed  her  husband's  secret,  he 
made  common  cause  with  her  to  keep 
Launcelot  away  from  his  home. 

It  may  be  remembered  by  the  reader, 
th^tt  on  the  occasion  of  Sir  Richard's  first 
and  only  visit  to  Woodhouse,  when  his  son 
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lay  wounded  there,  he  had  encountered 
Ethel  in  the  hall.  Her  extraordinary  re- 
semblance to  the  unfortunate  Lady  Rhodes 
had  greatly  struck  him.  He  afterwards 
made  secret  inquiries,  discovered  that  a 
mystery  hung  over  her  birth,  that  her  age 
was  about  the  same  as  that  of  the  infant 
daughter  who  had  so  strangely  disappeared, 
and  remembered  that  Went  worth  and  Sir 
Godfrey  were  great  friends.  These  cir- 
cumstances proved  nothing ;  but  the  barest 
suspicion  of  such  a  possibility  as  the  like- 
ness suggested  was  sufficient  to  make  him 
regard  Launcelot's  love  with  horror.  Thus 
it  was  he  banished  him  from  his  home, 
and  played  his  wife's  game  without  in- 
tending it. 

After  Lady  Franklin  s  death,  unable  to 
longer  endure  the  worse  than  priestly 
tyranny  of  Blatherwick,  he  rid  himself  of 
the  incubus  by  the  present  of  a  large  sum 
of   money,  that  together  with  what  he  had 
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made  during  the  years  he  was  keeper  of 
the  Frankhns'  consciences  made  up  a  goodly 
fortune,  with  which  this  shining  light  of 
the  Gospel  moved  to  London.  Sir  Richard 
was  in  extremis  when  his  son,  whom  he  had 
sent  for  from  Germany,  arrived,  and  was 
past,  even  if  he  had  so  desired,  making  any 
revelation.  He  left  no  document  behind 
which  could  tell  the  story,  and  so 
Launcelot  remained  in  ignorance  of  the 
fatal  Hnk  which  connected  Ethel's  family 
with  his. 

"And  my  father  was  living  seven 
years  ago,  and  never  desired  to  see 
me,"  said  Ethel  thoughtfully,  after  a 
long  silence;  "how  he  must  have  hated 
me !" 

"  He  could  not  endure  the  sight  of 
a  child  who  so  reminded  him "  of  the 
mother " 

"  Then  I  am  like  her  ?  Ah,  that  will 
account  for  his  dislike.     My  poor  father. 
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what  he  must  have  suffered !  I  hope  I  may 
see  him  before  he  dies." 

Wentworth  made  no  reply. 

"Come,  dearest,  it  is  grovring  late," 
he  said  presently ;  "  and  I  fear  me  I 
have  given  you  but  a  poor  preparative  for 
slumber." 

She  did  not  hear  him ;  she  was  gazing 
into  the  dying  embers  of  the  fire,  and  he 
could  see  the  tears  trickling  down  her 
cheeks.  He  rose,  and  leaning  against  the 
great  carved  mantelpiece  watched  her  for 
some  minutes. 

Most  dolefully  the  wind  moaned  without, 
rising  at  times  to  a  fierce  blast  and  then 
sinking  into  pitiful  wails. 

Still  she  remained  in  the  same  attitude, 
lost  in  thought. 

"  Come,  darhng,"  he  said,  touching  her 
upon  the  shoulder. 

Then  she  rose,  and  with  deep  sobs  cast 
herself  upon  his  bosom. 
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"  You  must  not  give  way,  sweetheart  T* 
he  said,  soothingly.  "  I  wish  I  had  not 
told  thee  that  sad  story  now  ;  it  was  the 
fear  of  distressing  you  that  has  so  long 
kept  my  lips  closed." 

*'  It  is  not  wholly  that,"  she  answered. 
"Before  you  even  spoke  of  it  there  has 
been  all  day  such  a  heavy  weight  at  my 
heart ;  this  day,  too,  that  should  have  been 
all  happiness.  Every  spot  we  have  visited 
the  question  would  come — Shall  we  ever 
again  look  upon  this  together  ?  and 
awfully  distinct  has  always  followed  the 
answer.  Nevermore!  I  can  hear  it  now 
in  the  wind  as  it  is  eddying  round  the 
house,"  she  cried,  clinging  yet  closer  to 
him. 

He  could  not  repress  a  shudder,  for 
the  same  strange  forebodings  had  "weighed 
down  his  own  heart,  and  his  imagination 
had  given  the  same  voice  to  the  moaning 
blast. 
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Yet  lie  tried  hard  to  dispel  such  gloomy 
fancies  from  her  mind,  but  with  Httle 
success. 

All  night  long  he  lay  awake  listening  to 
the  weird  melancholy  sound  of  the  wind, 
which  seemed  filled  with  mournful  voices, 
as  though  the  spirits  of  the  dead  Went- 
worths  were  chanting  the  funeral  dirge  of 
the  living. 


^r^ 


CHAPTER  V. 

EARL    OF    STRAFFORD. 

Went  WORTH  had  not  overrated  his  influ- 
ence in  the  North.  His  indomitable  energy, 
his  passionate  pleading,  and,  above  all,  that 
intense  faith  in  the  justice  of  his  cause 
and  in  his  own  power,  infected  nearly  all 
with  whom  he  came  in  contact,  and  every- 
where procured  him  success. 

"  I  have,"  he  wrote  to  Charles,  ''  so  effec- 
tually, both  in  public  and  private,  recom- 
mended the  justice  and  necessity  of  the 
shipping  business,  and  so  clearly  shown  it 
to  be  not  only  for  the  honour  of  the  king- 
dom in  general,  but  for  every  man's  espe- 
cial safety,  that  I  am  now  confident  the 
assessment  this  next  year  will  be  cheerfully 


CHAP,  v.]  EARL  OP  STRAFFORD.  75 

and  universally  answered  within  this  juris- 
tion." 

The  news  of  this  marvellous  success 
struck  consternation  into  the  ranks  of  his 
enemies. 

"  Charles,"  they  said,  "  cannot  refuse  him 
anything  after  this.'' 

Pym  alone  never  doubted  or  faltered. 

"It  is  but  a  little  delay,  at  the  worst," 
he  would  answer  contemptuously;  "let 
Charles  make  him  earl,  marquis,  or  duke, 
the  fall  will  be  the  greater  when  it  comes, 
as  come  it  will." 

His  foes  were  right;  it  was  impossible 
for  Charles  to  any  longer  evade  the  poor 
favour  of  a  title,  so  frequently  bestowed 
upon  men  of  no  deserving,  to  one  who  had 
worked  such  miracles  in  his  cause.  Thus 
upon  liis  return  to  London  the  King  de- 
clared his  intention  of  conferring  upon  him 
the  distinction  of  an  earldom,  and  left  to 
him  the  choice  of  the  title  by  which  he 
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should  be  distinguished.  The  pleasure, 
however,  Went  worth  received  from  this 
boon  was  dashed  with  mortification  at  hear- 
ing that,  although  his  intercession  had 
delayed  the  event  several  weeks,  Sir  Ed- 
ward Coke  had  been  dismissed  from  ofiice 
and  his  secretaryship  bestowed  upon  Sir 
Harry  Vane. 

"  Her  Majesty  had  set  her  heart  upon 
it,"  said  Charles,  "and,  believe  me,  Coke 
well  merited  his  disgrace." 

Wentworth  made  no  reply,  but  these 
rebuffs  made  him  feel  how  inimical  was  the 
Queen  to  his  interests,  and  how  slight  and 
easily  diverted  after  all  was  the  hold  he 
had  upon  his  royal  master. 

But  his  haughty  spirit  would  not  tamely 
endure  the  triumph  of  so  contemptible  a 
foe,  as  he  esteemed  Sir  Harry  Yane,  and 
he  determined  to  destroy  his  triumph  by  a 
blow  he  could  not  possibly  anticipate.  So 
that  in  addition  to  the  title  of  Strafford, 
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which  was  the  name  of  the  hundred  in 
which  his  estates  were  situated,  he  requested 
that  the  patent  should  also  entitle  him 
Baron  of  Kaby,  which  was  a  house  belong- 
ing to  Vane. 

The  King,  unaware  of  this  last  fact, 
ordered  the  patent  to  be  so  worded.  Upon 
discovering  the  complication  thus  created 
he  soHcited  Wentworth  to  resign  the 
second  title ;  but  upon  this  point  he  was 
inexorable,  for  where  the  humiliation  of  an 
enemy  was  concerned  no  consideration 
could  turn  him. 

"  If  it  be  your  Majesty's  will  to  take 
back  the  honour  you  have  bestowed  upon 
me  I  shall  not  utter  one  murmur,"  he  said, 
"  but  earl  and  baron  must  stand  or  fall 
together.*' 

"  If  such  be  your  decision,"  answered 
Charles  in  his  most  chilling  tone,  "  I  can 
urge  you  no  farther,  as  what  is  once  given 
cannot  be  taken  back ;  but  you  will  bring 
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down  upon  yourself  much  enmity  and 
rouse  much-  ill  blood  by  such  an  ill-advised 
resolution. " 

"  While  I  enjoy  your  Majesty's  favour  I 
have  no  fear,"  replied  the  Earl. 

The  Queen,  worked  upon  by  Lady  Car- 
lisle, Hamilton,  and  Yane,  was  furious  when 
she  heard  of  this  insult  upon  the  man  she 
had  favoured ;  it  was  not  that  she  had  so 
great  a  liking  for  Vane,  but  her  pride  was 
stung  by  this  opposition  to  her  wishes, 
and  by  the  thought  that  the  King  should 
prefer  any  counsel  to  hers. 

"  The  insolence  of  this  man  is  unbear- 
able," she  said  ;  "  like  Buckingham,  he  neg- 
lects no  opportunity  of  showing  how  much 
he  scorns  me.  You  are  bat  a  puppet  King 
that  moves  only  by  his  will  ;  you  may  wear 
the  crown,  but  he  wields  the  sceptre." 

"But  it  is  in  my  service,  sweetheart," 
replied  the  King,  soothingly;  ''where  have 


CHAP   T.]  EARL  OF   STRAFFORD.  79 

I  a  friend  so  devoted,  a  subject  so  tried,  a 
genius  so  great  as  he  ?" 

"  You  could  find  many  such  did  you  not 
overshadow  all  by  the  power  of  this  man," 
she  answered,  impatiently. 

And  so  she  leagued  herself  more  closely 
than  ever  with  the  enemies  of  the  Earl  to 
work  his  destruction — and  her  own. 

Spite  of  all  Strafford  had  accomplished, 
the  King's  resources  both  in  money  and 
men  were  insufficient  to  carry  on  the  war 
successfully  against  the  compact  force  which 
the  Scotch  had  got  together,  all  animated 
by  the  demon  of  fanaticism.  Having  done 
all  that  could  be  done  in  England,  Strafford 
resolved  to  return  to  Ireland  to  levy  rein- 
forcements and  subsidies.  And  thither,  by 
his  Majesty's  permission,  he  went  back 
early  in  1640. 

"And  so  ends  all  our  great  schemes/' 
said  Lady  Carlisle  bitterly,  upon  hearing  of 
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his  departure,  "  and  he  has  triumphed  over 
us  at  all  points.  He  has  won  the  title  he 
coveted,  all  his  plans  have  prospered, 
and  he  is  more  dominant  than  ever  over 

the  King's  mind " 

"And  he  has  increased  the  number  of 
his  enemies  and  advanced  many  paces 
nearer  the  block,"  interrupted  Pym, 
calmly. 

''  The  tree  is  not  sown  out  of  which 
Went  worth's  block  is  to  be  made,"  rephed 
the  lady,  sarcastically. 

"  It  is  grown  and  felled,  and  the 
axe  is  sharpened,"  answered  Pym. 
"Ere  another  month  the  King  will  be 
obliged  to  have  recourse  to  a  Par- 
liament ;  that  will  be  the  beginning  of 
the  end." 

Again  were  his  words  prophetic.  Scarcely 
had  Strafford  turned  his  back  upon  White- 
hall ere  the  other  ministers  began  to  urge 
upon  the  King  the  necessity  and  advisa- 
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bility  of  summoning  a  Parliament ;  they 
represented  that  by  manifesting  to  the 
Commons  a  spirit  of  conciliation,  and,  above 
all,  by  offering  at  once  and  for  ever  to 
annul  the  odious  impost  of  ship-money,  he 
would  find  them  amenable  to  all  just 
demands. 

And  so  a  Parliament  was  summoned,  and 
met  on  the  3rd  of  April.  Pym  demanded 
an  inquiry  into  all  the  grievances  of  the 
last  eleven  years — that  is  to  say,  of  the 
whole  time  since  the  Commons  last  sat,  be- 
fore any  supply  should  be  granted.  The 
prevailing  tone  of  the  House,  however,  was 
just  and  moderate. 

At  the  end  of  a  month  of  dehberations, 
which  effected  nothing,  Hyde  proposed  a 
vote  should  be  taken  upon  the  advisability 
of  granting  the  King  a  supply,  although 
not  in  the  manner  or  in  the  proportion  he 
desired. 

Amidst    much   clamour   and    opposition 
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there  seemed  to  be  a  chance  of  this 
resolution  being  carried,  when  Sir  Harry 
Yane  destroyed  all  by  rising  to  assert  that 
if  the  supply  were  not  in  the  proportion 
and  manner  proposed  in  his  Majesty's  mes- 
sage it  would  not  be  accepted  by  him,  and 
ended  by  desiring  that  the  question  might 
be  laid  aside. 

After  which  he  and  Herbert,  the  Solicitor- 
General,  who  had  seconded  his  assertion, 
hastened  to  the  King,  gave  him  a  highly 
exaggerated  account  of  the  proceedings, 
suppressing  all  mention  of  the  compromise 
offered,  and  setting  forth  that  it  was  the 
intention  of  the  House  to  deprive  him  of 
all  revenue. 

This  report  so  exasperated  Charles  that 
the  next  morning  he  crowned  his  fatal 
blunders  by  a  dissolution. 

The  conduct  of  Vane  throughout  the 
affair  was  that  of  dehberate  treachery  ;  he 
had  no  authority  for  the  declaration  he  had 
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made ;  and  his  subsequent  conduct  in  the 
Long  Parliament  places  this  view  beyond 
all  doubt. 

Charles,  when  the  true  story  was  reported 
to  him,  was  greatly  troubled  ;  he  declared 
he  would  have  gladly  accepted  any  supply, 
as  it  would  have  been  an  assurance  that 
his  subjects  were  disposed  to  assist  him; 
he  even  thought  of  resummoning  the 
members  by  proclamation,  but  such  a 
course  was  found  to  be  impossible.  The 
treachery  of  Vane  lost  him  the  last 
chance  of  reconcilement  with  his  sub- 
jects. 

The  violent  faction  rejoiced. 

"  Nothing  could  have  better  fallen 
out,"  said  Pym  ;  "  this  Parliament  would 
never  have  done  what  was  necessaiy 
to  be  done.  The  next  will  be  of  another 
calibre." 

In  less  than  three  weeks,  however,  the 
King  had    raised    above    three    hundred 
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thousand  by  voluntary  loans,  and  with 
this  supply  began  to  carry  on  the 
war  against  the  Scots  with  some  show  of 
vigour. 


CHAPTER    VI. 

IN  THE   CAMP. 

His  work  in  England  accomplished, 
Strafford,  as  we  must  now  call  him, 
hurried  back  to  Ireland.  Within  a  fort- 
night he  had  raised  a  considerable  subsidy 
and  eight  thousand  troops.  This  done, 
he  again  set  sail  for  England. 

At  Chester  he  was  seized  with  a  severe 
illness ;  but  after  a  short  delay,  although 
still  weak  and  suffering,  he  made  his  way 
by  slow  stages  to  London. 

The  King,  shocked  at  his  condition, 
would  fain  have  persuaded  him  to  take  a 
period  of  rest ;  but  of  this  he  would  not 
hear,  and  insisted  upon  immediately  joining 
the  army  of  the  NortL 

"To  be  idle  and  know  your  Majesty  was 
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being  served  by  lukewarm  servants,"  be 
said,  "  would  be  more  pain  to  me  tban  all 
I  can  possibly  endure  in  active  service.'* 

"  Tbe  illness  of  my  Lord  of  Northumber- 
land, whom,  as  you  are  aware,  I  had  ap- 
pointed General  of  the  Forces,  will  enable 
me  to  bestow  that  post  upon  you,"  said  the 
King. 

"  By  your  Majesty's  leave  I  should  prefer 
to  be  named  simply  Lieutenant-General 
under  the  Earl,  into  whose  hands  I  will 
deliver  the  supreme  command  upon  his  re- 
covery.'' 

"  My  faithful  friend,  ever  ready  to  sacri- 
fice everything  to  my  interests,"  answered 
the  King,  feelingly ;  ''  upon  you  alone  can  I 
rest  in  perfect  trust ;  all  others  seem 
wavering  and  doubtful ;  those  whom  I  have 
loaden  with  favours,  and  to  whom '  I  have 
been  all-confiding,  fall  from  me  and  join 
with  my  enemies ;  wherever  I  turn  I  en- 
counter   falsehood,    treachery,    and    hate. 
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What  will  be  the  end !  what  will  be  the 
end !" 

"  The  overthrow  of  aU  your  Majesty's 
enemies,  I  trust/'  answered  Strafford ;  but 
he  could  not  command  his  voice  to  any 
cheerful  ring,  for  doubt  and  despair  were  in 
his  heart. 

In  the  Earl  of  Northumberland's  absence. 
Lord  Conway,  the  General  of  Horse,  was 
Commander-in-Chief  It  was  a  choice 
which  was  generally  approved,  as  Conway 
had  always  been  esteemed  an  excellent 
soldier,  and  had  by  his  easy  pleasant  dis- 
position steered  clear  of  all  enmity. 

But  never  was  approbation  more  falsi- 
fied. 

Upon  arriving  within  a  short  distance  of 
Durham,  where  the  army  was  then  sta- 
tioned, Strafford  heard  the  disastrous  news 
that  the  General  of  Horse  had  suffered 
himself  to  be  defeated  by  the  Scots  at 
Newburn  almost  without  striking  a  blow, 
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and  that  the  enemy  had  entered  New- 
castle. 

With  about  a  hundred  soldiers,  leaving 
the  rest  to  follow  under  his  second  in  com- 
mand with  the  best  speed  they  were  able, 
the  Earl  pressed  forward,  and  at  nightfall 
arrived  at  Conway's  camp  almost  unat- 
tended, having  outstripped  all  his  atten- 
dants save  two. 

His  name  was  sufficient  password  to  the 
sentries ;  as  he  galloped  through  the  lines 
his  quick  eye  detected  everywhere  laxity 
and  demoralisation ;  the  guard  was  care- 
lessly kept ;  drunken  soldiers  staggered 
across  his  path ;  oaths,  bacchanalian  songs, 
and  the  rattling  of  dice  sounded  on  all 
sides.  As  he  approached  the  General's 
tent  he  heard  bursts  of  laughter  and  the 
clink  of  glasses.  The  sentry  placed  without 
challenged  him. 

*'  Your  general,  the  Earl  of  Strafford," 
he  answered,  leaping  from  his  horsed     He 
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dashed  aside  the  soldier's  carbine  ere  he 
had  time  to  recover,  and  tearing  aside  the 
drapery  that  overhung  the  entrance  of  the 
tent,  presented  himself  before  the  startled 
revellers. 

There  was  a  table  covered  with  wine- 
bottles,  jugs,  goblets,  glasses,  and  pools  of 
liquor  which  had  been  spilled  and  was 
trickling  upon  the  ground ;  at  the  head, 
with  his  arm  around  a  loosely-dressed  bold- 
featured  woman,  sat  a  red- faced  sensual- 
looking  man,  who  was  my  Lord  Conway  ; 
and  about  him  were  grouped  some  seven  or 
eight  officers  flushed  with  drink,  their 
dresses  in  disorder ;  and  two  other  women 
of  a  similar  type  to  the  first,  one  of  whom 
was  hugging  the  man  sitting  next  to  her, 
while  the  second,  glass  in  hand,  was  just 
commencing  a  song,  when  this  apparition 
burst  upon  the  scene. 

The  deep  voice  of  the  Earl,  loud  with 
passion,  had  risen  above  the  clatter  within, 
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and  that  terrible  name  had  reached  Con- 
way's ear  as  soon  as  the  guard's.  The 
rubicund  tint  of  his  face  turned  to  ashy- 
pallor  ;  stupefied  amazement,  shame,  and 
terror  fell  upon  the  countenances  of  his 
companions ;  the  singer  stopped,  with  her 
glass  midway  between  her  mouth  and  the 
table,  and  her  companions  were  too  startled 
even  to  change  their  attitude  until  their 
admirers  thrust  them  roughly  aside. 

The  gaunt  form  worn  by  sickness,  clothed 
in  half  armour  and  black ;  the  dark  fierce 
face,  framed  by  the  jet-black  dishevelled 
hair  ;  the  hollow  cheeks  flushed  with  rage, 
and  the  dark  glittering  eyes  that  seemed 
to  emit  sparks  of  fire  from  beneath  their 
cavernous  pent-houses,  invested  him  with 
something  of  supernatural  terror,  and  those 
who  did  not  know  his  person,  especially 
the  women,  were  inclined  to  believe  that 
the  arch-fiend  himself  had  broken  in  upon 
their  revel. 
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For  a  moment  there  was  profound, 
motionless  silence,  which  was  broken  by 
the  Earl's  voice,  but  in  that  instant  its 
tones  had  changed  from  passion  to  irony. 

"I  congratulate  you,  my  Lord  Conway," 
he  said,  doffing  his  hat,  "  upon  your  great 
victory,  and  upon  your  knowing  so  well 
how  to  celebrate  it ;  everywhere  I  hear  the 
sounds  of  rejoicing ;  after  hard  fighting  we 
must  allow  the  soldier  a  little  laxity ;  love 
and  wine  are  the  meed  of  the  victors.  But 
where  are  the  laurels  to  crown  their  heads  ? 
What,  are  there  no  garlands  for  these 
mighty  conquerors  ?" 

All  remained  dumb,  tongue-tied  with 
shame  and  confusion.  The  women,  not 
understanding  what  it  meant,  but  full  of 
trembling,  slunk  away  into  the  darkest 
corner  of  the  tent,  and  watched  and  listened 
with  open  mouths  and  wide  staring  eyes. 

"  Why  are  you  all,  who  but  a  second  ago 
were    so   loud   and    gleeful,    suddenly   so 
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silent  ?"  lie  resumed  in  the  same  mocking 
voice ;  "  why  do  those  virgins,  who  were 
doubtless  about  to  celebrate  in  classic 
hymns  the  brave  deeds  of  their  warriors, 
creep  away  so  timidly  ?  Come,  let  me  hear 
this  song  of  victory,  let  me  rejoice  with 
you  over  the  rout  of  our  foes  !" 

''I  do  not  understand  you,  my  lord," 
said  Conway,  stammering  and  vainly  en- 
deavouring to  recover  his  presence  of  mind 
beneath  this  scathing  sarcasm,  which  was 
far  more  terrible  than  the  fiercest  invectives. 

"  My  meaning  is  plain  enough  ;  you  have 
won  a  great  victory,  and  are  celebrating  it 
soldier-fashion.     Is  it  not  so  ?" 

"  You  are  mocking  us,"  answered  Con- 
way, assuming  an  indignant  tone. 

"  Indeed !  Now  it  is  my  turn  not  to 
understand." 

"  You  must  be  aware,  my  lord,  that  we 
have  received  a — a  check  from  the  enemy's 
forces,  but " 
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"  A  check  do  you  call  it !"  cried  the 
Eari,  all  the  torrent  of  his  fury  bursting 
forth  at  last.  ''Why,  you  were  beaten 
like  mangy  hounds;  fled  from  your  foes 
like  dogs  before  a  whip." 

"  My  lord,  remember  to  whom  you  are 
speaking,"  cried  Conway,  laying  his  hand 
upon  his  sword. 

The  others,  with  angry  exclamations,  rose 
to  their  feet  and  followed  his  example. 

"  Oh,  you  are  wondrous  brave,  are  you 
not,  now  you  are  eight  to  one  ?  You  add 
mutiny  to  your  other  virtues,  and  dare  to 
threaten  your  commander.  Take  your  hands 
off  your  swords,  or  I  will  have  you  shot 
where  you  stand." 

Involuntarily  every  hand  fell  to  its 
owner  s  side,  for  the  command  carried  in 
that  tone  was  resistless. 

"  And  it  is  thus,"  he  went  on,  "  you 
mourn  over  your  shame,  in  drunkenness 
and   libidinousness,    when   you   should  be 
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bowed  down  and  grovelling  upon  the  earth 
in  mortification.  And  these  are  the  men 
to  whom  the  King's  safety  is  entrusted, 
the  descendants  of  the  soldiers  who  fought 
at  Agincourt  and  Flodden,  and  destroyed 
the  power  of  Spain.  Would  to  God  I  had 
died  ere  I  had  known  the  proud  name  of 
England  so  defiled !" 

There  was  a  noble  anguish  in  those 
last  utterances  which  penetrated  even  the 
wounded  pride  of  the  listeners,  and  brought 
their  degradation  more  keenly  home  to  them 
than  they  had  yet  felt  it. 

"To-morrow,  sirs,  you  must  render  me 
up  a  strict  account  of  all  you  have  done 
and  left  undone.  One  of  you  show  me  to 
my  quarters.  And  1  would  advise  you  to 
prepare  yourselves  for  the  morning  by 
throwing  away  your  wine  and  dismissing 
your  Phrynes." 

When  he  had  departed,  the  officers  re- 
garded  each  other  for  several   seconds  in 
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silent  mortification.  Then  Conway  sprang 
up,  swept  the  table  with  his  arm  of 
every  bottle  and  cup,  and  turning  to  the 
wretched  women  who  were  still  cowering 
in  the  corner,  drove  them  out  with  blows 
and  curses.     His  rage  was  furious. 

"  Though  he  should  take  my  life  for  dis- 
obedience, I  will^  never  serve  under  the 
command  of  this  insolent  tyrant,"  he 
cried. 

And  all  there  solemnly  pledged  them- 
selves to  stand  by  him  and  obey  no  orders 
but  his. 

That  the  cowardice  and  treachery  of  this 
army  well  deserved  all  the  opprobrium  that 
Strafford  had  heaped  upon  its  officers  is 
indisputable  ;  but  this  ebuUition  of  passion 
was  impolitic,  more  especially  before  he 
had  investigated  the  case,  learned  upon 
whom  the  blame  should  fall,  and  singled  out 
those,  of  which  there  were  several,  who 
had  striven  to  perform  their  duty. 
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The  consequences  of  his  rashness  were 
soon  apparent.  That  very  night,  while 
overcome  by  fatigue  and  sickness  he  was 
lying  in  deep  slumber,  Conway  and  his 
associates  went  round  the  tents  of  the 
soldiers  and  inflamed  their  minds  by  re- 
peating, with  many  additions,  the  epithets 
which  the  new  commander  had  applied  to 
their  defeat,  and  they  also  swore  to  obey 
no  orders  but  those  of  my  Lord  Conway. 

'  When  the  next  morning  the  Earl  sum- 
moned a  council  in  his  tent,  in  order  to 
investigate  into  the  causes  of  the  late 
defeat,  few  attended,  and  those  who  came 
evinced  a  surly  and  mutinous  spirit ;  the 
aspect  of  the  common  soldiers  was  equally, 
if  not  more,  threatening. 

''  The  causes  of  your  defeat  are  beyond 
all  comprehension,"  he  said;  "you expected 
the  attack,  you  were  drawn  up  ready  to 
receive  it,  the  enemy  were  obliged  to  ford 
a  deep    river  and   march   up  a  steep   hill 
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before  they  could  reach  your  lines  ;  you 
could  have  decimated  them  ere  they 
came  within  thrust  of  your  pikes,  instead 
of  which,  that  I  should  ever  live  to  say  so 
of  Englishmen,  you  fled  before  these 
scurvy  Scotch  traitors." 

"  Our  consciences  made  us  cowards,"  re- 
plied one,  boldly ;  *'  had  it  been  in  a 
righteous  cause,  we  should  not  have  been 
found  wanting." 

"  We  could  not  raise  our  hand  against 
men  who  were  fighting  for  their  con- 
sciences," answered  a  second,  "  and  against 
those  tyrant  priests  and  ministers,  who 
would  destroy  all  liberty." 

"  Obedience  and  courage  are-  the  only 
virtues  that  can  be  granted  to  a  soldier," 
answered  Strafibrd,  sternly ;  "he  has 
nought  to  do  with  the  righteousness  or 
unrighteousness  of  causes ;  it  is  for  him  to 
do  and  not  to  think." 

But  the  Earl  knew  that  to  face  the 
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enemy  witli  such  troops  as  these  would  be 
to  encounter  certain  defeat,  and  so,  with 
a  heart  full  of  bitterness,  he  ordered  a  re- 
treat to  be  made  into  Yorkshire ;  thus 
leaving  the  whole  of  Northumberland  and 
Durham  in  the  hands  of  the  Scotch. 

It  was  now  that  those  secret  machinations, 
that  undermining  of  loyalty  in  the  minds  of 
the  people,  which  Pym  and  his  confederates 
had  been  carrying  on  so  many  years,  yielded 
their  harvest.  The  militia  ggnd  train-bands 
of  the  counties  alone  could  have  repelled 
this  invasion  without  the  aid  of  a  single 
trooper ;  but  so  great  was  the  disaffection 
spread  by  these  secret  influenees,  that  no 
man  moved  to  drive  back  the  rebels,  and 
the  hands  that  should  have  been  grasping 
Bwords  were  signing  petitions  of  grievances. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  GREAT  COUNCIL  OF  PEERS. 

Among  other  expedients  urged  upon  the 
King,  was  one  that  had  not  been  resorted 
to  for  several  centuries  ;  this  was  to  sum- 
mon a  council  of  the  great  peers.  And, 
not  knowing  what  to  do  for  the  best,  to 
this  he  finally  assented.  Notices  were 
issued  to  the  nobles  to  meet  his  Majesty 
within  twenty  days  at  York. 

Thither,  in  gloom  and  dejection,  came 
Strafford.  Ethel,  who  had  been  residing 
in  that  city  for  some  weeks,  was  there  to 
meet  him. 

She  was  struck  with  dismay  at  the  altera- 
tion that  had  taken  place  in  him  within 
the  little  time  since  they  had  parted.  But 
beyond    her   anxiety   for   his    health  was 
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another  and  more  immediate  one — anxiety 
for  his  safety.  For  since  her  stay  at  York 
she  had  begun  to  understand,  for  the  first 
time,  the  terrible  danger  in  which  he  stood 
from  popular  and  universal  hatred.  It  was 
a  great  shock  to  her;  for  she  could  not 
realise  the  idea  of  hatred  against  him  whom 
her  imagination  had  exalted  as  the  noblest 
and  best  of  created  beings.  It  seemed  to 
her  some  monstrous  hallucination  must 
possess  men's  minds. 

It  was  many  a  day  since  the  old  imperial 
city  had  witnessed  so  imposing  an  assem- 
blage gathered  within  its  walls  upon  so 
imposing  an  occasion.  It  was  a  momentary 
revival  of  one  of  the  grandest  forms  of 
feudalism — the  great  Council  of  the  Barons, 
which  had  so  frequently  checked  the  over- 
weening power  of  the  Sovereign  and 
guarded  the  liberties  of  the  country. 

The  great  hall  of  the  castle  was  already 
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crowded  when  Strafford  entered;  every 
face  was  turned  upon  him,  and  there  was 
scarcely  one,  save  that  of  Laud,  which  did 
not  frown  with  more  or  less  of  hatred.  Calm 
and  self-possessed,  with  form  erect,  and  a 
glance  almost  of  scorn  in  his  proud  eyes,  he 
took  his  seat  beside  the  Archbishop, 
who  held  out  his  hand  with  a  friendly 
greeting. 

Strafford  had  arrived  at  York  on  the  pre- 
vious evening,  but  had  not  yet  obtained 
an  interview  with  the  King,  who  had  been 
there  some  days,  from  which  he  augured 
that  Charles  was  about  to  commit  some  act 
of  which  he  knew  his  minister  would  dis- 
approve, and  was  desirous  of  avoiding  all 
discussion.  Thus,  when  his  Majesty  rose 
to  address  the  august  assembly,  he  listened 
with  great  anxiety  to  his  words.  His 
worst  fears  were  very  quickly  confirmed. 
For  the  King  at  once  proceeded  to  announce 
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his  intention  of  summoning  a  Parliament, 
which  should  meet  with  all  possible 
despatch. 

"  And  to  this  course,"  he  said,  "  we 
have  been  counselled  by  our  well-beloved 
Queen,  than  whom  no  one  is  more  anxious 
to  heal  the  wounds  of  this  distracted 
kingdom." 

A  murmur  of  applause  ran  through 
the  hall.  Strafford  and  Laud  exchanged 
glances. 

After  this  declaration  there  was  truly 
nothing  more  to  be  said,  as  the  discussion 
of  all  affairs  would  now  have  to  be  left  to 
the  Parliament.  Thus  it  caused  a  move- 
ment of  astonishment  from  all,  except  those 
in  the  secret,  when  my  Lord  Holland  rose 
and  "  humbly  prayed"  that  his  Majesty 
would  be  pleased  to  at  once  institute  an 
inquiry  into  the  recent  arrogant  and  un- 
warrantable conduct  of  the  Earl  of  Straf- 
ford to  my  Lord  Conway,  in  whose  person. 
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as  being  his  representative  and  chief  officer, 
his  Majesty  himself  had  been  insulted. 

"  Had  not  my  Lord  Conway  been  the 
most  loyal  of  subjects,"  he  went  on,  "  and 
been  imbued  with  a  most  wholesome  reve- 
rence for  the  laws,  preferring  even  the  sul- 
lying of  his  own  honour  to  doing  displea- 
sure to  your  Majesty  and  your  ordinances, 
he  might  have  sought  a  bloody  revenge  for 
his  insulted  pride ;  but,  as  it  is,  he  bows 
humbly  to  your  royal  will  in  the  full  as- 
surance you  wiU  do  him  right." 

Every  eye  was  turned  upon  the  Earl, 
who  had  risen  at  the  first  mention  of  his 
name,  and  stood  with  his  gaze  fixed  upon 
the  speaker. 

"  What  does  this  mean  ?  This  is  not  a 
place  nor  time  for  such  subjects,"  said  the 
King,  irritably  ;  "  if  my  Lord  Strafford  has 
given  unjust  offence  to  my  Lord  Conway 
he  will  doubtless  make  amends,  but  this  is 
a  private  matter. " 
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*'  Pardon  me,  your  Majesty,  but  your 
General  of  the  Horse  was  insulted  before 
all  his  officers,"  urged  Holland  persistently, 
"  and  the  insolence  of  my  Lord  Strafford 
to  all  men  has  risen  to  such  a  pass  that  it 
can  no  longer  be  endured." 

"  It  has  !"  rung  through  the  hall,  the  cry 
rising  almost  to  an  angry  shout. 

Laud  turned  white  as  ashes,  and  it  was 
with  much  ado  he  could  conceal  the  trem- 
bling that  shook  his  frame. 

The  colour  of  the  King  came  and  went, 
and  his  agitation  was  evident  as  he  looked 
down  from  his  dais-  upon  those  scores  of 
angry  faces  all  turned  upon  the  one  man, 
who  alone  stood  self-possessed  and  rigid  as 
the  marble  image  of  some  Titan  upon  a 
storm-beaten  shore. 

Charles  cast  an  appealing  glance  towards 
him  as  he  said  :  '^  Have  you  any  answer  to 
make  to  this,  my  lord  ?" 

''Only  that  I  am  struck  with   wonder 
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that  the  shamelessness  and  audacity  of 
man  can  go  beyond  all  that  /  have  con- 
ceived of  it." 

His  deep  voice,  although  the  anger  of  it 
was  smothered,  rolled  through  the  hall 
like  the  muttering  of  thunder. 

"  The  General,"  he  went  on,  glancing  at 
Holland,  "  who  made  so  notable  a  retreat 
at  Dunse  at  the  first  sight  of  an  inferior 
enemy,  is  well  fitted  to  champion  the  cause 
of  the  officer  who  fled  before  a  shower  of 
Scotch  bullets,  and  abandoned  two  English 
counties  to  the  invaders  without  striking 
a  blow.  I  arrived  in  the  camp  the  night 
after  this  infamous  flight,  and  found  my 
Lord  General  of  the  Horse  and  his  brave 
officers  celebrating  their  disgrace  in  the 
company  of  courtesans  and  in  high  feast 
and  rejoicings.  Sickened  by  such  a  sight, 
I  spoke  from  my  heart  all  my  heart  felt, 
and  were  all  your  swords  now  pointed  at 
my  throat  I  would  not  retract  one  word." 
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A  few  there  had  the  grace  to  look  ashamed 
of  their  advocacy. 

"  Can  this  be  true  ?"  demanded  the  King, 
sternly. 

"  So  please  your  Majesty,"  answered 
Holland,  trembling  with  passion  at  the 
home-thrust  he  had  received,  ''  the  truth 
is  so  tricked  out  with  falsehood  as  to  con- 
ceal it  altogether.  My  Lord  Conway  and  his 
officers  were  at  supper  when  the  Earl  burst 
in  upon  them,  as  he  might  upon  the 
drunken  revel  of  common  troopers,  and 
ere  they  could  utter  a  word  maltreated 
them  with  such  imperious  language  as  he 
might  scarcely  use  to  his  lacqueys." 

Never  yet  had  Charles  been  placed  in  so 
embarrassing  a  position,  both  his  sympa- 
thies and  sense  of  right  were  wholly  with 
the  Earl,  whose  truth  it  was  impossible  to 
doubt ;  and  with  him  he  was  equally  in- 
censed at  the  dastardly  conduct  of  his 
General,  but  he  had  not  the  greatness  of 
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soul  to  rise  above  the  terrible  opposition 
wliich  confronted  him ;  had  he  been  so 
gifted,  he  would  have  awed  it  down  and 
won  respect  for  his  firmness.  But  Charles 
never  dared  in  the  face  of  a  difficulty — he 
temporised. 

Standmg  near  the  throne  chair  were 
Hamilton  and  Argyle,  both  deadly  enemies 
of  the  Earl's  ;  they  too  were  eager  to  have 
a  thrust  at  Strafford. 

"  If  it  please  your  Majesty,"  said  Argyle, 
acting  as  spokesman  for  both,  "  we  think  it 
but  justice  that  the  conduct  of  the  Earl  of 
Strafford  upon  this  and  other  like  occasions 
should  be  investigated,  and  that  until  he 
has  cleared  himself  of  this  and  similar 
charges  he  shall  be  suspended  from  all 
command  in  the  army." 

*'And  confer  it  upon  the  Marquis  of 
Hamilton,"  replied  Strafford,  ironically, 
"who  lately  displayed  so  much  zeal  and 
vigour  in  your  Majesty's   cause   when   he 
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sat  down  before  Leith  and  hobbed  and 
nobbed  with  the  inhabitants,  and  paid 
friendly  visits  with  his  lady-mother  to  her 
Covenanting  friends ;  or  add  it  as  another 
favour  to  the  many  with  which  your 
Majesty  has  laden  the  Earl  of  Argyle,  that 
he  may  sell  it  to  the  rebels." 

"  Sell !  Dare  you  apply  such  a  word 
to  me  ?"  cried  Argyle,  his  face  flushing 
crimson. 

"My  lord,  you  forget  yourself!"  ex- 
claimed the  King,  startled  and  indignant 
at  such  a  charge. 

"  I  speak  upon  assured  grounds,  your 
Majesty,"  answered  the  Earl,  calmly. 
"  Within  this  hour  proofs  have  been  placed 
in  my  hands  that  that  man,  to  whom  you 
have  been  so  bountiful,  whom  you  have  so 
loved  and  trusted,  has  signed  the  Cove- 
nant, and  pledged  himself  to  aid  the  rebels 
with  all  the  forces  he  can  raise." 

This  time  he  had  launched  a  thunderbolt 
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that  struck  all  dumb  with  consternation, 
for  an  exposure  so  terrible  was  dangerous 
alike  to  all. 

From  crimson  Argyle's  face  turned  to 
deathly  pallor ;  he  could  only  gasp  out — 
"It  is  false  !"  and  clutch  at  the  pillar 
against  which  he  stood  to  save  himself 
from  falling. 

"  Behold,  your  Majesty !"  continued 
Strafford  mercilessly,  and  pointing  to  the 
convicted  traitor,  "  behold  the  verification 
of  his  father's  prophecy — that  father  who, 
for  his  disobedience,  would  have  left  him  a 
penniless  title  had  not  your  Majesty  inter- 
posed your  royal  prerogative.  I  have  often 
heard  that  prophecy  repeated  by  my  Lord 
Marquis  of  Hamilton,  who  is  now  so  much 
my  Lord  Argyle's  friend.  As  it  was  spoken 
to  your  Majesty^  you  will  know  whether  he 
reports  it  aright.  These  were  the  words, 
as  I  remember — '  You  have  brought  me  low 
that  you  may  raise  him,  which  I  doubt  you 
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will  live  to  repent,  for  he  is  a  man  of  craft, 
subtlety  and  falsehood,  and  can  love  no 
man ;  and  if  ever  he  finds  it  in  Ms  power 
to  do  you  a  mischief,  be  sure  he  will 
doit!'" 

"  Can  this  charge  be  true  ?"  exclaimed 
the  King,  pale  and  agitated. 

"It  is  not  true,  your  Majesty,  as  I  will 
prove  to  you  ere  the  day  is  out,"  replied 
Argyle,  assuming  a  bravado,  which,  how- 
ever, was  too  transparent  to  deceive  even  a 
less  shrewd  observer  than  Charles. 

"  Of  that  your  Majesty  will  best  judge 
when  it  pleases  you  to  command  that  I 
shall  produce  my  proofs,"  replied  Straf- 
ford. 

"We  dissolve  this  assembly,  and  will 
hold  council  with  our  ministers  three  hours 
from  now,"  said  the  King,  rising  to  ter- 
minate a  scene  which  might  otherwise 
have  proceeded  to  yet  more  embarrassing 
incidents. 
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The  announcement  was  a  relief  to  all ; 
the  unexpected  turn  of  events,  so  unfore- 
seen by  any  there,  had  so  completely  over- 
thrown previous  calculations  that  every 
man  required  time  to  pause  and  think  ere 
he  again  trusted  his  tongue  to  speak.  And 
so,  his  Majesty  having  departed,  the  nobles 
broke  up  into  knots,  and  as  they  slowly 
quitted  the  hall  spoke  together  in  low  and 
earnest  tones. 

Strafford  and  Laud  walked  side  by  side 
in  silence,  the  former  still  calm  and  digni- 
fied, with  no  sign  upon  his  front  of  the 
battle  he  had  passed  through ;  the  latter 
pale  and  trembling,  a  mark  of  derision  to 
his  foes. 

"  Courage,  courage  !"  whispered  the  Earl, 
pressing  his  companion's  hand. 

"We  are  lost!"  groaned  the  Arch- 
bishop. 

"  They  have  not  attacked  you." 

"But  they  will." 
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"  Whatever  may  come,  let  us  meet  it 
with  courage,  and  not  give  our  enemies  a 
double  victory,"  said  Strafford,  sternly. 

His  triumph  was  complete  and  mag- 
nificent ;  he  had  turned  the  weapons 
of  his  foes  against  themselves,  and  over- 
whelmed them  with  dismay  and  humilia- 
tion, when  they  had  hoped  to  crush  him. 
But  it  was  his  last  victory,  and  he  felt  it 
was  so.     The  odds  were  too  great. 
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Ere  he  arrived  home  the  news  of  this 
stormy  scene  had  preceded  him,  for  Ethel 
had  placed  among  his  attendants  an  old 
and  trusty  servant  whom  she  had  in- 
structed to  faithfully  report  to  her  all  that 
passed. 

So  he  found  her  upon  his  return  greatly 
dismayed  and  full  of  entreaties. 

"  There  is  nothing  to  fear,"  he  said, 
soothingly.  "  His  Majesty  will  protect  me 
against  all  their  worst  mahce  can  do." 

"  It  is  a  rotten  reed  to  lean  upon,"  she 
answered,  earnestly  ;  ''  for  how  often  has  he 
not  thwarted  you,  failed  you,  and  given 
the  preference  to  your  enemies  ?" 

"  Hush,  dearest !"  he  replied,  reprovingly. 

VOL.  IIL  8 
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"  I  cannot  listen  to  such  words,  even  from 
your  lips/' 

But  the  danger  which  she  felt,  with 
all  a  woman's  instinct  when  her  beloved 
is  threatened,  rendered  her  heedless  of 
reproof. 

"  0,  my  dear  lord,"  she  went  on  with 
increasing  earnestness,  "  remember  it  is  not 
of  yourself  only  you  have  to  think  ;  you  are 
a  husband,  the  father  of  three  dear  children 
and  of  another  that  has  not  yet  seen  the 
light.  Kneel,  kneel,  my  darhngs !"  she 
cried,  turning  to  the  children,  who  were 
present,  ''join  your  prayers  to  mine. 
I  implore  you,  not  for  my  own  sake, 
but  for  these  and  for  my  unborn 
babe,  to  resign  your  offices  ere  it  be  too 
late !" 

The  sight  of  those  four  kneelmg  figures 
with  their  upturned  tearful  faces  melted 
him,  and  his  eyes  glistened  and  his  voice 
was  muffled  as  he  raised  them,  folding  his 
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wife  and  his  boy  in  his  arms,  while  the 
girls  clung  round  him  sobbing. 

"You  have  conquered,  darling,"  he 
whispered. 

In  a  moment  Ethel's  face  was  radiant 
with  sunshine.  "  Dear  husband,  how  can 
I  thank  you  and  show  you  the  gratitude  of 
my  heart  ?"  she  murmured. 

In  the  midst  of  the  scene  there  arrived  a 
messenger  from  the  King,  requesting  the 
immediate  presence  of  the  Earl  in  his 
private  chamber. 

"Nothing  could  have  fallen  out  more 
fortunately,"  cried  Ethel  in  great  joy,  "for 
now  you  can  execute  your  resolve  before  it 
has  time  to  cool.'* 

Strafford  found  Charles  in  such  a  state 
of  perturbation  as  he  had  never  witnessed 
in  him  before. 

"  I  have  sent  for  you,  my  lord,"  he  said, 
"  that  you  may  explain  the  charges  made 
against  you  before   the  Council  meet,  in 

8—2 
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order  that  I  may  be  in  a  better  position  to 
judge  of  them." 

His  tone  and  looks  were  cold  and  dis- 
pleased. 

Strafford  gave  the  explanation  in  much 
the  same  words  he  had  used  before  the 
peers,  but  with  more  particulars. 

The  King  listened  with  a  discontented 
countenance,  and  when  the  Earl  had  finished 
answered  irritably — 

"  I  had  fondly  hoped  that  to-day,  at 
least,  would  have  been  one  of  general 
satisfaction ;  that  my  proclamation  of  a 
Parliament  would  have  given  me  one  day 
of  peace.  My  lord,  you  have  been  over- 
zealous  in  this  matter ;  we  do  not  for  a 
moment  doubt  you  were  prompted  by  care 
for  our  interests,  but  restraint  and  circum- 
spection are  required  on  such  occasions,  and 
we  fear  that  you  create  many  enmities 
against  us  both  by  not  paying  due  regard 
to  such  necessities." 
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"  I  am  grieved,  your  Majesty,  that  you 
should  view  my  conduct  in  such  a  light," 
answered  the  Earl  with  respectful  dignity  ; 
"  but,  at  the  same  time,  it  renders  me 
bolder  to  solicit  your  Majesty  to  relieve  me 
of  those  great  offices  and  honours  you  were 
pleased  to  bestow  upon  me  in  your  love  and 
bounty,  and  to  pray  that  you  will  give 
me  your  gracious  leave  to  retire  to  my  own 
estate,  there  to  seek  that  repose  which  my 
health  so  much  needs." 

Wonder  and  consternation  broke  out 
upon  the  King's  features  on  hearing  this 
speech. 

"  Surely,  Strafford,"  he  cried,  "  I  do  not 
understand  you  aright.  You  would  not 
desert  your  King  in  the  hour  of  his  need 
for  a  few  hasty  words." 

"  My  determination  has  nought  to  do 
with  anything  that  has  now  passed,  your 
Majesty ;  I  came  hither  with  the  prayer 
upon  my  lip.     Could  my  counsel  and  help 
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be  any  longer  of  value  to  you  I  would  not 
shrink  from  my  responsibilities  while  I  have 
life.  But  I  feel  that  my  foes  are  hemming 
me  in  on  all  sides,  that  they  are  stronger 
than  I,  and  will  ultimately  conquer." 

"  Such  fears  are  groundless,"  answered 
Charles,  earnestly ;  ^'  they  cannot  injure 
you;  they  may  bay  but  they  shall  never 
bite,  for  I  pledge  you  our  royal  word  that 
while  there  is  a  King  in  England  not  a  hair  of 
your  head  shall  be  touched.'' 

"  God  bless  your  Majesty  for  so  noble  an 
assurance,"  answered  the  Earl,  much  moved, 
"  but  still  it  were  better  you  should  never 
be  called  upon  to  redeem  it,  for  your 
defence  of  me  will  bring  down  much  trouble 
and  hatred  upon  your  own  head." 

"  That  is  a  contingency  of  which  we  are 
the  fittest  judge,"  answered  the  King  with 
some  asperity.  "In  the  meanwhile,  my 
lord,  you  will  continue  your  present  em- 
ployments without  further  remonstrance." 
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The  Earl  could  only  bow  in  silent  ac- 
quiescence. 

And  so  ended  this  interview,  in  which 
Charles  sealed  the  doom  of  his  great 
minister. 

Ere  the  Council  sat  Strafford's  foes  had 
advised  together,  and  resolved  that  all 
further  measures  against  him  should  be 
suspended  until  the  assembling  of  Parlia- 
ment. Consequently,  much  to  the  satisfac- 
tion of  the  King,  Lord  Holland  begged 
leave  to  withdraw  the  charge  he  had  made 
against  the  Earl  of  Strafford  for  the  present 
It  need  scarcely  be  added  that  the  permis- 
sion was  very  emphatically  granted.  This 
being  decided,  there  was  considered  a  petition 
of  the  Scotch,  worded  in  the  most  humble 
terms,  praying  that  the  King  would  grant  a 
commission  to  inquire  into  their  grievances. 
After  some  debate,  the  petition  was  granted, 
and  the  commissioners  named. 

The  next  morning  the  lords  appointed, 
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among  whom  were  some  of  Strafford's 
bitterest  enemies,  departed  for  Eipon, 
where  the  delegates  from  the  insurgents 
awaited  them. 

These  delegates  again  set  forth  in  the 
most  plausible  terms  their  great  love  for 
the  person  of  his  Majesty,  to  which  access 
had  been  denied  them  by  the  power  of  their 
enemies ;  they  also  declared  that  their 
invasion  was  for  the  good  of  Englishmen, 
since  it  gave  them  an  opportunity  to  vindi- 
cate their  own  liberties  and  laws,  threatened 
by  certain  evil  men  who  desired  to  establish 
the  same  slavery  in  England  as  they  had 
brought  upon  the  two  other  kingdoms. 
Which  would  be  prevented  by  their  re- 
moval from  about  the  King,  whose  own 
gracious  disposition  would  provide  for  the 
happiness  of  all  his  dominions,  if  those 
ill  men  had  no  influence  upon  his 
councils. 

When  the  lords  returned  to  York  they 


CHAP.  Till.]  THE   king's   pledge.  121 

described  in  the  most  eloquent  terms  the 
wonderful  devotion  and  loyalty  evinced  by 
the  Scotch  to  the  King's  person ;  and  one, 
as  the  mouthpiece  of  the  delegates, 
actually  laid  before  him  the  extraordinary 
proposition  that  there  should  be  a  cessation 
of  hostilities  while  the  grievances  of  the 
insurgents  were  being  heard ;  and  that,  in 
order  to  preserve  peace  and  law,  his 
Majesty  should  undertake  to  support  the 
rebel  army  at  the  cost  of  fifty  thousand  per 
month.  It  was  further  prayed  that  the 
hearing  of  this  cause  should  be  removed  to 
London. 

Strafford  was  present  when  these  propo- 
sitions were  made,  and  his  indignation 
broke  aU  bounds. 

"  Within  a  few  days,"  he  said,  appealing 
to  the  King,  "  your  Majesty's  reinforce- 
ments will  have  arrived  from  Ireland. 
With  those  I  will  undertake,  on  the  forfeit 
of  my  Hfe,  to  sweep  England  so  clear  of 
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these  canting  rogues  that   they   shall  not 
leave  one  vestige  of  their  presence  behind." 

After  this  the  debate  grew  so  fierce  that 
the  King  was  compelled  to  adjourn  the 
Council. 

The  next  day,  unknown  to  Strafford,  he 
gave  secret  instructions  that  all  the  de- 
mands of  the  insurgents  should  be  complied 
with,  the  maintenance  of  their  army  guaran- 
teed, and  the  further  hearing  of  their 
grievances  removed  to  London.  All  dignity, 
courage,  and  judgment  had  deserted  him  in 
this  crisis,  or  he  could  never  have  consented 
to  so  fatal  and  infamous  a  policy  as  to  pay 
tribute  to  an  invading  army  of  his  rebellious 
subjects,  and  to  suffer  them,  nay,  invite 
them,  to  traverse  the  whole  country  sowing, 
in  a  soil  only  too  ready  to  receive  them, 
the  seeds  of  rebellion  wherever  they  went. 
To  parallel  anything  so  imbecile  and  das- 
tardly it  is  necessary  to  go  back  to  the 
reign  of  John. 
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When  Strafford,  who  remained  behind  in 
command  of  the  troops,  heard  the  news, 
which  he  did  not  until  the  King  had  de- 
parted for  London,  his  heart  wholly  failed 
him. 

"  All  is  lost,"  he  said  ;  "  henceforth  the 
fight  is  one  of  desperation  ;  it  can  only 
delay,  but  cannot  avert  the  inevitable  de- 
struction." 

Only  once  again  on  earth  were  he  and 
his  faithless  master  destined  to  meet. 


^A^  A 
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CHAPTER   IX. 

PRONOUNCING    DOOM. 

A  FEW  days  before  the  Parliament  met 
there  was  a  secret  meeting  of  the  extreme 
party  at  the  old  house  in  Tothill  Fields. 
All  the  great  leaders  were  there :  Pym, 
Hampden,  Hollis,  Martyn,  Hazelrig,  Savile, 
and  many  others  of  less  note,  among  them 
Launcelot  Franklin,  who  had  been  elected 
one  of  the  Knights  of  the  Shire  for 
York. 

The  one  all-absorbing  subject  was  the 
proposed  impeachment  of  Strafford  and 
Laud. 

**  Until  they  are  removed  from  the 
King's  councils  all  talk  concerning  redress 
of  grievances  is  mere  waste  of  breath,"  said 
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Pym.  "  The  temporal  tyrant  first,  then 
the  spiritual." 

"  And  when  they  are  removed,  what  is 
to  be  their  punishment  ?"  demanded  one  of 
the  members. 

"  The  scaffold !"  answered  Savile  and 
Martyn  in  a  breath. 

There  was  a  pause  at  this  declaration  ; 
many  were  evidently  unprepared  for  so  ex- 
treme a  measure. 

Hollis  was  the  first  to  speak. 

"  It  will  be  a  better  punishment  to  so 
proud  a  man,"  he  said,  "to  be  impeached, 
and  to  lose  all  his  great  employments,  if  we 
add  to  these  a  sentence  of  perpetual  banish- 
ment." 

"  Banishment !"  broke  in  Savile,  impetu- 
ously. "  When  once  this  tiger,  who  has  so 
long  held  these  kingdoms  in  abject  terror, 
is  known  to  be  in  the  toils,  there  will  rise 
such  a  cry  for  his  blood  that  neither  King 
nor  Commons  shall  dare  resist." 
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'^  To  condemn  to  death  so  great  a  noble- 
man at  the  popular  clamour  is  a  dangerous 
precedent,"  urged  Hollis. 

"  Mr.  Denzil  Hollis,  with  all  his  boasted 
patriotism,  cannot  forget  he  is  the  brother 
of  the  Earl  of  Clare,"  answered  Henry 
Martyn,  bitterly. 

"It  is  but  natural  Mr.  Hollis  should  have 
some  feeling  for  one  who  was  once,  and 
whose  children  are  still,  so  closely  allied  to 
him,"  observed  Hampden. 

"That  consideration  does  not  bias  me 
one  feather's  weight,  "replied  Hollis,  proudly. 
"So  profound  is  my  conviction  that  the 
Earl  of  Strafford  is  an  enemy  to  his  country 
— and  the  welfare  of  that  I  vow  to  God  is 
my  first  consideration— that  were  he  my 
own  brother  by  blood  I  would  not  spare 
him.  Nor  will  I  oppose  the  dehberate 
judgment  of  the  House,  whatever  it  may 
be ;  but  I  dislike  this  prejudgment,  which 
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robs  our  proceedings  of  that  strict  im- 
partiality and  justice  which  ought  above  all 
to  characterise  them." 

"  Mr.  Denzil  Hollis  speaks  justly,"  said 
Launcelot,  rising  ;  "to  prejudge  my  Lord 
Strafford  is  but  to  follow  in  the  footsteps 
of  that  arbitrary  power  we  are  pledged  to 
put  down.  He  has  wrought  many  evils, 
worst  of  all  he  has  crushed  all  liberty ;  but 
we  cannot  deny  him  a  certain  nobleness  of 
mind  and  many  private  virtues,  the  me- 
mory of  which  should  temper  our  harsh- 
ness." 

"  We  have  nought  to  do  with 
private  virtues,"  interrupted  Martyn, 
roughly. 

"As  we  are  all  agreed  upon  the  im- 
peachment," broke  in  Pym,  who  had  been 
attentively  listening  to  all  that  passed,  and 
was  anxious  to  avoid  further  discussion, 
"  would  it  not  be  wiser  to  arrange  the  pre 
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liminaries  before  pronouncing  the  judg- 
ment." 

So  sensible  a  proposition  had  the  desired 
effect,  and  diverted  the  discussion  into 
another  channel. 

When  the  meeting  broke  up  Pym 
hastened  to  Lady  Carlisle's,  and  told  her 
exultingly  of  all  that  had  passed. 

He  expected  she  would  greet  his  news 
with  a  satisfaction  equal  to  his  own.  He 
was  surprised,  then,  to  find  she  listened  in 
silence,  and  with  a  countenance  rather  sad 
than  joyful. 

"  How  is  this  T  he  exclaimed.  "  I 
thought  I  was  the  bearer  of  welcome 
news !" 

"  At  the  first  sound  of  the  word  im- 
peachment the  King  will  dissolve  the 
Parliament,"  she  answered,  evading  his 
query.  "  He  has  done  so  before  for  half 
such  audacity." 

"  Ay,  eleven  years  ago ;  but  the  Com- 
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mens  have  been  growing  since  then, 
organising  their  forces.  Then  the  people 
dared  only  growl ;  now  thej  dare  to  act. 
Scotland  is  in  rebellion,  and  brave  John 
Hampden  has  raised  the  flag  of  resistance 
in  England.  The  next  Parliament  that 
meets  at  Westminster  will  not  be  easily 
dissolved ;  before  its  work  is  done  England 
will  be  so  changed  that  few  men  will  recog- 
nise it.  Such  a  storm  is  gathering  over 
this  land — east,  west,  north,  and  south — 
the  Hke  of  which  has  no  record  in  our 
history.  When  it  bursts,  Charles  Stuart 
will  abandon  his  minister  to  save  him- 
self." 

"  I  cannot  believe  it,"  she  replied,  irri- 
tably. 

"  One  might  imagine  you  did  not  wish 
to  believe  it,"  he  answered. 

Now  that  the  object  for  which  she 
had    so    long    striven    and    yearned   was 

VOL.  III.  9 
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brought  within  her  grasp,  her  heart  began 
to  fail. 

"  Oh,  if  it  were  not  for  her,''  she  mur- 
mured, when  she  was  alone,  "  I  would  sav^ 
him  even  yet !" 


CHAPTER  X. 

AN     OLD      FRIEND. 

Launcelot  left  some  little  time  before  the 
meeting  broke  up,  and  took  bis  way,  in  a 
thoughtful  mood,  towards  London. 

When,  nine  year  before,  he  left  England, 
he  passed  over  to  the  Continent.  The  ter- 
rible thirty  years'  war  was  then  in  its 
height,  and  all  Europe  was  one  great  camp. 
He  had  left  his  native  country  without 
any  settled  plan,  or  even  intentions ;  he 
had  but  one  thought — to  get  far,  far  away 
from  the  scene  of  his  ruined  hopes,  as 
though  in  his  flight  he  might  leave  behind 
something  of  his  troubles.  Cast  into  the 
midst  of  that  war  fever,  it  was  impossible 
for  him,  in  the  then  condition  of  his  mind,  to 
escape  infection.     He   had   long   been   an 

9—2 
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ardent  admirer  of  tlie  great  Protestant 
champion,  the  brave  Gustavus  Adolphus, 
and  in  a  very  little  time  he  had  made  up 
his  mind  to  enlist  beneath  his  banner. 

For  seven  years  he  fought  in  the  Swedish 
service,  first  as  a  common  soldier,  and  then 
as  an  officer  ;  his  reckless  bravery  and  high 
talent   gained  him   quick  promotion;   and 
had  he  chosen  he  might  have  risen  to  a 
commanding    rank.       But     ambition     was 
dead    within   him.     An    outcast   from   his 
home,  the  one  great,  all-absorbing  passion 
of   his   life   blighted,    a    solitary,    unloved 
man,  what    were  renown   and   honours  to 
him?     And  so  he  declined  all  that  were 
offered.     He  had  not  misjudged  his  heart 
when  he  declared   that  no  lapse   of  time 
could  change  it.      Years  could  not  fade  his 
love,  or  that  ideal  which  was  for  ever  lost 
to  him  ;  but  after  awhile  it  lost  the  rest- 
lessness, the  poignant   regrets    of  passion, 
^nd  subsided  into  a  calm  yet  intense  wor- 
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ship,  such  as  he  would  have  felt  for  her 
had  she  died.  Yet  was  she  not  dead 
to  him? 

A  soldier's  life  had  besides  given  a 
strength  to  his  character  which  it  had 
before  lacked.  He  was  still  a  dreamer,  a 
theorist,  an  enthusiast,  but  he  was  also  an 
actor.  The  intense  love  of  liberty  which 
had  grown  out  of  liis  classic  studies,  and 
those  Utopian  visions  of  human  happiness 
which  had  been  superadded  by  his  imagi- 
nation, had  received  a  new  impulse  in  the 
camp  of  Gustavus  Adolphus,  among  whose 
soldiers,  gathered  from  all  nations  and  all 
creeds  save  the  CathoHc,  were  to  be  found 
the  wildest  and  strangest  theories  of  free- 
dom and  D^ovemment. 

Upon  returning  to  England  he  once 
more  arrayed  himself  with  that  extreme 
party,  of  which  Henry  Martyn  was  the 
type,  with  those  men  who  looked  forward, 
not  so  much,  to  limiting  the  monarchical 
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power,  as  to  subverting  it  and  raising  a 
republic  upon  the  ruins.  But  he  was  no 
longer  content  with  inert  advocacy  and 
mere  moral  support ;  he  now  desired  to 
take  an  active  part  in  the  great  work,  and  to 
its  accomplishment  he  resolved  to  devote  his 
every  thought  and  energy,  his  fortune,  and 
his  life.  As  soon  as  the  writs  were  issued 
for  the  new  Parliament  he  put  himself  in 
nomination  for  the  western  division  of 
Yorkshire  ;  being  known  as  the  son  of  a 
staunch  supporter  of  the  country  party,  he 
was  returned  by  a  considerable  majority, 
and  was  prepared  to  range  himself  with, 
what  would  be  termed  in  modern  parlance, 
the  Extreme  Left. 

The  process  against  Strafford,  however, 
was  to  him  a  subject  of  much  .anxious 
thought. 

Had  no  personal  feeling  intervened  he 
would  have  voted  for  his  death  with  the 
dispassionate  patriotism  of  a  Brutus.     But 


CHAP.  X.]  AN  OLD  FRIEND.  135 

beside  the  doomed  man  stood  the  image  of 
the  widowed  Ethel,  whom  his  voice  would 
thus  help  to  plunge  into  the  deepest  misery. 
He  shuddered  at  the  thought ;  and  she, 
would  she  not  believe  he  had  been  actuated 
to  this  course  by  malice  ?  And,  indeed, 
how  could  he  even  assure  himself  that  such 
a  sentiment  did  not  heighten  his  patriotism 
and  warp  his  judgment  ?  Apart  from  poli- 
tical considerations,  Strafford,  as  the  hus- 
band of  the  woman  he  still  so  devotedly 
loved,  had  acquired  a  deep  interest  in  his 
mind,  for  her  happiness  was  bound  up  in 
his,  and  he  felt  grateful  to  him  for  the 
tender  affection  with  which,  as  all  the  world 
knew,  he  had  treated  her  in  their  married 
life.  There  could  be  no  greater  proof  than 
this  of  the  noble  purity  of  Launcelot's 
sentiments ;  to  have  possessed  her  love 
would  have  been  to  him  perfect  felicity, 
beyond  which  all  else  was  worthless ;  but 
there  was  a  comfort  to  his  desolation  in 
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knowing  that  she  was  happy,  even  though 
it  was  in  the  arms  of  another. 

That  cry  for  death  had  given  him  a 
great  shock,  one  he  had  not  anticipated. 
The  deprivation  of  his  power,  and  perhaps 
perpetual  exile,  was  the  utmost  punishment 
he  had  thought  would  be  inflicted  upon  the 
great  minister ;  and  in  the  tranquillity  of 
an  obscure  life,  though  she  may  at  times 
grieve  for  the  old  scenes,  he  knew  that 
Ethel  could  still  find  contentment,  and  the 
cultivated  mind  of  her  husband  resigna- 
tion. But  that  cry  had  rudely  awakened 
him  from  this  dream,  and  revealed 
how  unlikely  it  was  that  the  minister's 
enemies  would  be  content  with  so  light  a 
vengeance,  or  indeed  with  anything  short  of 
death. 

Musing  thus  he  crossed  the  fields  and  en- 
tered Tothill  Street.  There  was  situated  in 
this  thoroughfare  at  the  time  of  which  we 
write,  and  even  until  a  recent  period,  an  an- 


CHAP.  X.]  AN   OLD   FRIEND.  137 

cient  hostelry,  called  "The  Cock ;"  as  he  drew 
near  this  tavern,  Launcelot  s  attention  was 
attracted  by  the  clashing  of  swords  and 
other  sounds  of  a  brawl.  With  a  soldier's 
instinct  he  pressed  forward  and  entered 
the  great  yard,  and  by  the  light  of  a  couple 
of  torches,  stuck  against  one  of  the  walls, 
saw  a  crowd  of  some  dozen  people,  and 
three  men  engaged  at  cut-and-thrust,  two 
attacking  the  third ;  as  he  came  upon  the 
scene  the  red  smoky  light  fell  upon  the 
face  of  the  latter,  and  revealed  to  him  the 
well-remembered  features  of  his  old  friend 
Godfrey  Hornby.  In  an  instant  he  had 
drawn  his  sword,  and  ranging  himself  at 
Hornby's  side,  laid  on  with  such  vigour 
that  the  two  fellows  quickly  took  to  their 
heels,  and  rushing  into  the  street,  were  in  a 
moment  lost  in  the  darkness. 

So  rapidly  had  all  this  taken  place,  that 
Hornby  could  scarcely  understand  the  cause 
of  their  flight,  until  he  turned  round  and 


]  38       THE  GATHERING  OF  THE  STORM.       [book  vii. 

saw  a  man  with   a  naked  weapon  in  his 
hand  standing  beside  him. 

*'Hast  thou  forgotten  me,  old  friend?" 
cried  Launcelot,  extending  his  hand. 

"  Good  God !  is  it  you  ?"  muttered 
Hornby,  faUing  back,  seemingly  discon- 
certed at  the  recognition. 

The  ostlers,  tapsters,  and  others  who  had 
gathered  about  the  combatants — it  had 
been  a  drunken  quarrel  over  cards,  the  two 
fellows  that  fled  being  sharpers  whom 
Hornby  had  caught  in  the  act  of  cheating 
him — these  people  seeinga  person  of  Launce- 
lot's  appearance  interfere,  quickly  dispersed. 

"  This  is  a  strange  meeting,"  pursued 
Launcelot,  scarcely  observing  the  embarrass- 
ment of  his  manner  ;  *'  why,  I  have  been 
seeking  thee  half  over  Europe.  But  come, 
we  must  have  a  bottle  and  a  talk  to- 
gether."   . 

And  he  took  him  by  the  arm  and  led 
him  into  the  great  travellers'-room,  where 
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they  took  their  seats  apart  from  the  com- 
pany, at  the  further  end. 

Since  their  last  meeting  Hornby  had 
greatly  changed  for  the  worst ;  long  strag- 
gling unkempt  grey  hair,  blotched  face, 
red  swollen  nose,  fishy  eyes,  ragged  dress, 
and  a  general  look  of  dirt  and  squalor,  told 
of  excesses  and  poverty. 

Hornby  caught  his  sorrowful  glance ;  the 
fight  and  this  unlooked-for  encounter  had 
sobered  him. 

"  I  am  not  improved,  am  I  ?"  he  cried 
with  a  short  reckless  laugh.  "  I  am  a 
vagabond  trooper  out  of  work,  waiting  for 
the  next  levy  of  cutthroats.  I  offered  my- 
self to  the  Scotch ;  not  that  I  should  have 
cared  about  -fighting  for  them,  but  I 
couldn't  sing  psalms,  so  they  would  none  of 
me.  But  there  will  be  work  anon  in  merry 
England ;  in  the  meantime  I  live  on 
hope." 

"  I  also  have  been  a  soldier  since  we  last 
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met,"  answered  Launcelot,  "  and  fou^lit 
under  the  noble  Duke  of  Saxe  Weimar 
until  his  death,  two  years  ago." 

"  And  I  under  Bannier,  until  I  was  left 
behind  wounded  in  Bohemia ;  so  we  have 
been  in  the  same  service." 

There  was  a  hard  indifference  in  Hornby's 
manner,  so  different  to  the  old  rough  affec- 
tion, that  Launcelot  could  not  understand  it. 
His  mysterious  disappearance,  his  strange 
letter,  had  ever  since  been  a  subject  of 
wondering  speculation  to  Franklin.  Among 
his  many  surmises,  he  had  once  approached 
very  near  to  a  portion  of  the  truth ;  but  it 
appeared  so  incredible,  that  he  could  not 
entertain  it.  Now  they  had  met  again, 
however,  he  resolved  to  use  every  effort  to 
solve  a  mystery  which  had  much  disturbed 
him. 

After  a  time,  under  the  influence  of  a 
generous  bottle  of  Burgundy,  Hornby 
softened  a  little  more  into  his  old  self,  and 
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Launcelot  gradually  led  the  conversation 
towards  the  subject  he  so  desired  to  know. 
Hornby  evaded  it  at  first,  and  tried  hard 
to  divert  their  talk  into  another  direction  ; 
but  FrankHn  held  on  to  his  point,  upon 
which  his  companion  feU  into  a  fit  of  silent 
meditation,  which  lasted  for  some  time, 
and  which  the  other  made  no  attempt  to 
interrupt. 

"  Since  you  will  have  it  explained,  be  it 
so,"  said  Hornby  at  length ;  "  but,  mark 
me,  you  will  repent  your  curiosity,  for 
it  touches  you  nearly  ;  it  is  only  for  your 
own  sake  I  have  held  it  back.  I  tell  you, 
Launcelot  Franklin,"  he  cried  with  a  sudden 
fierceness,  "  I  would  have  soon  met  the 
devil  himself  as  you  this  night.  You  shall 
know  all  the  reason  I  have  to  curse  your 
name,  and  then  we  must  be  strangers  to 
one  another  evermore." 

He  had  already,  as  the  reader  is  aware, 
years  ago  acquainted  Launcelot  with  the 
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ruin  of  his  married  life ;  he  now  told  him  of 
the  child,  of  which  he  had  previously  sup- 
pressed all  mention,  that  he  had  confided 
to  Wentworth  ;  of  his  doubt  concerning  its 
birth,  and  finally  the  revelation  made  to 
him  by  Pym  on  the  very  night  he  was 
about  to  claim  Ethel  at  Lady  Carlisle's 
house. 

For  minutes  afterwards  Launcelot  sat 
like  one  dazed,  stunned,  until  it  even  melted 
Hornby  to  look  upon  his  white  face,  and  he 
said — 

"  It  is  not  that  I  hold  you  accountable 
for  your  father's  sins,  but  my  heart  revolts 
against  all  kin  of  his." 

"  God  !  can  this  be  true  ?"  murmured 
Launcelot,  shuddering. 

"  It  is,  every  word,"  rephed  Hornby,  dog- 
gedly. 

All  the  guests,  save  two,  who  sat  over 
the  fire  at  the  further  end  of  the  long  room 
deep  in  converse,  with  their  backs  towards 
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our  friends,  had  departed,  so  that  there 
were  no  witnesses  of  the  scene. 

"  But  might  there  not  be  some  mistake — 
a  coincidence  of  names  often  deceive,"  cried 
Launcelot,  despairingly. 

"  No  ;  I  tell  you  it  is  beyond  all  doubt," 
replied  Hornby. 

"  Does  my  Lord  Strafford  know  of  this  V 

"He  does." 

"  But  he  does  not  believe  that  Ethel " 

He  stopped,  for  he  could  not  put  the 
thought  in  words. 

''So  he  always  professed,"  answered 
Hornby,  divining  the  unspoken  question. 
"I  have  no  doubt  but  that  he  saw  your 
father  and  extracted  the  truth  from  him ; 
such,  I  believe,  was  his  intention,  and  at 
times  I  have  thought  of  writing  to  him  to 
know  this." 

"  And  why  have  you  not  done  so  ?" 

"  Because  I  am  weary  of  the  wretched 
business.     What  would  it  avail  me  to  know 
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the  truth  now  1  My  child  has  grown  up 
a  stranger,  not  knowing  me ;  and  do  you 
think  my  Lady  Countess  would  now  acknow- 
ledge a  battered  hireling  ready  to  enlist 
under  any  king  or  any  nation,  and  cut 
throats  at  so  much  a  day  ?  Truly  a  noble 
father  for  the  wife  of  the  great  Earl  of 
StrafPord !  Could  anything  I  might  now 
learn  give  me  back  the  past,  raise  this 
ragged  rascalhon  to  the  fortune  he  once 
held  ?  I  never  pray  but  for  one  thing,  and 
that  is,  I  may  meet  at  last  a  soldier's  death, 
and  not  die  in  a  gutter,  or  in  some  such 
drunken  brawl  as  you  interrupted  to-night." 

"  1  trust  not,"  said  Launcelot,  sadly. 

To  have  offered  consolation,  assistance,  or 
to  have  even  spoken  of  hope,  would  have 
sounded  as  an  insult  from  his  lips ;  but  to 
have  restored  this  deeply-wronged  man  to 
his  once  high  position,  and,  above  all,  to 
have  given  him  oblivion  for  the  past,  the 
generous  young  man  would  at  that  moment 
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have  laid  fortune,  life  itself,  at  Lis  feet — 
ay,  even  have  changed  places  with  him. 
And  yet  with  all  this  burden  of  transmitted 
sin  upon  his  soul,  he  dared  do  nothing. 

There  was  silence  for  some  minutes. 
Hornby  had  finished  the  first  bottle  of 
wine  and  called  for  a  second,  which  he  was 
now  rapidly  emptying  in  a  sullen  dogged 
manner. 

Launcelot  was  deep  in  thought.  He  had 
already  formed  a  resolution.  It  was  to 
seek  Strafford  and  hear  from  his  lips  the 
confirmation  or  denial  of  Hornby's  story. 
He  cannot  deny  me  such  an  explanation, 
was  his  reflection. 

He  mentioned  his  purpose  to  his  com- 
panion, and  asked  him  to  bear  him  company. 

"  That  my  Lady  Countess  may  send  me 
into  the  kitchen  to  dine  with  her  scullions," 
he  replied  with  a  sneer.     "  Not  I. " 

"Ethel  is  incapable  of  false  pride,"  an- 
swered Launcelot,    "  and  would  treat  you 
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as  becomes  a  daughter  under  any  circum- 
stances." 

"Bah!"  retorted  Hornby,  contemptu- 
ously, swallowing  a  cup  of  wine  at  a 
draught. 

"  Let  me  know  where  I  shall  find  you 
then  when  I  return,  for  you  would  surely 
like  to  know  ?" 

"  I  want  to  know  nothing,"  interrupted 

Hornby,  fiercely.      "  I  know  all,  and  much 

more  than  I  wish  to  know.     But  1  want 

* 
never   to    look   upon    your   face  again.     I 

spared  your  father  for  your  sake,  let  that 

be  enough  forbearance ;  do  not  seek  more. 

Begone  !" 

The  bloodshot  eyes,  the  purple  face,  the 
muffled  voice,  and  the  drunken  fury  of  his 
manner  told  Launcelot  how  useless  it  was 
to  argue  further  with  him. 

So  without  another  word  he  rose.  As 
he  was  leaving  the  room  Hornby  called 
out — 
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"  You'll  hear  of  me  here,  if  I'm  not  under 
the  turf.     Now  go  !" 

Having  discharged  the  score,  Launcelot 
went  away  with  a  heavy  heart. 

"This  is  my  father's  work,"  was  his 
thought. 
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CHAPTEE    XI. 

HONOUR     FOR     HONOUR. 

Early  on  the  morning  of  the  following  day 
Launcelot  set  forward  on  his  journey  to 
York.  Everywhere  through  the  country 
he  passed  he  heard  mutterings  of  the 
coming  storm ;  everywhere  anxiety  and 
agitation.  Business  was  almost  suspended. 
Every  man's  mind  was  engrossed  by  politics 
to  the  exclusion  of  his  own  affairs  ;  and  in 
the  towns  the  shops  were  left  to  take  care  of 
themselves  while  their  owners  discussed 
the  probable  action  of  the  new  Parliament. 
Although  the  design  of  the  impeachment 
had  been  kept  a  profound  secret,  there  was  a 
general  belief  that  one  of  the  first  acts  of  the 
Commons  would  be  some  violent  measure 
against  Strafford  and  Laud. 
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The  hatred  against  the  spiritual  minister 
far  exceeded  that  testified  against  the  tem- 
poral. There  were  few  redeeming  points 
in  the  character  of  the  Archbishop.  His 
intolerance  assumed  the  worst  form  of 
bigotry,  and  his  vindictiveness  descended 
to  the  most  petty  and  despicable  acts.  He 
would  mark  a  man  out  for  vengeance  for 
the  lightest  word  or  the  most  unmeaning 
jest ;  while  his  attempt  to  impose  Popish 
ceremonies  upon  the  forms  of  the  Esta- 
bhshed  Church  completed  the  odium  in 
which  he  was  held  by  all  classes.  To  the 
hatred  expressed  so  universally  against  this 
haughty  prelate  Launcelot  heard  scarcely  a 
dissentient  voice. 

With  regard  to  Strafford  the  case  was 
different-  There  were  many  ready  to  do 
justice  to  his  virtues ;  to  acknowledge  his 
strict  integrity,  his  impartial  justice,  his 
unselfish  devotion  to  the  King,  even  while 
they  strongly  condemned   his   administra- 
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tion.  But  Launcelot  could  hear  that 
nearly  all  his  reprehensible  acts  had  been 
greatly  misrepresented  and  exaggerated, 
and  that  much  of  the  hatred  against  him 
had  been  rather  instilled  into  men's  minds 
than  arisen  from  their  own  unbiassed 
convictions.  All,  however,  were  equally 
embittered  against  that  cold  haughty  arro- 
gance he  assumed  in  public,  so  repellent  to 
English  feelings,  and  indeed  the  worst 
offence  of  which  a  sovereign  or  statesman 
can  be  guilty  in  this  country,  where  bon- 
homie and  good-natured  familiarity  will 
neutralise  both  vice  and  tyranny,  as  they 
did  in  the  persons  of  Henry  the  Eighth  and 
Elizabeth. 

Every  one  appeared  to  be  confident  that 
the  new  House  of  Commons  would  compel 
the  deposition  both  of  the  minister  and  the 
Archbishop.  Some  of  the  more  violent  con- 
tended that  both  must  be  sentenced  to 
perpetual   banishment ;    but    the    idea   of 
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putting  them  to  death  did  not  seem  to 
have  entered  any  man's  brain  ;  at  least, 
such  was  the  impression  which  his  ob- 
servations during  the  journey  left  upon 
Launcelot. 

And  this  conclusion  increased  his  dis- 
taste, even  upon  political  grounds,  for  an 
act  which  he  had  not  regarded  favourably 
upon  its  proposition,  and  confirmed,  what 
he  had  from  the  first  believed,  that  the 
Earls  death  was  demanded  rather  by  the 
private  malice  of  a  clique  than  by  the  voice 
of  the  nation. 

He  travelled  with  post-horses,  and  with 
all  possible  speed,  for  he  had  only  seven 
days  from  the  time  of  his  starting  to 
the  assembling  of  the  Parliament,  which 
opened  on  the  3rd  of  November,  and  at 
which  he  was  determined  to  be  present. 

He  arrived  at  York  on  the  evening  of 
the  31st  of  October.  A  sullen  gloom 
reigned  throughout  the  city — a  treacherous 
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calm,  even  more  boding  than  the  clamour 
and  agitation  he  had  left  behind.  Strafford 
was  still  sufficiently  potent  there  to  sup- 
press all  open  murmurings  against  his 
authority,  but  every  face  was  "the  index 
to  a  tragic  volume." 

Having  put  up  at  an  hostelry,  refreshed 
himself  and  changed  his  attire,  Launcelot 
made  his  way  to  the  castle,  where  the  Earl 
was  then  residing.  It  was  long  since  he 
had  felt  such  tremors  as  at  the  thought  of 
this  approaching  interview.  He  found  the 
castle  guarded  with  as  much  care  and  by 
as  strong  a  force  as  though  an  enemy  had 
been  without  the  walls.  The  soldiers  on 
duty  were  entirely  composed  of  the  Irish 
troops,  who  had  recently  arrived,  upon 
whose  fidelity  Strafford  could  better  rely 
than  upon  that  of  the  English  forces. 

Launcelot  found  considerable  difficulty  in 
passing  the  sentries,  and  would  certainly 
not  have  gained  admittance  that  night  had 
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he  not  been  observed  by  one  of  the  old 
Woodhouse  domestics,  who  knew  him  well, 
and  undertook  to  let  his  lord  know  that  Sir 
Launcelot  Frankhn  desired  speech  with  him 
on  business  of  importance. 

After  a  delay  of  some  ten  minutes  a  per- 
sonal attendant  of  the  Earl's  appeared,  who 
conducted  him  to  an  antechamber  and  left 
him.  A  few  minutes  afterwards  the  door 
opened  and  Strafford  entered. 

Launcelot  was  quite  startled  by  the 
alteration  which  care  and  sickness  had 
wrought  in  him  since  they  last  met.  His 
greeting  was  dignified,  yet  neither  cold  nor 
cordial. 

"It  is  many  years  since  you  and  I  have 
met,  Sir  Launcelot,"  he  said;  and  there  was 
a  shade  of  sadness  in  his  voice  and  face,  for 
this  visit  recalled  so  many  sweet  and  bitter 
memories  of  the  past. 

Launcelot  was  touched  by  the  melan- 
choly of  that  tone,  for  this  meeting  brought 
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back  to  him  also  a  host  of  remembrances 
full  of  tenderness  and  sorrow.  "  There 
have  been  many  changes  to  both  of  us 
since  then,"  he  replied,  uttering  his 
thought. 

"Ay,"  answered  Strafford.  "But  I 
understand  you  have  business  with  me," 
he  added,  after  a  pause. 

This  question  called  back  Launcelot's 
wandering  thoughts  to  the  object  of  his 
journey,  into  which  he  at  once  plunged 
without  preface  or  observation.  "  Three 
days  ago  I  met,  after  many  years,  a  man 
whom  I  had  until  then  known  as  Godfrey 
Hornby,  but  whose  real  name,  it  appears,  is 
Sir  Godfrey  Ehodes ;  he  told  me  a  story  of 
which  I  was  before  ignorant — I  perceive 
you  understand  me,  and  that  I  need  not 
enter  into  particulars." 

"  And  did  not  Sir  Eichard,  even  upon 
his  deathbed,  make   you   acquainted  with 
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this "  He  paused  for  want  of  a  suitable 

word. 

"  When  I  arrived  at  the  hall  he  was 
already  speechless,"  replied  Launcelot,  taking 
up  the  break. 

"  And  did  he  leave  no  confession  behind 
among  his  papers  ?" 

"  None  that  I  have  ever  discovered." 

"  As  you  have  heard  this  story,  what 
would  you  of  me  ?"  demanded  Strafford, 
coldly. 

''  As  you  must  be  aware,  Hornby  is  him- 
self ignorant  of  many  of  the  most  im- 
portant particulars,  even  of  the  extent  of 
my  father's  guilt.  I  could  not  rest  with 
a  doubt  lingering  in  my  mind.  I  would 
know  the  worst  or  the  best  of  my 
misery." 

Straiford  regarded  him  steadfastly  while 
he  spoke.  "  Your  misery  !"  he  answerM  ; 
''  these  things  cannot  affect  you.    Not  upon 
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his  own  progeny  could  fall  the  effects  of 
your  father's  evil  deed." 

"  Would  to  Heaven  they  could  !"  replied 
Launcelot,  fervently.  "  Would  I  could  have 
taken  the  burden  of  misery  which  his  crime 
has  laid  upon  others  !  I  at  least  share  it 
with  them  now." 

Strafford's  face  softened  and  his  tones 
were  gentler  as  he  replied,  "If  it  be  any 
satisfaction  to  you  to  learn  the  whole 
truth  of  the  wretched  story  J  will  relate 
it." 

Launcelot  listened  to  his  words  with  the 
most  rapt  attention.  Terrible  as  was  the 
catastrophe  of  the  unfortunate  Lady  Rhodes, 
it  was  a  profound  relief  to  him  to  find  that 
his  father  had  been  saved  from  the  actual 
crime,  and  that  his  worst  fears  were  un- 
founded. 

But  many  thoughts  were  passing 
through  his  mind  while  Strafford  was 
speaking ;   he  thought  of  the  child  whom 
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his  father  had  rendered  doubly  an  orphan  ; 
he  thought  of  the  melancholy,  the  blight 
which  had  saddened  all  Ethel's  young  Hfe ; 
but  for  the  noble,  generous  protection  of 
the  man  who  stood  before  him  what  might 
have  been  her  fate !  And  this  man  was 
doomed  to  death,  and  he  was  leagued  with 
the  men  who  swore  his  destruction.  His 
father  had  lost  her  both  her  parents,  and 
he,  the  son,  was  helping  to  destroy  her 
husband. 

The  thought  appalled  him.  Could  he 
not  save  the  Earl  ?  And  so  be  forsworn — 
a  traitor  to  his  party  !  Terrible  alternatives 
both.  He  might  warn  him  of  the  peril 
in  which  he  stood  without  indicating  its 
nature,  or  whence  it  threatened ;  but  even 
that  would  be  to  betray  the  confidence  he 
was  pledged  to  preserve.  In  answer  to 
that  doubt  there  rose  before  him  Ethel's 
widowed  form,  which  would  carry  evermore 
the  awful  reproach  that  a  word  from  him 
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might  have  saved  her  husband  and  he 
would  not  speak  it.  That  thought  over- 
whelmed all  scruples.  "  I  know  at  least 
now  the  extent  of  my  unhappy  father's 
guilt,"  he  said,  "  and  imagination  can  no 
longer  clothe  the  reality  in  yet  darker 
colours.  Pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I  presume 
to  express  how  deeply  your  noble  conduct 
throughout  this  sad  history  has  touched 
me.  I  would,  if  possible,  show  you  some 
gratitude.  Let  me,  then,  warn  you  that 
your  enemies  have  determined  upon  your 
destruction ;  that  if  you  remain  in  England 
they  will  find  means  to  accomplish  it.  Quit 
the  country  before  the  Parliament  meets, 
or  you  are  lost  beyond  the  power  of  man  to 
save  you.  This  is  no  vague  warning;  I 
speak  upon  the  most  certain  grounds,  and 
I  offer  it  as  some  small  expiation  to  the 
Countess  for  past  wrongs.  For  her  sake  I 
conjure   you   not   to   neglect   it.     Do  not 
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question  me,  for  I  will  answer  nothing,  nor 
will  I  speak  one  word  more." 

Throughout  this  speech  the  Earl's  coun- 
tenance had  not  moved  a  muscle  ;  although 
Launcelot's  was  white  as  marble,  with  big 
drops  of  sweat  standing  upon  it. 

Fearful  of  being  detained,  or  of  his 
sympathies  tempting  him  to  more  explicit 
disclosures,  he  snatched  up  his  hat,  and 
without  one  word  of  adieu  hurried 
from  the  chamber. 

Soon  afterwards  he  was  hurrying  through 
the  dark  streets  of  the  city,  not  knowing 
nor  caring  whither  he  was  going. 

The  night  was  damp  and  cold ;  but  his 
brow  was  bathed  in  perspiration,  and  his 
blood  was  burning  with  fever.  To  his 
sensitive  and  over-refining  mind  it  seemed 
that  he  had  branded  himself  with  eternal 
infamy ;  that  he  was  a  perjurer,  a  traitor, 
an  informer ;  false  to  himself,  false  to  the 
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men     who    trusted    him,     a    dishonoured 
man. 

"  And  yet  I  have  done  no  more  than  the 
justice  that  God  has  imposed  upon  us,"  he 
thought.  "An  eye  for  an  eye,  a  tooth  for 
a  tooth ;  I  have  given  an  honour  for  an 
honour,  perhaps  a  life  for  a  life." 


CHAPTEE  XII. 

IRREVOCABLE. 

Launcelot's  warnings  and  the  unceasing 
urgings  and  importunities  of  Lady  Strafford 
were  truly  but  tlie  echo  of  the  Earl's  own 
fears  and  misgivings.  He  knew  the  number 
and  strength  of  his  enemies,  he  knew  the 
universal  clamour  they  had  raised  against 
him  throughout  the  land,  and  he  mistrusted 
the  power  and,  alas !  even  the  firmness  of 
the  King  to  protect  him.  Had  there  been 
but  himself  to  think  of  he  would  not  have 
stirred  one  step,  but  would  have  met  his 
fate  with  the  stoicism  of  a  Regulus ;  but, 
as  we  have  seen,  his  domestic  affections, 
his  love  for  his  wife  and  children  were  one 
of  the  dominant  passions    of  his    nature ; 

VOL.  IIL  11 


162      THE  GATHERING  OF  THE  STORM.        [book  vii. 

for  their  sakes  he  resolved  to  make  an 
effort  to  save  himself. 

He  had  fully  intended  to  be  present  at 
the  opening  of  Parliament ;  he  now  changed 
his  mind  and  wrote  a  letter  to  the  King,  in 
which  he  begged  him  to  dispense  with  his 
attendance. 

"  I  shall  not  be  able  to  do  your  Majesty 
any  service  there/'  he  wrote,  "  but  should 
rather  be  a  means  to  hinder  your  affairs, 
in  regard  as  I  foresee  that  the  great  envy 
and  ill-will  of  the  Parliament  and  of  the 
Scots  will  be  bent  against  me  ;  whereas,  if 
I  keep  out  of  sight,  I  would  not  be  so 
much  in  their  mind  as  I  should  be  by 
showing  myself  in  Parliament ;  and  if  they 
should  fall  upon  me,  I  being  at  a  distance, 
whatever  they  shall  conclude  against  me  I 
might  the  better  avoid  and  retire  from 
any  danger,  having  the  liberty  of 
being  out  of  their  hands  and  to  go 
over  to  Ireland,    or   to   some    other  place 
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where  I  might  be  most  serviceable  to  your 
Majesty.*" 

It  was  a  great  humiliation  to  his  pride 
to  show  this  fear  of  his  enemies,  but  he 
submitted  for  the  sake  of  those  dearer  to 
him  than  himself 

It  was  joyful  news  to  Ethel  that  he  had 
abandoned  his  journey  to  London,  for  she 
was  fuUy  conscious  of  the  imminence  of  his 
danger,  and  looked  forward  to  the  assem- 
bling of  this  Parliament  with  a  prophetic 
dread. 

Next  morning  he  dispatched  a  messenger 
with  the  epistle,  and  orders  to  ride  night 
and  day  until  he  placed  it  in  the  King's 
hands,  and  to  use  the  same  speed  in  return- 
ing with  the  answer. 

The  time  which  intervened  between  the 
departure  and  return  was  one  of  gloom  and 
anxiety ;  he  repented  of  having  been  guilty 
of  what  he  esteemed  a  weakness ;  never 
had  he  been  so  dissatisfied  with  any  action 
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of  his  life ;  and  to  the  rack  of  the  mind 
was  added  the  anguish  of  the  body,  from  a 
painful  illness. 

On  the  fifth  day  the  messenger  re- 
turned with  the  answer. 

It  was  cold  and  brief 

"  Straffoed,"  it  commenced, 

"  You  have  asked  what  it  is  impossible 
for  us  to  grant.  Never  had  we  greater 
need  of  every  loyal  subject  about  us  than 
now,  or  of  all-vdse  and  trusty  counsellors 
whose  good  counsels  we  shall  much  need. 
We  must  therefore  command  your  presence 
with  all  convenient  speed.  Be  assured  you 
have  nothing  to  fear,  and  that  we  will  hold 
fast  to  our  royal  word  ;  the  Parliament  shall 
not  touch  one  hair  of  your  head. 

''Charles  E." 

It  was  with  a  feehng  of  relief,  almost  of 
joy,  that  Straiford  perused  this  epistle.     It 
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rescued  him  from  a  self-imposed  humiliation 
and  satisfied  his  conscience,  for,  whatever 
might  ensue,  he  had  at  least  offered  to 
escape  the  danger  ;  it  was  by  the  King's 
command,  not  by  his  own  will,  he  acted 
now. 

But  it  was  a  terrible  blow  to  Ethel.  Not 
even  the  fear  of  her  lord's  displeasure  could 
prevent  her  inveighing  bitterly  against 
the  King's  selfishness. 

He  arranofed  that  Ethel  and  the  children 
should  remain  at  York,  at  least  until  they 
heard  from  him. 

Within  twelve  hours  after  the  receipt  of 
the  letter  he  had  arisen  from  his  sick-bed 
and  was  on  his  way  to  obey  its  mandate. 


BOOK  THE  UIGHTH. 
THE    BLOCK. 


CHAPTER  L 

THE   IMPEACHMENT. 

Never  had  an  English  Parhament  been 
opened  under  such  a  gloomy  and  melan- 
choly aspect  as  was  that  destined  to  be  the 
most  famous  in  our  annals.  From  the  first 
it  was  big  with  portent.  There  was  no 
procession  or  pomp,  and  little  ceremony. 
The  King  went  privately  in  his  barge  to 
Parliament  Stairs,  with  no  more  attendants 
than  were  absolutely  necessary.  He  was 
received  in  the  house  with  silent  .coldness, 
and  every  face  he  looked  upon  was  stem 
and  haughty.  Such  a  reception  seriously 
affected  him,  and  his  speech  was  vague 
and  embarrassed.     Troubles  and  difficulties 
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began  at  the  first  step.  His  Majesty  had 
selected  Sir  Thonias  Gardiner,  the  Recorder 
of  London,  for  Speaker ;  but  intrigue  and 
corruption  were  set  to  work,  and  success- 
fully, to  prevent  his  election  to  any  of  the 
City  seats,  and  Mr.  Lenthall,  a  lawyer  of 
Lincoln's  Inn,  was  placed  in  the  chair 
instead. 

The  moment  the  King  quitted  the  house 
the  clamour  commenced ;  there  was  not  a 
member  who  had  not  a  petition  of  his 
representatives  to  read,  in  the  which  was 
set  forth  a  whole  list  of  grievances.  All 
these  complaints  were  voted  to  be  legitimate 
without  one  opposing  voice. 

Day  by  day  the  clamour,  both  in  Parlia- 
ment and  out,  waxed  louder  and  more 
threatening,  and  farmers  and  tradespeople 
came  up  from  the  country  in  bands  with 
complaints  and  grievances.  Everywhere, 
in  the  public  places,  in  the  pulpits,  the 
Court  and  the  ministers  were  denounced, 
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and  the  punishment  of  the  "  dehnquents," 
as  they  were  called,  loudly  demanded. 

On  the  9th  of  November  Strafford  arrived 
in  London.  He  sent  a  messenger  to  the 
King  to  acquaint  him  with  his  arrival ;  but 
the  fatigues  of  a  journey  to  undertake  which 
he  had  risen  from  a  sick-bed,  had  so  utterly 
prostrated  him,  that  he  found  it  impossible 
even  to  get  as  far  as  Whitehall,  and  was 
conveyed  in  an  almost  insensible  state  to  a 
house  in  Austin  Friars,  which  had  been  his 
town  dwelling  in  years  gone  by.  The 
whole  of  the  next  day  a  low  intermittent 
fever  confined  him  to  his  bed. 

The  news  of  his  arrival  spread  throughout 
London  in  a  few  hours.  A  secret  council 
was  held  on  the  10th  by  the  leaders  of  the 
Commons,  and  his  impeachment  resolved 
upon  for  the  next  day. 

Already  Charles  repented  of  having  sum- 
moned the  Earl  to  London,  for  he  could  no 
longer  fail  to  perceive  the  terrible  storm 
which  was  about  to  descend  upon  him. 
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About  noon  on  the  fatal  11th  the  Earl 
insisted  upon  visiting  the  King,  and  was 
conveyed  to  Whitehall  in  a  carriage. 

He  found  the  King  worn  out  with  anxiety. 

"My  poor  StraJSbrd,"  he  said,  "why 
have  you  undertaken  such  a  journey  in  this 
state  of  health  V 

"In  obedience  to  your  Majesty's  com- 
mands," replied  the  Earl. 

"  Would  you  had  disobeyed  them !"  re- 
sponded  the  King  gloomily.  "  Have  you 
heard  of  the  insolence  of  these  men — of  the 
monstrous  lengths  to  which  they  are  pro- 
ceeding ?  I  am  no  longer  a  sovereign ; 
they  set  my  authority  at  defiance.  You 
counselled  me  against  Parliaments  ;  too  late 
I  perceive  the  wisdom  of  your  advice. 
What  can  be  done  now  ?" 

"  There  is  but  one  course,  your  Majesty, 
that  I  can  advise.  Go  to  the  house,  boldly 
dissolve '  it,  expel  the  members,  and  lock 
the  doors.  Invite  the  people  to  lay  their 
petitions  in  your  hands,  promise  the  redress 
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of     oppressive     grievances,     and     observe 
it." 

"  But  how  are  we  to  obtain  supplies,  of 
which  we  never  stood  in  such  great  need  as 
now  ?  Your  counsel  is  too  desperate  ;  these 
rebels  would  take  up  arms  against  us." 

"  Whatever  your  Majesty  may  decide,  I 
fear  the  sword  will  be  appealed  to  at  last. 
The  insolence  of  these  traitors  will  grow 
with  every  concession.  Better  for  you  to 
strike  the  first  blow  than  that  they 
should." 

"  And  plunge  my  unhappy  kingdom  into 
civil  war,"  answered  the  King  shuddering  ; 
"no,  I  cannot  do  that." 

In  the  midst  of  their  conference  a  page 
entered  to  announce  that  a  gentleman,  who 
had  just  come  from  the  Parhament  House, 
was  desirous  of  communicating  most'  impor- 
tant intelligence  to  his  Majesty. 

The  King  desired  him  to  be  admitted. 

''Some  new  insolence,  some  further  attack 
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upon  our  prerogative,  I  suppose,"  he  said, 
turning  to  Strafford. 

The  next  moment  there  entered  a  gentle- 
man, whose  pale  and  agitated  countenance 
proclaimed  his  news  to  be  serious. 

"  Your  Majesty,"  he  said,  kneeling  be- 
fore the  King,  "  I  have  been  sent  to  inform 
you  that  the  Commons  is  now  sitting  with 
closed  doors,  and  that  in  the  course  of  this 
sitting  Mr.  Pym  intends  to  impeach  the 
Earl  of  Strafford  for  high  treason." 

The  King  became  white  as  death,  and 
his  lips  could  scarcely  form  the  words  "  We 
thank  you,  sir;  you  can  retire." 

When  they  were  alone  again  he  turned 
his  glance  upon  the  Earl,  who  remained 
as  calm  as  though  this  intelligence  in  no 
way  affected  him. 

"  Strafford,"  he  said,  stammering  with 
his  fear,  "  you  must  fly  at  once ;  all  the 
resources  of  my  household  are  at  your 
command ;  there   is  yet  time  for  escape ; 
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retire  to  Ireland  ;  I  will  defend  your  cause 
in  your  absence." 

"  Too  late,  sire,"  replied  Strafford.  "  I 
would  not  now  fly  before  these  traitors  to 
escape  a  hundred  deaths  ;  they  shall  never 
have  that  crown  to  their  victory.  I  will 
meet  them  upon  their  own  ground  ;  it  shall 
be  impeachment  for  impeachment.  I  have 
with  me  undoubted  proofs  of  a  traitorous 
correspondence  between  Pym,  St.  John,  and 
other  leaders  of  the  factious  party,  and  the 
Scottish  rebels  ;  this  instant,  with  your 
Majesty's  permission,  I  will  repair  to  West- 
minster, and  while  they  are  concocting 
their  charges  I  will  place  these  papers  in 
the  hands  of  the  peers ;  the  battle  will  be 
then  to  the  strongest." 

His  nostrils  quivered  and  dilated,  and  a 
colour  rose  to  his  sallow  cheek. 

In  vain  did  the  King  advise  him  to  adopt 
a  more  conciliatory  policy  ;  he  firmly  but 
respectfully    persisted    in    his    resoliition, 
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until,  weary  of  argument,  Charles  was  fain 
to  give  way. 

"  Have  no  fear  for  your  ultimate  safety, 
for  remember  that  is  guaranteed  by  our 
royal  pledge,"  were  his  parting  words. 

The  clock  was  striking  three  as  Strafford 
presented  himself  at  the  door  of  the  peers' 
chamber.  The  usher,  knowing  what  was 
going  on  within,  barred  his  passage,  stam- 
mering some  vague  excuse. 

But  an  imperious  rebuke  quickly  made 
the  man  give  way,  and  throwing  open  the 
doors  with  his  own  hand  he  advanced 
haughtily  towards  his  seat. 

For  a  second  the  stillness  of  death  fell 
upon  the  assembly,  and  every  eye  was 
turned  in  amazement  upon  the  audacious 
intruder.  Then  a  voice,  that  was  imme- 
diately echoed  by  three  or  four  others,  bade 
him  retire. 

With  his  hand  restmg  upon  the  arm  of 
his  chair,  he  faced  round  to  the  speakers 
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and   demanded   by   what   authority    they 
ordered  him  to  do  so. 

That  ghttering  eye  and  haughty  presence 
had  not  yet  lost  their  spell,  and  each  man 
waited  for  his  neighbour  to  reply  to  the 
challenge.  But  in  the  pause  there  was 
heard  the  trampling  of  many  feet,  and 
up  to  the  bar  of  the  chamber  came  a  depu- 
tation of  the  Commons,  headed  by  the 
Earl's  bitterest  foe — Pym. 

A  spy  had  brought  him  intelligence  that 
Strafford  was  on  his  way  to  the  house,  and 
he  had  on  the  instant  arranged  this  coup 
d'etat. 

Upon  the  nature  of  the  deputation's 
message  being  demanded,  Pym  answered 
that  they  were  there  in  the  name  of  all  the 
Commons  of  England  to  impeach  Thomas 
Wentworth,  Earl  of  Strafford,  Baron  of 
Raby,  &c.,  enumerating  his  numerous  titles 
and   dignities,   of  high  treason  and  other 
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heinous  crimes  and  misdemeanours,  of  which 
the  said  Commons  would  in  due  time  make 
proof  in  form ;  but  that  in  the  meanwhile 
they  desired  he  should  be  sequestrated 
from  all  employment,  and  placed  in  safe 
custody." 

Strafford  never  moved  throughout  this 
speech,  but  kept  his  eye  fixed  upon  the 
speaker,  who,  bold  as  he  was,  shifted  un- 
easily beneath  its  gaze. 

Emboldened  by  Pym's  words  many  of 
the  lords  again  clamorously  called  upon 
the  Earl  to  withdraw. 

He  remained  in  the  same  immovable  at- 
titude until  the  clamour  had  subsided,  and 
then  replied  in  a  voice  that  rang  through 
the  hall. 

'*  Not  until  you  have  heard  me." 

Again  the  old  spell  subdued  the  mur- 
murers  to  silence  ;  and  then  the  Earl  spoke, 
neither   defiantly    nor    submissively,    but 
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with  due  regard  to  the  august  tribunal 
before  which  he  stood  as  well  as  to  his  own 
dignity. 

"It  is  my  great  misfortune/'  he  said, 
"  to  lie  under  so  heavy  a  charge,  of  which 
I  am  wholly  innocent,  as  I  shall  beyond 
doubt  shortly  make  appear  to  you  ;  yet  I 
desire  that  I  may  keep  my  liberty  until 
my  guilt  shall  be  proved;  and  I  would 
have  you  consider  what  mischief  you  will 
bring  upon  yourselves  if  upon  so  general  a 
charge  a  peer  of  the  realm  shall  be  com- 
mitted to  prison,  and  so  deprived  of  his  place 
in  this  house,  where  he  was  summoned  by 
the  King's  writ  to  assist  in  his  Majesty's 
councils ;  and  I  would  likewise  have  you 
consider  of  the  consequences  of  such  a  pre- 
cedent to  your  privileges  and  birthright. 
These  men,"  he  went  on  pointing 'to  Pym 
and  his  companions,  and  changing  his  tone 
to  one  of  scorn,  "  these  men  accuse  me  of 
treason ;    I    cast    back    their    accusation, 
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which  will  fit  them  better  than  me,  and 
this  I  will  prove  by " 

Here  a  tremendous  clamour  drowned  his 
voice,  for  every  man  there  feared  lest  some 
intrigue  of  his  own  might  be  brought  to 
light  in  these  revelations. 

Nor  would  they  again  listen  to  one  word 
that  fell  from  his  hps.  Finding  at  length 
that  persistence  was  in  vain,  he  was  com- 
pelled to  retire  to  await  the  decision  of  the 
House. 

The  debate  was  brief,  for  every  man  had 
already  decided  in  his  heart  upon  the  Earl's 
condemnation.  Within  a  few  minutes  he 
was  recalled,  and  ordered  to  kneel  at  the 
bar.  This  done,  the  Keeper  of  the  Great 
Seal,  from  the  Woolsack,  pronounced  that 
he  should  be  committed  to  the  custody  of 
the  Gentleman  Usher  of  the  Black  Eod, 
there  to  remain  until  the  House  of  Com- 
mons should  bring  in  a  particular  charge 
against  him.'' 

VOL.  UL  12 
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Then  the  Earl  rose  from  his  knees, 
bowed  gravely,  but  spoke  no  word,  and 
followed  the  Gentleman  Usher  out  of  the 
chamber. 

That  same  night  a  messenger  started  for 
York  bearing  to  the  Countess  the  sad  news 
of  the  Earl's  arrest,  together  with  this 
letter  :— 

"  Sweetheart, — I  never  pitied  you  so 
much  as  I  do  now.  As  to  myself,  albeit  all 
be  done  against  me  that  art  and  malice  can 
devise,  with  all  rigour  possible,  yet  I  am  in 
great  inward  quietness,  and  a  strong  belief 
God  will  dehver  me  out  of  all  these  troubles. 
The  more  I  look  into  my  case  the  more 
hope  I  have,  and  sure  if  there  be  any 
honour  and  justice  left,  my  life  will  not  be 
in  danger ;  and  for  anything  else  time,  I 
trust,  will  solve  any  other  hurt  that  can  be 
done  me.  Therefore  hold  up  your  heart; 
look  to  the  children  and  your  house ;  let 
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me  have  your  prayers ;  and  at  last,  by 
God's  good  pleasure,  we  shall  have  our 
deliverance,  when  we  may  as  little  look  for 
it  as  we  did  for  this  blow  of  misfortune, 
which,  I  trust,  will  make  us  better  to  God 
and  man. 

"Your  loving  husband, 

"Strafford." 

She  did  not  faint ;  she  did  not  even  shed 
a  tear  when  she  heard  the  news  ;  it  seemed 
as  though  her  heart  had  suddenly  turned 
to  stone.  Her  unnatural  composure  quite 
alarmed  the  messenger,  who  was  himself 
trembling  and  weeping. 

A  few  days  afterwards  she  was  in  London, 
the  children  with  her. 

We  pass  over  the  sad  family  meeting, 
for  enough  of  such  scenes  will  come  here- 
after. Ethel  begged  to  remain  vdth  her 
husband,  but  he  would  not  have  it  so.  He 
would  be  so  much  occupied  in  preparing 
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his  defence,  he  said,  and  her  presence  might 
prove  a  hindrance.  But  his  true  reason 
was  to  conceal  from  her  as  much  as  possible 
the  sufferings  of  his  mind  and  body,  and 
the  extreme  danger  in  which  he  stood. 
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CHAPTER    11. 

THE    TRIAL. 

With  the  arrest  of  Strafford  began  the 
deluge.  Within  a  short  period  the  Lord 
Keeper  Finch,  and  Secretary  Windebanke, 
were  compelled  to  fly  beyond  the  seas,  and 
Archbishop  Laud  was  sent  to  keep  the 
Earl  company  in  the  Tower.  The  rapidity 
with  which  the  Parliamentary  party  pro- 
ceeded, until  they  had  stripped  the  King  of 
all  authority  and  reduced  the  nation  from 
an  absolute  monarchy  to  an  extreme  demo- 
cracy, are  matters  of  history,  the  details  of 
which  do  not  come  within  the  scope  of  this 
narrative. 

In  the  meanwhile  there  were  no  means 
too  foul  to  obtain  evidence,  true  or  false, 
to  procure  the  Earl's  condemnation.     Wit- 
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nesses  were  collected  from  the  three  king- 
doms. The  one  firm  friend,  Sir  George 
Eadcliffe,  who  could  have  refuted  half  the 
charges,  was  arrested  by  Pym's  orders  and 
cast  into  prison  upon  some  frivolous  pre- 
tence. This  relentless  foe  even  went  the 
length  of  compelling  the  King  to  release 
the  privy  councillors  from  their  oaths  of 
secrecy,  so  that  they  might  report  any 
words  that  had  fallen  from  the  Earl  that 
might  assist  the  prosecution ;  an  instance  of 
dishonourable  arbitrariness  scarcely  to  be 
paralleled  in  our  annals.  A  committee  of 
thirteen,  chosen  by  the  Commons,  together 
with  a  few  peers,  prepared  the  charges,  and 
examined  papers  and  witnesses,  and  these 
were  bound  by  oath  not  to  disclose  any  of 
their  proceedings,  so  that  xhe  prisoner 
might  not  have  the  means  of  preparing  a 
defence. 

A  statement  of  the  charges  which  would 
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be  brought  against  him  was  given  to  the 
Earl,  but  he  found  therein  nothing  which 
he  was  not  able  to  refute,  for  he  never 
dreamed  of  the  falsehood  and  treachery 
that  were  at  work.  He  could  in  nowise 
understand  how  the  charge  of  high  treason 
could  be  substantiated  against  him,  since 
he  had  been  the  most  faithful  and  indefati- 
gable servant  of  the  King,  from  whom  all 
power  flowed.  His  hopes  rose,  and  he  sat 
down  and  wrote  to  Ethel : — 

"  Sweetheart, — It  is  long  since  I  writ 
unto  you,  for  I  am  here  in  such  trouble  as 
gives  me  Httle  or  no  respite.  The  charge 
is  now  come  in,  and  I  am  now  able,  I  praise 
God,  to  tell  you  that  I  conceive  there  is 
nothing  capital ;  and  at  the  worst,  I  know 
his  Majesty  will  pardon  all,  without  hurting 
my  fortune ;  and  then  we  shall  be  happy  in 
God's   grace.     Therefore   comfort  yourself. 
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for  I  trust  these  clouds  will  away,  and  that 
we  shall  have  fair  weather  afterwards. 
Farewell ! 

"  Your  loving  husband, 

"  Strafford." 

And  these  words  brought  some  comfort 
to  the  bleeding  heart  to  which  they  were 
addressed. 

At  length,  all  being  prepared,  the  22  nd 
of  March  was  fixed  for  the  opening  of  the 
trial. 

Never  had  the  ancient  Hall  of 
Westminster  w^orn  so  imposing  an  aspect 
as  on  that  memorable  day.  Scaffolds, 
eleven  stages  high,  and  divided  by  rails, 
were  erected  on  either  side.  Upon  the 
highest  of  these  sat  the  commissioners  of 
Scotland  and  the  lords  of  Ireland.  In 
the  centre  were  the  peers,  and  the  Lord 
Keeper,  and  the  judges,  in  their  scarlet 
robes,    were    on   the    woolsa.cks.     At   the 
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upper  end,  beyond  the  peers,  was  a  chair 
raised  under  a  cloth  of  state  for  the  King, 
and  another  for  the  Prince.  But  the  King 
was  not  upon  the  throne,  his  presence,  as 
Sovereign,  at  such  a  time,  being  contrary 
to  the  law.  On  each  side  the  cloth  of 
state  were  two  cabinets,  or  galleries.  The 
King,  Queen,  and  their  Court,  occupied 
one  of  these,  while  the  other  was  reserved 
for  the  foreign  nobility.  At  the  foot  of 
the  state- cloth  w^as  a  scaffold  for  ladies  of 
quality.  Every  corner  of  the  spacious 
chamber  was  occupied.  And  without  dense 
crowds  filled  Palace  Yard  and  blocked 
every  approach. 

The  Earl,  guarded  by  two  hundred  men 
of  the  trainbands,  was  brought  from  the 
Tower  by  water.  From  the  Palace  Stairs, 
where  he  landed,  to  the  Hall,  was  an 
unbroken  line  of  people.  One  of  the 
noblest  traits  of  the  English  character  is 
its  respect  for  fallen  greatness,  even  that  of 
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an  enemy ;  and  never  was  this  generosity 
more    admirably   displayed   than    on   that 
occasion.     Calm    and  majestic,   as    though 
he  were   proceeding,  as   he   had  so  often 
done  from  those  stairs,  to  take  part  in  the 
deliberations  of  the  Parliament,  the  Earl 
stepped  from  the  boat  and  moved  towards 
the    Hall.     A  strong   guard   held   all  the 
approaches  to   keep  back  the  people  and 
repress  any  show  of  violence ;   but  it  was 
not    needed ;    for    everywhere    the    crowd 
made   way   before   him,    uncovering    their 
heads ;    scarcely    a    hostile    murmur    was 
heard;   every  face  was  grave,  the  greater 
number  respectful,  many  pitiful.     His  form 
was  attenuated,  and  stooped  a  little  beneath 
the   weight   of  sickness,    while   his   black 
costume,  relieved  only  by  the  George  upon 
his    breast,    still    further   heightened   the 
pallor  of  his  features. 

Every  murmur  was  hushed,   and  every 
eye   in   that   vast    assemblage   was   fixed 
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upon  him  as  he  entered  the  Hall.  But 
his  step  never  faltered,  his  face  never 
changed,  as  he  moved  on  to  the  further 
end  to  a  small  desk ;  beside  him  stood 
the  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  and  behind 
him  were  placed  four  secretaries.  Rest- 
mg  a  hand  upon  the  desk  he  glanced 
around  that  wilderness  of  human  heads 
which  rose  on  all  sides,  and  from  floor  to 
ceihng.  Seated  in  a  conspicuous  position 
among  the  ladies,  his  gaze  rested  for  an 
instant  on  the  pale,  worn  features  of  Lady 
Carlisle ;  their  eyes  met ;  hers  shrank 
away,  his  gave  no  sign  of  recognition. 

All  being  in  their  places,  the  proceed- 
ings commenced.  The  prosecution  was 
opened  by  Pym  in  a  speech  of  great  power. 

"  My  lords,"  he  said,  "  we  stand  here  by 
the  commandment  of  the  knights,  citizens, 
burgesses,  now  assembled  for  the  Commons 
in  Parliament ;  and  we  are  here  to  make 
good   the  impeachment   whereby   Thomas 
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Earl  of  Strafford  stands  charged,  in  their 
name,  and  in  the  name  of  all  the  Commons 
of  England,  with  high  treason.  It  is  the 
cause  of  the  King  ;  it  concerns  his  Majesty 
in  the  honour  of  his  Government,  in  the 
safety  of  his  person,  in  the  stability  of  his 
Crown.  It  is  the  cause  of  the  kingdom. 
It  concerns  not  only  the  peace  and  pro- 
sperity, but  even  the  being  of  the  kingdom. 
We  have  that  piercing  eloquence — the 
cries  and  groans  and  tears  and  prayers  of 
all  subjects — assisting  us.  We  have  the 
three  kingdoms,  England  and  Scotland 
and  Ireland,  in  travail  and  agitation  with 
us,  bowing  themselves,  like  the  hinds 
spoken  of  in  Job,  to  cast  out  their  sor- 
rows. The  first  things  I  shall  observe  in 
this  preamble,  my  lords,  is  this,  that  having 
recited  all  those  great  and  honourable 
offices  which  he  hath  done  under  his 
Majesty,  he  is  bold  to  affirm  that  he  hath 
been  careful  and  faithful  in  the  execution 
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of  all.     He  doth  magnify  Ms  own  endea- 
vours in  five  particulars — 1st,  that  he  hath 
endeavoured  the  maintenance  of  relisfion : 
2nd,  that  he  hath  endeavoured  the  honour 
of  the  King  ;  3rd,  the  increase  of  his  reve- 
nues ;  4th,    the    peace    and    honour    and 
safety  of  the  kingdom  ;  5  th,  the  quiet  and 
peace  of  the  kingdom.     I  shall  give  short 
answers  to    every  one   of  these.      1st,  for 
religion,  my  lords,  we  shall  say  and  prove 
that  he  hath  been  diHgent  to  favour  innova- 
tions, to  favour  superstition,  to  favour  the 
encroachments  of  the  clergy  ;  but  for  reli- 
gion, it  hath  never  received  any  advantage 
by  him,  but  a  great  deal  of  hurt,     i-nd, 
for  the   honour  of  the   King.     My  lords, 
we  say  it  is  for  the  honour  of  the  King 
that  he  is  the  father  of  his  people,  that  he 
is  the  fountain  of  justice,   and  it  cannot 
stand  with  his  honour  and  justice  to  have 
his  government  stained  and  polluted  with 
tyranny  and  oppression.      3rd,  for  the  in- 
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crease  of  his  revenue.  It  is  true  there  may 
be  some  additions  of  some  ;  but  we  say- 
there  is  no  addition  of  strength  or  wealth, 
because  in  those  parts  where  it  hath  been 
increased  the  Earl  hath  taken  the  greatest 
share  himself.  And  when  he  hath  spoiled 
and  ravined  on  the  people,  he  hath  been 
content  to  yield  up  some  part  to  the  King, 
that  he  might  with  more  security  enjoy 
the  rest.  4th,  for  the  strength,  and 
honour,  and  safety  of  the  kingdom  he  hath 
let  in  upon  us  the  calamities  of  war,  shame, 
and  confusion.  5  th,  and  for  the  quiet  of 
the  subjects  he  hath  been  an  incendiary — 
he  hath  armed  us  amongst  ourselves,  and 
made  us  weak  and  naked  to  all  the  world 
besides." 

He  then  proceeded  to  further  enlarge 
upon  these  heads,  and  to  prove  his  position 
by  various  statements. 

After  which  a  number  of  witnesses  were 
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called  to  prove  against  him  various  acts  of 
tyranny  in  Ireland,  and  to  deny  that  he 
had  in  any  way  bettered  the  condition  of 
that  kingdom,  but  much  the  reverse.  He 
was  accused  of  appropriating  oppressive 
monopoHes,  of  raising  the  rates  of  mer- 
chandise, of  giving  undue  encouragement 
to  Papists,  of  composing  all  troops  of  that 
religion,  of  issuing  general  warrants  against 
all  persons  refusing  to  submit  to  his  illegal 
decrees,  and  of  billeting  soldiers  at  free 
quarters  upon  them.  As  Lord  President 
of  the  North  he  was  accused  of  having 
procured  powers  subversive  of  all  laws,  and 
of  having  committed  insufferable  acts  of 
oppression  ;  of  having  declared  the  people 
should  find  the  King's  Httle  finger  heavier 
than  the  reins  of  the  law.  As  chief 
minister  of  England  he  was  accused  of 
having  instigated  the  King  to  make  war 
upon  the  Scots,  of  opposing  the  summoning 
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of  Parliament,  of  counselling  him  to  raise 
money  without  consent  of  his  subjects,  of 
proposing  to  employ  Irish  soldiers  to 
reduce  England  to  obedience — to  coin 
base  money — to  raise  a  new  levy  of 
ship  money — to  force  a  loan  upon  the 
City — and  of  threatening  violence  to 
those  who  refused  to  comply  with  his 
demands. 

To  these  charges  Strafford  replied — That 
the  enlarged  instructions  for  the  Council 
of  York  had  not  been  procured  by  his  soli- 
citation ;  that  the  acts  of  oppression  speci- 
fied had  been  committed  after  his  departure 
for  Ireland  ;  that  many  words  imputed  to 
him  had  been  entirely  twisted  out  of  their 
true  meaning.  He  maintained  that  Ireland, 
being  a  conquered  country,  the  King's  pre- 
rogative was  greater  there  than  in  England  ; 
that  the  arbitrary  judgments  imputed  to 
him  were  delivered  by  competent  tribunals, 
in  which  he  had  no  voice ;  that  the  free 
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quartering  of  troops  was  an  ancient  custom  ; 
that  his  bargains  with  the  Customs  were  for 
the  good  of  the  King  and  the  country ;  that 
hostihty  against  Scotland  being  resolved 
upon,  he  had  counselled  an  offensive  in  pre- 
ference to  a  defensive  war ;  that  he  had 
never  advised  a  base  coinage  ;  and  that  his 
harsh  expressions  against  the  citizens  of 
London  applied  to  only  one  person. 

Throughout  his  defence  every  attempt 
was  made  to  drown  his  words ;  both  the 
Lords  and  the  members  of  the  Commons 
walked  about  talking  loudly,  refreshments 
were  brought  in  and  passed  round,  doors 
were  opened  and  slammed,  and  a  great 
hubbub  kept  up  about  them. 

"My  lords,"  he  said,  alluding  to  certain 
expressions  imputed  to  him  ;  *' these  words 
were  not  wantonly  or  unnecessarily  spoken, 
or  whispered  in  a  corner,  but  they  were 
spoken  in  full  Council,  where,  by  the  duty 
of  my  oath,  I  was  obliged  to  speak  accord- 
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ing  to  my  heart  and  conscience  in  all  things 
concerning  the  King's  service.  As  for 
delivering  my  mind  openly  and  freely, 
shall  I  be  in  danger  of  my  life  as  a  traitor  ? 
My  lords,  I  conjure  you  not  to  make  your- 
selves so  unhappy  as  to  disable  yourselves 
and  children  from  undertaking  the  great 
charge  and  trust  of  the  Commonwealth ; 
you  inherit  that  trust  from  your  fathers ; 
you  are  born  in  great  thoughts ;  you  are 
mixed  up  for  the  great  and  weighty  em- 
ployment of  the  kingdom.  But  if  it  be 
once  admitted  that  a  councillor,  delivering 
his  opinion  with  others  at  a  council-table 
candide  et  caste,  under  an  oath  of  secrecy 
and  faithfulness,  shall  be  brought  into  ques- 
tion, upon  some  misapprehension  or  ignor- 
ance of  the  law,  I  know  not  any  wise  or 
noble  person  of  fortune  who  will,  under 
such  perilous  and  unsafe  terms,  adventure 
to  be  counsellor  to  the  King. 

"  If,  my  lords,  words  spoken  to  friends 
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in  familiar  discourse,  spoken  in  one's  cham- 
ber, spoken  at  one's  table,  in  one's  sick-bed 
— spoken,  perhaps,  to  gain  better  reason,  to 
give  himself  more  clear  light  and  judgment 
by  reasoning;  if  these  things  shall  be 
brought  against  a  man  as  treason,  this, 
under  favour,  takes  away  all  the  comfort  of 
human  society ;  by  this  means  we  shall  be 
debarred  from  speaking,  the  principal  joy 
and  comfort  of  society,  with  good  and  wise 
men  to  become  wiser,  and  better  our  lives. 
If  these  things  be  strained  to  take  away 
life,  and  honour,  and  all  that  is  desirable, 
it  will  be  a  silent  world.  A  city  will 
become  a  hermitage,  and  sheep  will  be 
found  among  a  crowd  and  press  of  people, 
and  no  man  shall  dare  impart  his  solitary 
thoughts  to  his  friends  and  neighbours." 

The  Earl's  noble  and  touching  eloquence, 
the  physical  sufferings  imprinted  upon  his 
countenance,  his  majestic  presence,  his 
dignified    and   dauntless    behaviour,    soon 
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began  to  produce  a  profound  impression 
upon  his  auditors.  He  so  enlisted  the 
sympathies  of  the  clergy  that  Laud  was 
forgotten  ;  even  the  courtiers  were  melted  ; 
while  the  ladies  became  enthusiastic  advo- 
cates of  his  cause,  and  hung  with  tearful 
admiration  upon  every  word  that  fell  from 
liis  lips.  Even  the  Chairman  of  the  Com- 
mittee, Whit  clock,  who  prepared  the  im- 
peachment, has  left  behind  in  his  history 
of  the  trial  a  notification  of  his  admiring 
sympathy.  "  Certainly,  man  never  acted 
such  a  part  on  such  a  theatre,"  he  says, 
"with  more  wisdom,  constancy,  and  elo- 
quence ;  with  greater  reason,  judgment,  and 
temper,  and  with  a  better  grace  in  all  his 
words  and  gestures,  than  this  great  and- 
excellent  person  did." 

Pym  was  furious  at  these  signs  of  sym- 
pathy, and  began  to  fear  lest  this  strong 
reaction  might  prove  so  powerful  that, 
spite  of  all  his   efforts,  Strafford  would  be 
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acquitted.  To  turn  the  tide,  some  new  and 
extraordinary  piece  of  evidence  was  re- 
quired. On  the  night  of  the  day  the  Earl 
completed  his  defence,  which  was  the 
seventeenth  of  the  trial,  there  was  held  a 
secret  meeting  of  his  enemies,  the  result  of 
which  appeared  in  next  day's  proceedings. 
One  of  the  strongest  charges  against  him 
was  that  of  Sir  Harry  Vane,  who  asserted, 
that  in  the  Privy  Council,  called  imme- 
diately after  the  dissolution  of  the  previous 
Parliament,  the  King  having  asked  what 
course  should  now  be  taken,  the  Earl 
replied,  "  Sire,  you  have  now  done  your 
duty,  and  your  subjects  have  failed  in 
theirs ;  and  therefore  you  are  absolved  from 
the  rules  of  government,  and  may  supply 
yourself  by  extraordinary  ways  ;  you  must 
prosecute  the  war  vigorously,  and  you  have 
an  army  in  Ireland  with  which  you  m^y 
reduce  this  kingdom." 

The  Earl  of  Northumberland  pretended 
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to  remember  something  of  the  first  part  of 
the  sentence,  but  no  other  members  of  the 
Council,  not  even  the  Marquis  of  Hamilton, 
could  be  induced  to  assert  that  thej  recol- 
lected any  such  words. 

To  establish  this  evidence  two  witnesses 
were  indispensable  to  the  forms  of  law ; 
there  was  only  one.  But  Pym  and  his 
associates  found  a  means  of  overcoming 
this  formality. 

He  opened  the  day's  proceedings  with  a 
most  plausible  speech,  wherein  he  stated, 
that  some  months  before  the  beginning  of 
this  Parliament  he  had  visited  Sir  Harry 
Vane,  and  that  they  being  together,  and 
condoling  the  sad  condition  of  the  kingdom, 
by  reason  of  the  many  illegal  taxes  and 
pressures.  Sir  Harry  told  Jiim  if  he  would 
call  upon  him  next  day  he  would  show  him 
somewhat  that  would  give  him  much  trouble, 
and  inform  him  what  counsels  were  like  to  be 
followed  to  the  ruin  of  the  kinp'dom;  for 
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that  he  had,  in  the  perusal  of  some  of  his 
father's  papers,  accidentally  met  with  the 
result  of  the  Cabinet  Council  upon  the 
dissolution  of  the  last  Parliament,  which 
comprehended  the  resolutions  then  taken. 

Pym  tlien  went  on  to  say  that  Sir 
Harry  showed  him  a  piece  of  paper  upon 
which  were  letters  and  hieroglyphics,  easily 
decipherable,  into  the  names  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Council ;  that  after  some  demur 
he  had  permitted  him  to  take  a  copy  of 
this  paper,  which  he  now  produced  and 
proceeded  to  read.  Under  the  sign  of  LL. 
&  J.  (Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland),  he 
read  : — "  Absolved  from  rules  of  govern- 
ment— prosecute  the  war  vigorously — an 
army  in  Ireland  to  subdue  the  kingdom." 
This,  he  averred,  was  the  abstract  of  the 
Earl's  speech. 

He  then  went  on  to  argue  that  he, 
having  read  the  paper  in  the  Secretary's 
handwriting,  of  which  he  was  prepared  to 
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swear  this  was  a  true  copy,  constituted  the 
second  witness. 

''It  is  no  wonder,"  he  added,  "that  the 
other  persons  mentioned  in  the  writing 
would  not  remember,  as  they  had  given 
equally  bad  counsel." 

Pym,  having  finished  his  part,  sat  down 
to  make  room  for  the  second  actor,  young 
Sir  Harry  Vane,  who  rose  with  an  air  of 
well-acted  confusion,  and  confessed  that  all 
that  had  been  stated  was  true  ;  that  his 
father  being  away,  and  he  having  possession 
of  his  keys,  he  had  felt  a  curiosity  to 
ascertain  the  contents  of  a  certain  red 
velvet  cabinet  which  stood  among  other 
boxes  of  papers.  He  had  opened  it  and 
there  found  the  document  mentioned  by 
Mr.  Pym,  which  had  made  so  deep  an 
impression  upon  him  that  he  felt'  himself 
bound  in  conscience  to  communicate  his 
discovery  to  some  person  of  better  judg- 
ment than   himself,  who   might   be   more 
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able  to  prevent  the  mischiefs  that  were 
threatened  therein. 

"I  know,"  he  concluded  pathetically, 
"  that  this  discovery  will  prove  little  less 
than  my  ruin  in  the  good  opinion  of  my 
father ;  but  having  been  induced  by  the 
tenderness  of  my  conscience  towards  my 
common  parent,  my  country,  to  trespass 
against  my  natural  father,  I  hope  I  shall 
find  compassion  in  this  House,  though  I 
have  httle  hopes  of  pardon  else- 
where." 

And  with  a  most  lugubrious  countenance 
he  reseated  himself,  upon  which  up  rose 
the  father,  the  elder  Vane,  with  a  stern 
dismay  upon  his  features. 

"  The  ground  of  my  misfortune  is  now 
discovered  to  me,"  he  began  in  an  agitated 
voice.  "  I  was  much  amazed  when  I  found 
myself  pressed  by  such  interrogatories  as 
made  me  suspect  some  discovery  had  been 
made  by  some  persons  conversant  in  the 
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councils  as  myself;  but  I  am  now  satisfied 
to  whom  I  owe  this  misfortune." 

He  then  went  on  to  say  that  upon  his 
return  he  had  burned  many  papers,  lest  by 
any  accident  they  might  come  into  hands 
that  might  make  any  ill  use  of  them ;  and 
amongst  those  so  destroyed  was  the  origi- 
nal of  that  paper  of  which  a  copy  had  been 
read. 

This  scene  was  acted  with  so  much  skill, 
force,  and  passion,  that  scarcely  any  there 
doubted  its  truth,  and  from  that  hour  the 
sympathy  for  the  Earl  began  to  wane. 
Three  days  afterwards  Strafford  resumed 
his  defence  in  a  most  eloquent  and  pathetic 
speech. 

^'  It  is  now  full  two  hundred  and  forty 
years  since  treasons  were  defined,  and  so  long 
has  it  been  since  any  man  was  touched  to 
this  extent  upon  this  crime,  before  myself 
We  have  lived,  my  lords,  happily  to  our- 
selves at  home  ;  we  have  lived  gloriously 
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abroad  to  the  world;  let  us  be  content 
with  what  our  fathers  have  left  us  ;  let  not 
our  ambition  carry  us  to  be  more  learned 
than  they  were  in  these  killing  and  destruc- 
tive arts.  Great  wisdom  it  will  be  in  your 
lordships,  and  just  providence  for  yourselves, 
for  your  posterity,  for  the  whole  kingdom, 
to  cast  from  you  into  the  fire  these  bloody 
and  mysterious  volumes  of  arbitrary  and 
constructive  treasons,  as  the  primitive 
Christians  did  their  books  of  curious  arts, 
and  betake  yourselves  to  the  plain  letter  of 
the  statute,  which  tells  you  where  the 
crime  is,  and  points  out  to  you  the  path  by 
which  you  may  avoid  it.  Let  us  not,  to 
our  own  destruction,  awake  those  sleeping 
lions,  by  rattling  up  a  company  of  old 
records  which  have  lain  so  many  ages  by 
the  wall,  forgotten  and  neglected.  To  all 
my  afflictions  add  not  this,  my  lords,  the 
most  severe  of  any ;  that  I,  for  my  other 
sins,  not  for  my  treasons,  be  the  means  of 
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introducing  a  precedent  so  pernicious  to 
the  laws  and  liberties  of  my  native  country. " 
"  My  lords,"  he  concluded,  '^  I  have  now 
troubled  your  lordships  a  great  deal  longer 
than  I  should  have  done.  Were  it  not  for 
the  interest  of  those  pledges  which  a  saint 

in    heaven    left  me  I   should  be  loth 

[Here,  for  the  first  time,  his  firmness  gave 
way,  and  tears  choked  his  utterance.] 
What  I  forfeit  for  myself  is  nothing,  but  I 
confess  that  my  indiscretion  should  forfeit 
for  them  wounds  me  very  deeply.  You 
will  be  pleased  to  pardon  my  infirmity. 
Something  I  should  have  said,  but  I  see  I 
shall  not  be  able  ;  therefore  I  shall  leave  it. 
And  now,  my  lords,  I  thank  God  I  have 
been  by  his  blessing  sufficiently  instructed 
in  the  extreme  vanity  of  all  temporary 
enjoyments,  compared  to  the  importance  of 
our  eternal  duration.  And  so,  my  lords, 
even  so,  with  all  humility,  and  with  all 
tranquillity  of  mind,  I  submit  clearly  and 
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freely  to  your  judgment ;  and  whether  that 
righteous  doom  shall  be  to  death  or  life,  I 
shall  repose  myself,  full  of  gratitude  and 
confidence,  in  the  arms  of  the  great  Author 
of  my  existence." 

A  murmur  of  pity  and  admiration  ran 
through  the  hall.  Full  of  fury  at  the  sound 
Pym  rose  to  answer.  But  as  he  did  so  he 
caught  the  full  glare  of  Strafford's  eye  ;  for 
a  moment  the  worn  face  Ht  up  with  such 
an  expression  of  passionate  scorn  that  it 
abashed  even  the  savage  effrontery  of  that 
man  ;  he  faltered,  paused,  sought  nervously 
for  a  paper  that  was  under  his  eyes ;  it  was 
the  answer  he  had  prepared  ;  as  he  read 
there  was  a  perceptible  unsteadiness  in  his 
voice,  he  stumbled  over  the  words,  and 
showed  other  signs  of  embarrassment  which 
were  greatly  increased  by  the  rage  he  felt 
at  his  own  weakness. 

This  humiliation,  as  he  knew  it  to  be,  in- 
creased his  malignancy  tenfold.     The  next 
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day,  in  spite  of  tlie  opposition  of  Selden 
and  other  prominent  men,  he  forced  the 
second  reading  of  the  bill  of  attainder.  He 
and  his  associates  even  endeavoured  to 
abruptly  close  the  trial,  to  prevent  the 
prisoner's  counsel  being  heard,  and  even 
threatened  to  punish  "those  insolent 
counsel  who  had  dared  to  undertake  the 
defence  of  a  man  whom  the  House  had  de- 
clared guilty  of  high  treason."  The  lords 
resisted  this  monstrous  proposition ;  but 
the  Commons  would  not  listen  to  the  de- 
fence, saying  it  was  beneath  their  dignity 
to  dispute  with  lawyers. 

In  vain  did  men  most  learned  in 
the  law  declare  there  was  no  ground 
or  colour  to  declare  the  Earl  guilty  of  high 
treason ;  even  several  among  the  peers, 
who  had  previously  been  his  foes,  touched 
by  conscience  and  justice,  declared  they 
could  not  admit  the  Vane  evidence  as 
satisfactory,  for  it  was  upon  that,  being  the 
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only  evidence  worthy  of  the  name,  that  the 
sentence  was  to  be  decided. 

These  objections  were  answered  by  St. 
John  in  a  speech,  the  astounding  infamy 
and  effrontery  of  which  surpassed  all  its 
predecessors,  for  he  maintained  that  al- 
though no  evidence  at  all  might  have  been 
adduced  against  the  Earl,  the  private  satis- 
faction of  each  man's  conscience  should  be 
suf&cienb  to  convict  him. 

And  as  to  the  passing  of  the  law, 
"  It  is  true,"  he  said,  "  we  give  law  to 
hares  and  deer  because  they  are  beasts 
of  chase,  but  it  was  never  accounted 
cruelty  or  foul  play  to  knock  foxes  or 
wolves  on  the  head,  as  they  can  be 
found,  because  they  are  beasts  of 
prey." 

It  was  on  the  21st  of  April,  the  thirty- 
first  of  the  trial,  that  the  third  reading  of 
the  bill  was  taken.  Although  the  result 
could  scarcely  be  in  doubt,   the    auditory 
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waited  the  announcement  of  the  division 
with  breathless  interest.  But  despon- 
dency was  on  the  face  of  every  friend,  for 
during  the  trial  the  Earl  had  won  many 
who  had  been  before  hostile,  and  triumph 
lit  up  the  features  of  every  foe. 

Had  not  all  attention  been  so  strained 
towards  one  personage,  there  were  two 
figures  upon  the  ladies'  benches  which 
might  have  attracted  curious  notice.  The 
one  sat  in  a  foremost  row  ;  each  day  of  the 
trial,  from  the  opening  to  the  closing  of 
the  court,  she  had  occupied  the  same  posi- 
tion ;  she  was  dressed  in  black,  with  a 
black  veil  gathered  about  her  head  so  as 
to  conceal  her  features  at  will.  It  was  the 
Countess  of  Carlisle.  In  those  thirty-one 
days  she  had  aged  years ;  the  haughty 
beauty  of  her  face  was  vanished ;  it  was 
white  and  drawn  and  full  of  woe. 

In    a   corner    of    the    topmost    scaffold 
sat   another   lady,    also    clothed  in  black, 
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with  a  hood  drawn  over  her  head  and 
entirely  conceahng  her  features.  For  the 
last  few  days  she  also  had  occupied  that 
place.     It  was  Ethel. 

Her  husband  had  wished  her  not  to  be 
present  at  the  trial,  and  obedient  in  all 
things,  she  had  submitted  to  his  wishes  ; 
but  as  day  after  day  went  on  it  seemed  to 
her  as  though  she  must  fall  dead  beneath 
this  harrowing  suspense  unless  she  could 
hear  and  see  the  progress  of  this  terrible 
event ;  and  so  she  procured  admittance  to 
the  hall,  and  Strafford  never  suspected  her 
presence. 

At  length  the  division  was  proclaimed, 
the  bill  had  passed  by  a  great  majority ; 
there  were  only  fifty-nine  voted  against  it. 
The  announcement  was  received  in  dead 
silence,  which  was  broken  by  a  deep  sob, 
audible  only  to  those  near  the  place  whence 
it  proceeded ;  but  there  was  an  immediate 
commotion  on  the  ladies'  benches,     Ethel 

VOL.  IIL  14 
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had  fallen  fainting.  To  hear  the  more  dis- 
tinctly she  had,  forgetful  of  all  else,  drawn 
aside  her  hood,  and  her  features  were  now 
exposed  to  view.  Soon  it  was  whispered 
from  ear  to  ear  that  it  was  Lady  Strafford ; 
all  who  were  near  gathered  about  the  spot, 
and  every  one  stood  on  tip-toe  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  her,  and  hundreds  of  eyes  were 
dimmed  with  tears  at  the  sight  of  that  pale, 
suffering  face. 

Ere  the  prisoner,  who  had  been  with- 
drawn during  the  last  deliberation,  was 
brought  back  to  the  bar,  she  had  been 
carried  out. 

Strafford  listeaed  to  the  announcement 
of  the  vote  with  unflinching  calmness. 

Once   his    eyes   turned   upon   the    spot, 
where,  rigid  as  a  statue.  Lady  Carlisle  still 
sat. 

There  was  a  look  almost  of  appeal 
upon  her  face  as  it  met  his  gaze,  which 
instantly  changed  to  the  same  expression 
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of  passionate  scorn  that  it  had  cast  upon 
Pym.  She  shrank  from  it  as  though  a  fire 
had  swept  before  her,  and  drew  her  veil 
close. 


14—2 


CHAPTEE    III. 

TOLD   AT   LAST. 

One  of  those  fifty-nine  dissentients  who 
voted  against  the  Earl's  condemnation  was 
Sir  Launcelot  Franklin.  He  had  heard 
that  faint  cry,  he  had  seen  Ethel's  fainting 
form  borne  from  the  Hall,  he  had  looked 
down  upon  that  marble  face,  so  awful  in 
its  agonising  despair,  and  it  smote  his 
heart  with  an  anguish  inferior  only  to  her 
own. 

His  high,  chivalrous  sense  of  honour, 
which  no  passion  or  opinion  could  blunt, 
revolted  against  the  gross  injustice  of  this 
trial,  and  could  perceive  no  difference  be- 
tween the  despotism  of  a  parliament  and 
the  despotism  of  a  monarch ;  for,  to  him, 
crime    and   oppression    received    no    halo 
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because  it  was  done  in  the  name  of  freedom. 
Day  by  day  his  pity  for  this  great,  if  err- 
ing, man,  so  dauntless  in  his  courage  amidst 
universal  enmity,  increased.  And  that 
grand  figure,  solitary  to  every  other  eye, 
was  companioned  to  his,  for  ever  beside 
it  he  saw  Ethel's  pale  anxious  face.  None 
the  less  heinous  for  this  pity  had  become 
to  him  the  Earl's  offences  against  the 
liberty  of  the  people ;  but  injustice  had 
rendered  him  a  wronged  man ;  he  had 
proved  his  innocence  of  all  charges,  and 
banishment  was  the  heaviest  punishment 
that  could  be  justly  inflicted  upon  him. 
Truly,  the  bill  of  attainder  had  yet  to  pass 
the  House  of  Peers  and  to  receive  the  royal 
assent ;  but  Launcelot  knew  too  well  the 
power  of  the  dominant  party,  to  regard 
those  as  likely  to  prove  successful  hin- 
drances. 

Such  were  his  reflections  as  he  quitted 
the  Hall  and  pushed  his  way  through  the 
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dense  crowd  that  besieged  the  doors.  The 
excitement  without  had  daily  increased ; 
but  Pym,  dissatisfied  with  the  respect 
shown  to  the  Earl,  had  leavened  the  mob 
with  his  creatures,  who  roused  their  evil 
passions  and  goaded  them  to  raise  clamours 
for  death,  and  to  hoot  and  yeU  at  him  as 
he  passed  in  and  out.  The  commotion  was 
now  tremendous,  and  the  cries  of  "  cheers 
for  Pym  and  the  Commons"  and  "death 
to  Strafford !"  resounded  on  all  sides. 

Launcelot  shuddered ;  he  knew  the 
agency  that  had  created  this  excitement, 
and  he  knew  its  potency.  Just  as  he  was 
clearing  the  skirts  of  the  crowd,  he  felt  a 
hand  grip  his  shoulder,  and  turning  round, 
came  face  to  face  with  a  man  whom  he  had. 
not  met  for  some  years — Bellasis. 

"  Have  you  voted  for  Strafford's  death  T* 
was  his  abrupt  and  excited  question. 

"  I  have  not,"  answered  Launcelot,  sur- 
prised at  this  strange  greeting. 
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"  Give  me  your  hand  then,"  and  Bellasis 
grasped  it  until  the  bones  cracked.  "  Is 
it  not  infamous  ?  there  is  not  a  tittle  of 
evidence  against  him,"  he  went  on  hotly. 
"Did  Henry  the  Eighth  ever  commit  an 
act  of  more  abominable  despotism  ?  Is 
this  the  freedom  our  Parliament  is  to 
give  us  ?" 

*'  For  your  own  sake  I  would  advise  you 
to  lower  your  tones,"  replied  Launcelot. 
"But  I  understood  you  were  always 
opposed  to  the  Earl  ?" 

"  In  my  days  of  hot-brained  folly  I  was ; 
but  I  have  growni  wiser  since  I  discarded 
the  companionship  of  that  black-hearted 
villain,  John  Savile,  who  was  my  evil  genius 
for  years.  I  tell  you,  Franklin,  that  I 
would  at  this  moment  sacrifice  all  I  possess 
in  the  world  to  save  that  brave  man  who 
has  so  nobly  defended  himself  against 
these  canting  rogues." 

He  was  speaking  loudly,  and  Launcelot 
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hurried  him  on ;  but  as  he  pronounced 
these  last  words  a  man  brushed  rapidly  past 
them,  yet  not  so  quickly  but  that  Franklin 
caught  sight  of  the  sardonic  features  of 
John  Savile.  His  companion  was  too 
eager  upon  the  subject,  that  seemed  to 
engross  all  his  thoughts,  to  notice  this 
encounter,  but  it  gave  Launcelot  some 
uneasiness ;  and  indeed  that  dark  figure 
never  crossed  his  path  without  leaving  a 
shadow  behind  it. 

Bellasis  had  taken  his  arm,  and  talking 
rapidly  all  the  time,  drew  him  across  the 
Broad  Sanctuary  towards  Tothill  Street. 
He  now  insisted  upon  adjourning  to  a 
tavern,  and  Launcelot,  finding  he  could  not 
rid  himself  of  him,  was  fain  to  comply. 

Bellasis  had  referred  to  his  "  hot-brained 
youth"  as  though  it  were  a  thing  of  the 
past ;  but,  to  judge  by  his  present  man- 
ners, years  did  not  seem  to  have  cooled  his 
impetuosity. 
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The  tavern  they  entered  was  that  which 
has  been  frequently  mentioned  in  these 
pages,  **  The  Cock."  Since  his  return  from 
York,  Launcelot  had  made  several  visits 
thither,  in  the  hope  of  meeting  Hornby, 
to  whom  he  desired  to  impart  the  com- 
munication he  had  received  from  Strafford ; 
but  up  to  the  present  time  he  could  obtain 
no  tidings  of  him. 

Upon  entering  the  hostelry,  the  first 
person  his  eyes  fell  upon  was  the  man  he 
sought.  Hornby  attempted  to  avoid  him, 
but  Launcelot,  with  a  brief  apology  to 
Bellasis,  hurried  after  him. 

"  I  have  news  for  you,"  he  said  ;  "  news 
that  will  glad  your  heart  as  it  has  not  been 
gladdened  for  many  a  year." 

*^  Are  cut-throats  become  so  scarce  that 
kings  are  going  to  raise  their  pay  V  in- 
quired the  other  with  a  cynical  laugh ; 
"  that  is  the  only  news  can  glad  me." 

But      Launcelot     could     perceive    this 
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indifference  was  only  assumed,  for  a  look  of 
curious  interest  lurked  in  the  depths  of 
those  dull,  bloodshot  eyes. 

"  Join  myself  and  Bellasis  in  a  cup  of 
wine,"  said  Launcelot.  "  I  will  rid  myself 
of  him  as  quickly  as  possible,  and  then  we 
can  talk  together.  Prepare  yourself  for 
wonderful  news." 

Hornby  hesitated  for  a  moment ;  but 
curiosity  got  the  better  of  him,  and  he  fol- 
lowed Launcelot  into  the  room  where 
Bellasis  was  awaiting  him. 

"  Surely  I  know  that  face,"  said  the 
latter.  ''What,  my  old  opponent  once 
more !" 

The  conversation  immediately  turned 
upon  the  all-absorbing  topic — Strafford. 

"  So  the  bill  has  passed  the  Commons," 
observed  Hornby ;  ''  well,  he  deserves  his 
fate." 

Bellasis  was  about  to  burst  into  an  im- 
petuous speech  when  Launcelot  stayed  him 
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by  a  sign,  and  answered  in  a  tone  of  much 
sternness : 

"  You  are  the  last  man  who  should  say 
so,  for  he  has  been  the  noblest  friend  to 
you  and  to  yours.'' 

The  strong  emphasis  with  which  he 
pronounced  the  last  word  startled  Hornby 
out  of  his  cynicism ;  he  raised  his  eyes  to 
Launcelot's  and  read  there  that  which 
checked  the  ribald  answer  upon  his  Hps 
and  subdued  him  to  silence. 

Bellasis's  feverish  excitement  would  not 
permit  him  to  rest  long  in  one  place,  and 
perceiving  that  there  was  some  secret 
understanding  between  Franklin  and 
the  other,  he  very  soon  rose  and  took  his 
leave,  begging  Launcelot  to  visit  him. 

When  he  was  gone  Hornby  turned 
abruptly  to  his  companion  and  demanded, 
"  Now,  what  is  this  news  you  have  to  tell 
me  J 

They  were  in  a  private  room ;  Launcelot 
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rose  and  closed  the  door,  which  Bellasis 
had  left  open,  then  drew  his  seat  close  to 
the  soldier's,  and  in  a  low,  earnest  voice 
repeated  to  him  the  narrative,  almost  word 
for  word,  as  he  had  heard  it  from  Strafford's 
lips. 

At  first  Hornby  endeavoured  to  conceal 
the  agitation  and  absorbing  interest  which 
he  evidently  felt ;  but  as  the  story  pro- 
ceeded he  could  no  longer  uphold  the 
mask,  and  all  the  violent  emotions  of  his 
soul  were  pictured  upon  his  face.  Through- 
out he  never  interrupted  by  a  single  word ; 
when  it  was  done  his  head  fell  upon  his 
breast,  and  there  was  silence. 

"  Do  you  believe  all  this  to  be  true  V 
he  inquired  at  last,  without  raising  his 
head. 

"  As  devoutly  as  I  believe  in  my  God," 
replied  Launcelot,  solemnly  ;  "  Wentworth 
never  lied." 

Again  there  was  silence.     Hornby  drew 
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his  slouched  hat  over  his  face  to  conceal 
its  workings. 

"  Had  I  but  known  this  twenty  years 
back,"  he  muttered. 

"  You  might  have  known  it  ten  years  ago 
had  you  not  been  headstrong." 

"  It  was  too  late  then." 

"Not  so,  for  all  this  time  you  might 
have  been  blessed  with  a  daughter's 
love." 

"Ay." 

"  You  will  see  her  now,  will  you  not  ? 
It  may  be  comfort  to  her  to  find  a  parent 
now  she  is  about  to  lose  a  husband.  It 
must  indeed  be  true  that  God  chasteneth 
those  He  loveth,  for  He  hath  poured  all  the 
vials  of  affliction  upon  her  head.  Had  you 
seen  her  as  I  did  to-day,  Hke  a  broken 
flower " 

His  tears  choked  his  utterance. 

"  I  cannot  teU  what  I  shall  do  yet,"  re- 
plied Hornby  in  a  muffled  voice,  his  face 
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still  hidden;  "leave  me  to  myself;  meet 
me  here  to-morrow  at  this  time." 

"  You  will  not  refuse  me  your  hand 
now,'^  said  Launcelot. 

The  soldier  grasped  the  proiBPered  one 
firmly,  turning  aside  his  head  and  not 
speaking. 

But  as  soon  as  he  was  alone  he  laid  his 
face  prone  upon  the  table  and  cla,sped  his 
hands  across  his  head — and  sobbed. 

It  had  been  many  and  many  a  year  since 
those  rough  cheeks  had  been  moistened  by 
a  tear. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

THE    KING    SIGNS. 

On  the  day  following  the  conclusion  of  the 
trial,  papers  were  posted  in  all  the  public 
places  of  Westminster  and  the  City,  upon 
which  were  inscribed  the  names  of  the  fifty- 
nine  members  who  had  voted  against  the 
bill  of  attainder,  and  at  the  bottom  were  the 
words  :  "  Straffordians,  or  Enemies  to 
THEIR  Country."  The  Puritans  preached 
against  the  Earl  from  every  pulpit,  and 
prayed  for  the  punishment  of  this  "  great 
delinquent."  Mobs  gathered  daily  round 
Westminster  Hall,  amied  with  swords, 
knives,  and  sticks,  shouting,  "  Death  to 
the  traitor !  Justice,  justice  !"  menacing 
the  Lords  as  they  passed  in  and  out,  and 
threatening  destruction  to  all  who  should 
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oppose  the  bill.  The  Peers  still  hesitated 
to  consign  their  names  to  the  infamy  of 
such  an  act ;  they  complained  to  the  Com- 
mons of  these  attempts  to  force  their  judg- 
ment, but  their  remonstrances  were  treated 
only  with  contempt. 

To  increase  the  fury  of  the  mob  Pym 
circulated  reports  that  the  Court  was 
raising  an  army  against  the  Parliament. 
Then  came  rumours  that  spread  a  panic 
throughout  the  metropolis,  that  the  House 
of  Commons  was  undermined  and  was 
about  to  be  blown  up ;  the  names  of  several 
courtiers  were  mentioned  in  connexion  with 
this  supposititious  plot,  and  a  few,  knowing 
that  innocence  was  no  protection,  fled  for 
their  lives,  thus  apparently  confirming  and 
increasing  the  alarm. 

A  most  dastardly  cowardice  characterised 
the  nobles  of  this  time  in  all  their  acts  ; 
they  trembled  before  the  mob,  and  so  they 
were  lost ;  for  an  aristocracy  is .  safe  no 
longer  than  it  is  true  to  itself. 
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The  judges,  in  an  equal  spirit  of  pol- 
troonery, frightened  by  popular  clamour, 
now  declared  that  upon  a  further  examina- 
tion of  the  case  they  were  of  opinion  that 
Strafford's  offence  came  within  the  law  of 
high  treason. 

On  the  7th  of  May  came  the  final  debate 
of  the  Peers.  The  tumult  without,  the 
cries  of  "  Justice,  justice  !"  almost  drowned 
the  voices  of  the  speakers.  Thirty-four  of 
the  lords  who  were  present  at  the  trial, 
unable  to  perjure  their  consciences,  and 
fearful  of  the  rabble,  absented  themselves  ; 
nineteen  were  manly  enough  to  vote  against 
the  attainder  ;  but  the  bill  was  carried,  by 
a  narrow  majority  of  seven. 

All  that  was  now  needed  for  its  execu- 
tion was  the  Koyal  assent.  The  next  day 
the  rabble  congregated  about  Whitehall  as 
they  had  about  Westminster,  yelling,  "  We 
will  have  justice !"  to  coerce  the  King  as 
they  had  done  the  Peers. 

VOL.  III.  15 
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The  sudden  and  strange  death  of  the 
Earl  of  Bedford,  a  man  of  great  abilities, 
who,  although  united  with  the  popular 
party,  had  secretly  engaged  with  Charles 
to  preserve  Strafford's  life,  greatly  increased 
the  difficulty  of  the  King's  position,  and 
left  him  without  one  able  friend  to  support 
the  cause  of  his  unhappy  minister,  while 
upon  all  sides  there  were  enemies  ready  to 
counsel  his  sacrifice. 

On  the  second  day  after  the  trial  Charles 
wrote  this  letter  to  the  Earl : — 

"  The  misfortune  that  has  fallen  upon 
you  by  the  strange  mistaking  and  con- 
junctiu-e  of  these  times  being  such  that  I 
must  lay  by  the  thought  of  employing  you 
hereafter  in  my  affairs,  yet  I  cannot  satisfy 
myself  in  honour  or  conscience  without 
assuring  you  now,  in  the  midst  of  your 
troubles,  that,  upon  the  word  of  a  King, 
you   shall    not   suffer    in   honour,    life,  or 
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fortune.  This  is  but  justice,  and,  there- 
fore, a  very  mean  reward  from  a  master  to 
so  faithful  and  able  a  servant  as  you  have 
shewed  yourself  to  be ;  yet  it  is  as  much  as 
I  conceive  the  present  times  will  permit, 
though  none  shall  hinder  me  from  being, 
**  Your  constant,  faithful  friend, 

''Chaeles,  R 
"  Whitehall,  AprH  23." 

Not  knowing  to  whom  to  turn  for  assist- 
ance, the  King  suddenly  bethought  him 
of  Denzil  Hollis.  He  was  Strafford's 
brother-in-law;  he  had  not  appeared  in 
the  Earl's  prosecution  ;  and  he  knew  him 
to  be  a  man  of  high  honour  and  integrity. 
He  sent  for  him  to  Whitehall. 

"You,  Mr.  Hollis,"  he  said,  "are  his 
kinsman  by  marriage  ;  your  sister  was  the 
mother  of  his  children  ;  and,  unless  general 
report  is  false,  he  was  to  her  a  most 
devoted  husband.     Truly,  then,  there  must 

15 — 2 


228  THE   BLOCK.  [ 


BOOK  Tin. 


be  in  your  heart  some  pity,  if  not  towards 
him,  towards  your  sister's  children.  You 
are  a  man  of  power  among  the  ParKament 
party  ;  can  you  devise  or  suggest  any  means 
of  saving  this  unhappy  man  ?" 

*^  Although  we  have  not  been  friends  of 
late  I  sincerely  pity  him,  your  Majesty," 
replied  HoUis,  '^  and  could  I  save  his  life  I 
would  most  gladly  do  so  ;  but  not  to  be 
again  admitted  into  the  councils  of  the 
kingdom,  for  I  hold  no  punishment  that 
escapes  death  too  severe  for  his  manifold 
oflPences  against  free  government." 

"  Let  it  be  perpetual  banishment,"  cried 
the  King,  eagerly ;  "  1  will  solemnly  under- 
take never  again  to  hold  communication 
with  him  ;  surely  you  can  accompl'sh  this 
much  ?" 

"I  cannot  say  so,  your  Majesty;  Mr. 
Pym,  Mr.  St.  John,  and  many  others  who 
have  greater  sway  in  the  Parliament  than 
I,  have  sworn  his  death,  but  I  will  do  what 
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lies  in  my  power  if  your  Majesty  will  help 
me." 

"  How,  in  what  way  ?" 

"  Let  your  Majesty  instruct  Strafford  to 
draw  up  a  petition  for  reprieve,  and  present 
it  to  Parliament  yourself  in  person,  this  will 
do  much ;  in  the  meantime  I  will  work  to 
the  utmost  among  the  Commons  to  induce 
them  to  be  content  with  the  Earl's  banish- 
ment." 

"  Present  the  petition  myself — the  King 
petition  his  subjects '?"  answered  Charles 
with  a  displeased  look. 

"  I  fear  me,  your  Majesty,  naught  else 
will  prove  of  any  avail,"  replied  Hollis, 
coldly. 

''  I  thank  you,  sir,  for  your  counsel, 
and  will  give  it  due  consideration,"  said 
the  King. 

And  so  the  interview  terminated. 

The  Queen,  who  had  been  informed  of 
this  visit  by  one  of  the  spies  who    kept 
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her  constantly  informed  of  all  persons  who 
were  admitted  to  his  Majesty's  presence, 
very  soon  wheedled  from  him  Hollis's  pro- 
position. 

Although  Lady  Carlisle  and  her  agents 
had,  since  the  Earl's  arrest,  discontinued 
their  intrigues,  Henrietta  Maria  was  impla- 
cable as  ever  against  the  minister  she  had 
always  hated,  and  now  opposed  with  pas- 
sionate indignation  what  she  termed  such  a 
degradation  of  the  royal  person,  strenuously 
urging  the  King  at  the  same  time  to  end  the 
struggle  by  signing  the  bill  of  attainder. 

All  that  day  he  endured  the  greatest 
anguish  of  mind,  both  conscience  and  honour 
revolting  against  the  sacrifice  of  Strafford, 
and  yet  not  know^ing  how  to  avoid  it.. 
Towards  evening  he  summoned  a  privy 
council.  Full  of  care,  but  coldly  stern  was 
his  face  as  he  seated  himself  at  the  head  of 
the  table.  Hamilton,  Say,  Essex,  and  all 
the   principal   councillors   were   there,  to- 
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gether  with  the  Archbishop  of  York  and 
several  other  prelates.  Nearly  all  looked 
nervous  and  anxious,  for  it  was  a  time  to 
shake  nerves  of  iron. 

Essex  was  the  first  to  speak ;  in  a 
bold,  almost  insolent  tone,  he  said  that  the 
people  would  never  rest  until  the  Earl  of 
Strafford  was  handed  over  to  the  heads- 
man, and  that  no  person  ought  to  presume 
to  advise  anything  contrary  to  the  sense  of 
both  Houses  of  Parliament. 

The  next  speaker,  Hamilton,  tendered 
the  same  advice,  but  with  more  plausibihty. 

"  Heaven  forefend,  Sire,"  he  said,  '*'  that 
I  should  ever  live  to  offer  your  Majesty 
counsel  that  should  tend  to  your  dishonour, 
but,  I  fear  me,  there  is  no  other  way  to 
preserve  yourself  and  your  posterity  than 
by  so  doing,  and  therefore  you  ought  to  be 
more  tender  of  the  safety  of  the  kingdom, 
than  of  any  person  how  innocent  soever. 
And  I  am  clearly  of  opinion  that  the  force 
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and  violence  offered  to  your  Majesty  will 
be,  before  God  and  man,  a  just  excuse  for 
whatever  you  shall  do/' 

All  who  spoke  took  up  the  same  strain. 

''  There  was  a  time,  my  lords,"  answered 
the  King,  with  bitter  scorn,  "  when  honour 
was  held  by  English  gentlemen  above  all 
other  considerations,  when  fortune  or  life 
weighed  but  as  a  feather  in  the  scale 
against  ihaty  and  when  every  noble  would 
have  fallen  away  from  a  perjured  and 
dishonoured  King  as  he  would  from  a 
leper ;  those  times  are  gone  it  seems. 
What  you  propose  is  against  my  honour 
and  my  conscience,  and  I  cannot,  will  not, 
consent  to  it." 

"  A  king,  your  Majesty,"  said  the  Arch- 
bishop of  York,  "  should  have  two  con- 
sciences, a  private  and  a  pubHc  •  one  ;  his 
public  conscience  as  a  king  might  not  only 
dispense  with,  but  oblige  him  to  do  that 
which  is  against  his  private  conscience  as  a 
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man.  The  question  is  not  whether  you 
will  save  the  Earl  of  Strafford,  but  whether 
you  will  perish  with  him ;  the  conscience 
of  a  king  is  to  preserve  his  kingdom,  the 
conscience  of  a  husband  is  to  preserve  his 
wife,  the  conscience  of  a  father  is  to 
preserve  his  children — all  these  are  now 
in  danger — and  such  considerations  must 
abundantly  weigh  down  all  the  considera- 
tions the  conscience  of  a  master  or  a  friend 
can  suggest  for  the  preservation  of  a  friend 
or  servant." 

This  base  sophistry  was  received  with 
much  satisfaction  by  all  present. 

The  King  made  no  reply  to  it ;  but  rose 
from  his  seat,  and  paced  up  and  down  the 
room  with  agitated  steps  and  hands  tightly 
clasped ;  a  muttered  ejaculation  now  and 
then  breaking  from  his  lips.  The  struggle 
was  a  severe  one. 

The  tumultuous  murmurings  of  the  mob 
could  be  heard  without,  occasionally  burst- 
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ing  into  shouts  of  "Justice!  Death  to 
the  Straffordians. "  During  this  time  the 
tapestry  that  covered  the  entrance  to  the 
chamber  was  softly  pushed  aside  and  the 
councillors  caught  sight  of  the  Queen,  half: 
concealed  amongst  its  folds ;  Charles  did 
not  perceive  her. 

Presently  he  resumed  his  seat,  his  face 
full  of  determination. 

"  My  Lords,"  he  said,  speaking  in  a  firm 
voice,  "  and  you,  your  Grace,  we  know 
what  you  speak  comes  from  your  loves,  and 
from  your  anxiety  for  our  safety,  and  these 
respects  lead  you  to  dishonourable  weak- 
ness ;  but  if  a  solemn  pledge  is  held  to  be 
the  highest  obligation  among  private  men, 
how  much  more  should  it  be  so  to  a  king. 
I  am  certain  there  is  not  one  here  who 
would  not  rather  take  Strafford"'s  place 
than  act  as  he  would  counsel  me  to  act. 
Whatever  may  be  the  consequences  I  wil] 
not  break  my  pledge." 
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At  that  moment  a  tremendous  yell  of 
"  Death  to  the  Straffordians  !"  seemed  to 
shake  the  very  walls. 

Charles  felt  a  light  touch  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  turning,  saw  the  Queen 
standing  beside  him.  A  shade  of  vexation 
fell  upon  his  face,  for  he  knew  that  his 
firmness  was  about  to  be  subjected  to  a 
further  strain. 

"  My  lord,"  she  said,  sinking  upon  her 
knees,  "let  me  join  my  entreaties  to  these 
messieurs ;  listen  to  the  cries  of  this 
racailley'  waving  her  hand  towards  the 
windows,  "  does  it  not  seem  to  answer 
your  challenge  ?  They  threaten  to  set  fire 
to  the  palace — they  even  threaten  your 
sacred  life  should  you  persist  to  refiise." 

"E/etire,  madam,"  answered  the  King 
irritably.  "  My  answer  is  given,  and  I  will 
not  revoke  it." 

The  Queen  rose  to  her  feet,  her  eyes 
flashing  with  anger.      "  Then  you  love  this 
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man  better  than  you  do  your  wife  and 
children/'  she  said.  "  You  would  sacrifice 
us  all  to  him.  You  forget  your  duty  to  me 
and  to  your  children — then  I  will  forget 
my  duty  to  you.  Ecoutez  I — I  will  not  be 
sacrificed.  Since  you  have  ceased  to  love 
me  I  will  leave  this  vile  country.  I  will 
go  back  to  France." 

''  Silence,  madam ;  you  know  not  what 
you  say,"  interrupted  the  King. 

But  she  went  on  with  increased  excite- 
ment. 

"I  say,  my  Lord,  if  you  refuse  to  sign 
for  that  man's  death  I  will  this  instant  pre- 
pare to  return  to  France." 

The  King's  lips  grew  colourless  as  his 
face,  and  dank  dews  stood  upon  his  brow. 

At  that  moment  there  came  an  interrup- 
tion— a  summons  for  admittance. '  It  was 
a  page  bearing  a  letter  from  the  Earl  of 
Strafford,  he  said,  and  the  messenger  had 
told  him  it  must  be  delivered  immediately. 
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A  dark  frown  clouded  the  Queen's  fea- 
tures, and  chagrin  was  visible  upon  the  linea- 
ments of  every  councillor,  for  they  believed 
this  was  an  appeal,  and  that  their  cause  was 
now  indeed  lost.  With  trembling  hands  the 
King  cut  the  silk,  opened  the  letter  and  read. 
It  was  very  long.  Here  are  the  concluding 
paragraphs : — 

"There  is  before  me  the  ruin  of  my 
children  and  family,  hitherto  untouched  by 
any  foul  crime ;  here  are  before  me  the 
many  ills  which  may  befall  your  sacred 
person  and  the  whole  kingdom  should  your- 
self and  Parliament  part  less  satisfied  with 
one  another  than  is  necessary  for  the  pre- 
servation both  of  King  and  people ;  here 
are  before  me  the  things  most  valued,  most 
feared,  by  mortal  men — life  or  death. 
To  say.  Sire,  there  hath  not  been  a  strife  in 
me,  were  to  make  me  less  man  than  God 
knoweth  my  infirmities  make  me ;  and  to 
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call  a  destruction  upon  myself  and  my 
young  children,  where  the  intentions  of 
my  heart,  at  least,  have  been  innocent  of 
this  great  offence,  may  be  believed,  will 
find  no  easy  consent  from  flesh  and  blood. 
After  a  long  and  hard  struggle  I  have 
come  to  the  only  resolution  befitting  me  ; 
all  private  interest  should  give  way  to  the 
happiness  of  your  sacred  person  and  of  the 
State.  I  entreat  you  to  remove,  by  attend- 
ing to  this  bill,  the  obstacle  which  prevents 
a  happy  concord  between  you  and  your 
subjects.  Sire,  my  consent  herein  shall 
acquit  you  more  to  God  than  aU  the  world 
can  do  beside.  To  a  willing  man  there  is 
no  injury  done.  By  God's  grace,  my  soul, 
about  to  quit  this  body,  forgives  all  men 
and  all  things,  with  infinite  contentment.  I 
only  ask  you  would  grant  to  my  poor  son  and 
his  sisters  as  much  kindness,  neither  more 
nor  less,  as  their  unfortunate  father  shall 
be  deemed  to  merit,  according  as  he  shall 
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one  day  ere  long  be  held  guilty  or  inno- 
cent." 

A  tear  trickled  down  the  Kino^'s  cheek 
as  he  handed  this  epistle  to  Lord  Say,  and 
desired  him  to  read  it  aloud. 

The  Queen  had  read  it  over  his  shoulder, 
and  her  face  was  now  lit  up  with  satisfac- 
tion. 

"  Your  Majesty's  conscience  is  now  re- 
lieved of  its  last  scruple,  since  the  Earl 
himself  releases  you  from  your  pledge," 
observed  Hamilton. 

'^  Voiis  avez  raison,  monsieur"  cried  the 
Queen,  eagerly,  "  and  his  Majesty  cannot 
hesitate  another  moment." 

And  she  drew  the  bill  which  lay  upon 
the  table  towards  him  and  offered  him  a 
pen,  without  one  spark  of  compassion  in  her 
heart  for  the  noble  sacrifice  of  the  man  she 
was  hurrying  to  the  scaffold. 

"  To  me,  my  lords,"  said  the  King,  put- 
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ting  aside  the  pen,  "this  letter  seems  to 
bind  me  yet  closer  to  my  pledge  ;  how  can 
I  sign  away  the  life  of  a  servant  so  de- 
voted ?" 

The  Queen  uttered  an  ejaculation  of 
impatience. 

"In  the  days  of  old  Rome,  your  Ma- 
jesty," observed  Say,  "it  was  considered 
the  most  glorious  of  all  deaths  to  die  for 
one's  country  ;  by  refusing  this  heroic  sacri- 
fice of  the  Earl's  you  rob  him  of  a  crown  of 
immortal  glory." 

"And  by  granting  it,"  replied  the  King, 
"  I  crown  myself  with  eternal  infamy. 
What  will  posterity  say  of  the  faithless 
monarch  who  could  sacrifice  such  a  subject 
to  the  clamours  of  the  mob  ?" 

"  It  will  say  that  your  country  was  above 
aU  other  things  dear  to  you,"  replied  one 
of  the  bishops,  "  and  that  no  personal  con- 
siderations could  weigh  with  you  against 
the  happiness  of  your  subjects." 
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Again  the  Queen  was  kneeling  at  his 
side,  with  one  of  those  sweet,  appealing 
looks  which  had  never  failed  to  conquer 
her  husband's  most  stubborn  resolves,  and 
holding  the  pen  dipped  in  ink. 

*'  Will  you  lose  your  wife  or  your 
minister  V  she  murmured  softly. 

"  You  cannot,  Sire,  refuse  her  Majesty's 
prayer  thus  tendered,"  said  one  of  the 
lords. 

There  was  a  long,  anxious  silence.  The 
Queen  still  held  her  beseeching  attitude, 
gently  endeavouring  to  insert  the  pen  be- 
tween the  King's  rigid  fingers.  The  coun- 
cillors sat  watching  their  royal  master,  who 
lay  back  in  his  chair,  his  head  leaning  for- 
ward upon  his  breast,  his  eyes  fixed  upon 
the  ground,  so  still,  save  for  a  tremulous 
movement  of  the  closely  pressed,  bloodless 
lips,  that  he  might  have  been  a  carved 
figure. 

Within  the  silence  was  breathless,  but 
VOL.  in.  16 
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from  without  came  the  hum  and  the  surge 
of  the  threatening  mob. 

At  last  the  King  grasped  the  pen, 
paused  again  as  it  touched  the  paper,  shud- 
dered, and  hurriedly  scrawled  with  averted 
head.  Then,  letting  the  pen  fall,  covered 
his  face  with  his  hands,  and  so  remained 
some  seconds. 

The  Queen  was  most  effusive  in  her  pro- 
testations of  affectionate  gratitude. 

"  Sire,  you  have  saved  England,"  cried 
Say,  "  and  won  the  eternal  love  of  your 
people." 

"  Or  sealed  my  own  destruction,"  an- 
swered Charles.  And  uncovering  his  face, 
ghastly  with  the  impress  of  a  terrible 
agony,  he  added  solemnly,  "My  lords,  it 
seems  to  me  I  have  signed  my  own  death- 
warrant." 

The  next  morning  he  was  more  tranquil. 
The  struggle  was  past,  and  his  weak  nature 
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felt  incapable  of  renewing  it.  Already  the 
contemplation  of  Strafford's  death  had  lost 
most  of  its  terrors,  and  he  began  to  regard 
it  in  the  light  of  the  inevitable. 

Being  in  such  a  disposition  the  Queen 
found  little  difficulty  in  persuading  him 
against  HoUis's  proposition.  Instead  of 
going  in  person  to  solicit  his  minister's  re- 
prieve, he  addressed  the  following  cold, 
heartless  letter  to  the  Parliament,  and  sent 
it  by  the  Prince  of  Wales  : — 

"  I  did  yesterday  satisfy  the  justice  of 
the  kingdom  by  passing  the  bill  of  at- 
tainder against  the  Earl  of  Strafford  ;  but 
mercy  being  as  inherent  and  inseparable 
from  a  king  as  justice,  I  desire  in  some 
measure  to  show  that  likewise,  by  suffering 
that  unfortunate  man  to  fulfil  the  natural 
course  of  his  life  in  a  close  imprisonment. 
Yet,  so  if  ever  he  make  the  least  offer  to 
escape,    or  offer,  directly  or  indirectly,  to 
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meddle  in  any  sort  of  public  business,  espe- 
cially by  me,  either  by  message  or  letter,  it 
shall  cost  him  his  life  without  further  pro- 
cess. This,  if  it  may  be  done  without  the 
discontentment  of  my  people,  vrill  be  an 
unspeakable  contentment  to  me.  To  which 
end  I  do  by  this  letter  earnestly  desire 
your  approbation,  and  to  endear  it  more 
have  chosen  him  to  carry  it  that  of  all  your 
house  is  most  dear  to  me.  So  I  desire  that 
by  a  conference  you  will  endeavour  to  give 
the  House  of  Commons  contentment,  as- 
suring you  that  the  exercise  of  mercy  is  no 
more  pleasing  to  me  than  to  see  both 
Houses  of  Parliament  consent,  for  my  sake, 
that  I  should  moderate  the  severity  of  the 
law  in  so  important  a  case." 

In  a  postscript  he  added  : — 

"  If  he  must  die  it  woiild  be  a  charity  to 
>spare  liim  until  Saturday." 


CHAP.  IT.]  THE   KING  SIGNS.  245 

This  letter  was  twice  read  in  the  ParHa- 
ment,  which  did  not  deign  even  a  comment 
upon  it,  but  ordered  the  Earl's  execution 
for  the  following  day. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE   BITTERNESS   OF   LIFE. 

Launcelot  had  sought  Hornby  at  the 
tavern,  according  to  appointment,  and  found 
him  there. 

A  great  change  had  come  over  him  with- 
in twenty-four  hours.  His  reckless,  cynical 
manner  was  gone ;  he  was  quite  sober,  a 
condition  in  which  he  had  not  been  seen 
for  many  a  day,  and  his  air  was  subdued 
and  grave. 

Launcelot  urged  him  to  visit  his 
daughter,  but  he  would  not  consent. 

'•  No,"  he  answered ;  ''  when  I  was  a 
gentleman  I  abandoned  her ;  I  will  not  re- 
claim her  now  that  I  am  a  rufl&an,  the  off- 
scourings of  the  kennel." 

In    vain    did    Launcelot    endeavour  to 
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argue  away  such  objections,  his  stubborn 
pride  was  unyielding ;  and  yet  it  was  evi- 
dent the  resolution  cost  him  much,  and 
that  his  heart  strongly  yearned  towards  his 
child.     He  said  : — 

"  Show  me  how  I  can  serve  her,  and  if 
my  life — pshaw  !"  he  added  with  a  touch  of 
his  old  manner,  "that  is  a  pretty  offer 
truly,  when  I  have  been  bartering  it  for 
twenty  years  for  a  few  pence  a  day.  But 
you  know  what  I  mean." 

"  I  do,"  answered  Launcelot,  grasping 
his  hand,  "  and  ere  long  may  give  you  such 
an  opportunity  as  you  desire.  Ask  no 
questions  now." 

Ethel's  face,  as  he  had  seen  it  last,  had 
never  from  that  moment  faded  from  his 
vision,  it  haunted  him  night  and  day ;  she 
stood  before  him  in  his  dreams  so  vividly 
that  he  sometimes  awoke,  and  stretched 
out  his  arms,  and  called  upon  her  name, 
believing  her  to  be  bodily  about  him.     At 
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all  times  she  was  in  the  attitude  of  appeal, 
as  though  imploring  him  to  help  her.  She 
never  spoke,  but  looked  ghostly  and  sha- 
dowy, like  a  being  of  another  world.  These 
visions,  so  strangely  real,  produced  a  pro- 
found impression  upon  him. 

The  despotic  violence  and  gross  injustice 
displayed  in  Strafford's  trial  by  the  party 
whose  cause  he  had  once  so  enthusiastically 
espoused,  had  disgusted  him,  and  de- 
termined him  to  withdraw  from  its  ranks. 

And  thus  another,  the  last,  of  the  golden 
apples  of  his  youthful  dreams  had  turned 
to  dust  and  ashes,  all  the  fair  landscapes  of 
Hesperides  had  faded,  and  the  world  was 
an  arid  desert,  upon  which  the  sun  never 
shone.  To  organisations  so  intensely  sensi- 
tive as  his,  life  is  at  the  best  but  as  the 
delusive  promise  of  an  early  spring — one 
day  bright,  genial,  blossom-bearing  as 
summer,  the  next  come  frost  and  snpw  and 
desolation.     He  was  weary  of  the  burden 
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of  flesh,  and  longed  to  cast  it  off — and 
sleep. 

Out  of  such  dreams  and  musmgs  there 
came  an  idea  of  attempting  the  Earl's 
escape.  He  was  wealthy,  he  had  no  child, 
nor  friend  nor  relation  for  whom  he  cared. 
Might  not  that  wealth  be  employed  in 
saving  Ethel  from  a  broken  heart  ?  What 
joy  would  it  be  to  him  to  sacrifice  for  such 
a  purpose — and  life  with  it.  Few  men 
were  incorruptible  if  the  bribe  were  large 
enough.  What  if  it  were  possible  to  bribe 
his  gaolers — the  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower  ? 
Such  things  had  been  done.  He  was  ready 
to  expend  his  fortune  to  the  utmost 
farthing.  He  had  sounded  Bellasis  upon 
the  subject,  and  speedily  discovered  he 
would  be  ready  to  join  in  any  plot,  how- 
ever hazardous,  for  such  a  purpose. 

The  next  thing  to  be  done  was  to  open  a 
communication  with  the  Earl,  for  little  could 
be  accomplished  without  his   concurrence. 
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He  discovered  that  Mr.  Greenwood,  being 
a  clergyman,  was  allowed  free  access  to  the 
prisoner ;  they  were  old  friends,  and  he 
sought  out  this  good  man,  whom  he  knew 
to  be  all-devoted  to  his  master,  and  broached 
his  half-formed  purpose. 

Mr.  Greenwood  caught  at  it  eagerly,  as 
he  would  have  done  at  anything  a  hundred 
times  more  desperate,  that  offered  hope 
of  rescuing  his  dear  lord.  He  promised  to 
break  it  to  Strafford,  and,  if  he  found  him 
willing,  open  negotiations  with  the  Lieu- 
tenant, than  which  no  other  person  could 
have  so  good  an  opportunity  of  doing. 
This  was  arranged  on  the  day  the  Lords 
assented  to  the  bill,  but  was  only  to  be, 
mooted  in  case  the  King's  resolution  should 
give  way. 

There  was  one  circumstance  that  gave 
Launcelot  uneasiness,  and  that  was  the 
frequency  with  which  the  evil  form  of  John 
Savile  crossed  his  path ;  he  scarcely  ever 
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stirred  abroad  without  meeting  hira,  until 
he  began  to  believe  that  these  frequent  en- 
counters were  due  to  espionage.  He  knew 
that  having  voted  against  Strafford's  death 
he  was  regarded  with  suspicion  by  the  ex- 
treme party,  and  he  also  knew  that  Savile's 
heart  was  full  of  malice  against  him. 

He  was  told  of  the  King's  signature  by 
Mr.  Greenwood  on  the  night  it  was  given, 
and  of  the  letter  the  Earl  had  written. 
This  noble  sacrifice,  so  in  harmony  with 
Launcelot's  highly  strung  ideas  of  honour, 
moved  him  to  tears,  and  gave  a  new  im- 
petus to  his  exertions. 

He  also  learned  that,  with  much  reluct- 
ance, the  Earl  had  consented  to  permit 
negotiations  to  be  opened  for  his  escape, 
placing  the  matter  entirely  in  the  hands  of 
his  faithful  chaplain,  but  stipulating  that 
nothing  must  be  done  to  compromise  hii^ 
honour. 

"  I    have    heard    the    Lieutenant,    Sir 
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William  Balfour,  is  poor  and  ambitious," 
said  Launcelot,  ''  and,  it  is  whispered,  not 
over  scrupulous.  An  offer  of  twenty  thou- 
sand pounds,  which,  however,  you  may 
increase  to  the  utmost  limit  of  my  fortune, 
may  tempt  such  a  man." 

"  God  will  bless  you,  Mr.  Frankhn,  for 
this  noble  conduct,"  said  Greenwood,  with 
deep  emotion.  "I  could  scarcely  believe 
there  was  generosity  so  disinterested  in  the 
world ;  and  you  and  my  lord  were  not 
even  friends,  and  there  are  other  reasons  of 
which  I  need  not  speak." 

"  Say  no  more,"  interrupted  Launcelot ; 
''  I  give  but  that  which  is  of  no  value 
to  me." 

He  then  changed  the  subject  to  the  plan 
he  had  devised,  should  the  Lieutenant  be 
found  amenable.  It  was  arranged  that  a 
hundred  men,  composed  of  the  Earl's  Irish 
troops,  which  still  remained  faithful,  should, 
under  the  command  of  Hornby,  be  secretly 
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introduced  into  the  Tower,  so  as  to  overcome 
the  resistance  that  might  be  offered,  and 
to  exonerate  Sir  Wilham,  by  giving  an 
appearance  of  force  to  the  escape.  The  over- 
tures were  to  be  made  the  next  morning. 

And  with  this  understanding  they  parted. 

Once  more,  in  consenting  to  this  plot, 
Strafford  was  induced  to  act  against  his 
own  desire  for  the  sake  of  others.  For  to 
him  Death  took  rather  the  form  of  a  merci- 
ful Angel  than  that  of  the  King  of  Terrors. 
His  frame,  worn  by  disease  and  racked  by 
pain,  had  been  for  years  a  perpetual  agony 
to  him ;  the  almost  superhuman  fortitude 
with  which,  sick  almost  unto  death,  he  had 
borne  up  and  fought  his  foes  throughout 
that  long  trial,  exhausted  the  last  remains 
of  his  strength,  both  of  mind  and  body, 
and  but  for  the  children,  whose  future  was 
so  involved  in  his,  and  that  dear  wife 
whose  very  existence  might  be  snapped  by 
his  death,  how  gladly  would  he  have  laid 
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down  his  weary  head  and  slept  for  ever. 
His  mouth  was  full  of  the  bitterness  of 
Dead  Sea  Fruit ;  he  had  ''  sounded  all  the 
depths  and  shoals  of  glory ;"  he  had  soared 
to  all  but  the  highest  pinnacle  of  human 
greatness,  and  found  only  barrenness  and 
misery ;  he  had  devoted  health,  brain, 
being  to  his  Sovereign — and  had  been  re- 
warded by  perjury  and  ingratitude.  His 
career  was  ended,  his  work  was  done ;  why 
should  he  desire  to  linger  upon  earth  a 
fallen,  friendless  man  ? 

Thus,  to  Launcelot  Franklin  and  to 
Thomas  Wentworth,  to  the  dreamer  and 
enthusiast,  and  to  the  man  of  action,  to 
those  two  lives — sundered  as  the  poles  in 
their  meaning,  their  growth,  and  fruition — 
was  equally  revealed  the  mockery  of  all 
earthly  aspirations. 

Each  day  news  was  brought  him  of  the 
disorders  and  tumults  by  which  his  enemies 
were  forcing  his  condemnation,  and  of  the 
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pressure  that  was  being  put  upon  the 
King.  That  last  thought  greatly  troubled 
him ;  for,  although,  since  a  long  time,  he 
had  not  been  able  to  close  his  eyes  to 
the  falseness  and  weakness  of  Charles's 
character,  his  heart  still  clung  to  him  with 
all  its  old  devotedness,  and  with  that  heroic 
and  chivalrous  loyalty,  the  mainspring  of 
all  his  actions,  which  still  dominated  every 
other  feeling  of  his  soul. 

Thus  it  was  only  after  a  long  and  bitter 
struggle  between  love  and  duty  he  com- 
posed that  letter  to  the  King. 

Yet,  when  he  heard  how  readily  his 
sacrifice  had  been  accepted,  it  was,  perhaps, 
the  saddest  moment  of  all  his  life.  Not 
because  he  had  not  tendered  it  in  all  truth 
and  faith,  but  his  thoughts  would  change 
places  between  himself  and  his  royal 
master — and  so  contrast!  The  halo  with 
which  he  had  surrounded  his  idol  faded, 
and  left  it  but  a  poor  thing  of  clay. 
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He  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven,  murmur- 
ing, ''  Nolite  confidere  principihus  et  films 
hominum,  quia  non  est  solus  in  illis."  (Put 
not  your  trust  in  princes,  nor  in  the  sons 
of  men,  for  in  them  there  is  no  salvation). 

This  was  his  only  reproach  against  his 
perfidious  master. 


CHAPTEE  VI. 

THE     LAST    APPEALS. 

All  this  time  we  have  forborne  to  speak  of 
Ethel ;  for  what  could  be  said,  save  that 
she  suffered  all  the  anguish  that  humanity 
can  suffer — and  live.  Like  the  ancient 
painter,  we  have  preferred  to  draw  a  veil 
over  the  anguish  we  could  not  paint. 

She  and  the  children  had  taken  up  their 
abode  in  the  house  in  the  Austin  Friars, 
previously  mentioned.  Strafford  had  se- 
lected it  as  being  far  away  from  the  painfiil 
surroundings  of  the  trial,  and  as  being  no 
great  distance  from  the  Tower. 

Her  woman's  instinct,  not  dazzled,  like 
her  husband's  mind,  by  the  glamour  of  an 
heroic  loyalty,  had  always  mistrusted  the 
King's   firmness;    and  upon   hearing  that 
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the  lords  had  given  way,  it  seemed  to  her 
that  all  hope  was  gone.  Strafford  told  her 
of  the  letter  he  had  written. 

"  I  have  done  but  my  duty,"  he 
said. 

That  same  night  she  heard  the  King 
had  signed. 

Again  must  the  veil  be  drawn. 

The  next  morning,  without  acquainting 
any  one  save  Mr.  Greenwood,  who  accom- 
panied her,  with  her  purpose,  she  ordered 
her  coach  to  take  her  to  Whitehall.  She 
went  to  make  a  last  appeal. 

As  she  alighted  she  saw  the  King  and 
Queen,  who  were  departing  for  Hampton 
Court  in  order  that  they  might  be  away 
at  the  execution,  just  about  to  step  into 
their  coach. 

With  all  speed  she  ran  towards  them, 
her  hood  falling  back,  her  hair  floating  in 
the  wind — broke  through  the  astonished 
courtiers  and  attendants  that  surrounded 
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the  carriage,  and  casting  herself  upon  her 
knees,  seized  the  King's  hand  as  his  foot 
was  upon  the  step,  following  the  Queen, 
who  was  already  within. 

Charles  had  never  seen  Ethel  but  once — 
just  after  her  marriage — and  did  not  re- 
cognise her.  Thinking  it  was  some  mad 
woman,  who  had  a  design  upon  the  King's 
life,  several  hands  were  about  to  roughly 
seize  upon  her,  when  Mr.  Greenwood,  who. 
hurried  to  the  spot  as  hastily  as  his 
limbs  would  permit,  cried  out  in  a  loud 
voice — 

"  Hold  !  it  is  Lady  Strafford." 

At  that  name  all  fell  back,  and  Charles 
became  pale  as  death. 

"  What  would  you,  madam  ?"  he  faltered, 
trying  to  raise  her. 

"My  husband's  life,  Sire,"  she  sobbed, 
her  knees  clinging  to  the  ground,  her  hand 
holding  his  fast.  ''  You  cannot  abandon 
him  after  your  solemn  pledge  ;  you  gave 

17—2 
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your  royal  word  not  a  hair  of  his  head 
should  be  touched,  and,  confident  in  that 
pledge,  he  placed  himself  within  the  power 
of  his  enemies.  You  cannot  know  how  he 
loved  you  I  how  devoted  he  was  to 
you  !" 

Anguish  choked  further  utterance,  and 
she  could  speak  no  more,  save  with  her  eyes, 
which  were  far  more  eloquent  than  her 
lips. 

The  King  was  greatly  agitated ;  but  he 
answered  coldly — 

''  The  Earl  of  Strafford  of  his  own  free, 
unbiassed  will  released  us  from  our  pledge. 
All  that  can  be  done  we  have  done,  and 
^dll  do,  to  save  him,  of  that  you  may 
be  assured." 

He  made  a  sign  to  one  of  the  attendants 
to  take  her  away.  She  offered  no  further 
resistance,  and  he  hurried  into  the  coach 
and  seated  himself  beside  the  Queen,  who 
had    lain    back  against    the   cushions   all 
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this  time,  and  they  immediately  drove 
off 

Mr.  Greenwood,  placing  his  arms  round 
Ethel's  half-fainting  form,  led  her  gently 
towards  her  own  coach. 

"  False,  perjured  King,"  she  said  ;  "  and 
it  is  for  his  service  my  noble  husband  has 
sacrificed  himself!" 

"  Thou  art  late,  sweetheart,"  said  the 
Earl,  when  she  arrived  at  the  Tower. 

She  told  him  where  she  had  been, 
and  the  result.  He  made  no  comment ; 
but  an  expression  of  intense  pain  crossed 
his  face. 

"Courage,  dearest,  for  my  sake,"  he 
said,  folding  her  in  his  arms. 

"  For  your  sake,  ay,"  and  her  head  fell 
wearily  upon  his  shoulder. 

In  the  meanwhile  Mr.  Greenwood  had 
obtained  a  private  interview  with  the 
Lieutenant,  and  was  proceeding  with  much 
caution  and  diplomacy  to  sound  his  dispo- 


262  THE  BLOCK.  [book  tiii. 

sition  towards  the  Earl.  Finding  it  not 
unfriendly,  lie  went  on  with  equal  caution 
to  the  proposal  for  the  escape  and  the 
terms  attached  thereto. 

Sir  William  seemed  somewhat  startled ; 
spoke  of  the  danger  such  an  attempt  would 
bring  upon  him,  and  of  his  honour  as  the 
trusted  servant  of  his  Majesty. 

"  You  could  not  better  please  his  Majesty 
than  by  doing  this,"  urged  Greenwood. 
''It  is  not  by  his  will  you  hold  the  Earl 
prisoner,  but  by  the  usurped  authority  of 
the  Parliament,  to  which  you  have  never 
sworn  allegiance.'* 

Sir  William,  whom  the  chaplain  could 
perceive  was  not  unmoved  by  his  offers  • 
and  arguments,  answered  that  he  would 
give  that  day  to  consideration,  as  it  was 
too  perilous  a  matter  to  be  hastily  decided 
upon. 

This  was  but  reasonable,  and  Greenwood 
left  him  in  a  very  hopeful  frame  of  mind, 
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and  at  once  sought  the  Earl,  to  acquaint 
him  with  the  result  of  the  interview. 

Strafford  made  no  comment  upon  it. 
Ethel,  who  had  been  told  nothing  of  this 
plot  lest  it  should  raise  false  hopes,  was 
in  the  apartment,  but  the  chaplain  spoke 
in  too  low  a  key  for  his  words  to  be 
audible.  She  thought  she  could  perceive, 
however,  by  the  expression  of  his  coun- 
tenance, that  something  favourable  had 
transpired ;  but  as  her  husband  did  not 
make  any  communication,  she  repressed 
her  curiosity  in  deference  to  his  tacit  desire. 

When  she  left  for  the  night,  under  the  es- 
cort, as  usual,  of  Mr.  Greenwood,  she  ordered 
the  coachman  to  drive  to  Chancery  Lane. 

"  You  are  curious  to  understand  the 
meaning  of  such  a  direction,"  she  said  to 
her  companion.  "  Casting  about  in  my 
despair  this  morning,  a  thought  came  into 
my  mind — a  poor,  forlorn  hope  that  only 
desperation   could   suggest — that  I  would 
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make  a  last  appeal  to  Mr.  Pym.  All  tell 
me  he  is  my  husband's  deadhest  enemy ; 
but  surely  his  vengeance  should  be  satisfied 
by  this  time." 

The  chaplain  was  greatly  shocked  and 
amazed  at  such  a  proposition.  "  You,  the 
Countess  of  Strafford,  abase  yourself  to  this 
man  !"  he  exclaimed. 

"  Do  not  talk  to  me  of  barren  titles  at 
such  a  time  as  this  !"  she  answered.  **  I 
am  but  a  woman,  and  the  most  wretched 
one  that  breathes  the  air  this  day.  The 
wife  of  the  humblest  labourer,  who  is  happy 
in  the  safety  of  husband  and  children,  is 
infinitely  above  me,  and  would  not  change 
places  with  me.'* 

"  If  my  lord  were  to  know  of  it  he  would 
never  forgive  you,"  urged  Greenwood. 
"  Think  of  the  degradation  it  will  be  to 
his  honour  !" 

"  If  I  can  but  save  him,  let  him  for  ever 
banish  me  from  his  presence,  and  I  will  still 
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be  happy.  Perhaps  it  is  weak  and  base  in 
me  to  sue  to  an  enemy,  but  to  me  all  con- 
siderations are  as  nothing  against  my 
husband's  life." 

"  You  are  all  goodness — an  angel  upon 
earth,  my  lady,"  said  the  old  man,  deeply 
affected  ;  "  but  do  not  go  to  this  man,  and, 
even  though  it  is  against  my  lord's  wishes, 
I  will  tell  you  of  a  plan  which  promises 
better  than  yours." 

"  How  noble,  how  generous  this  is  of 
Mr.  Franklin !"  she  exclaimed,  when  he 
had  revealed  the  plot  to  her.  "  And  to 
do  all  this  for  us,  who,  I  fear,  have  cast  so 
dark  a  shadow  over  his  life.  How  can  we 
accept  such  a  sacrifice  at  his  hands  ?  And 
then  the  danger  !  Were  not  my  dear  hus- 
band's life  concerned " 

There  she  paused.  Before  that  conside- 
ration all  scruples  gave  way. 

"And  you  will  not  go  to  Pym'?"  asked 
the  old  man. 
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*' Yes,"  she  replied,  determinedly  ;  "  were 
he  to  yield  to  my  prayers  there  would  be 
no  necessity  for  this  desperate  attempt — 
which  may  fail." 

"  But  you  will  let  me  be  present  at  your 
interview  ?" 

*'  No ;  I  will  see  him  alone,"  she  an- 
swered, firmly.  "  You  shall  wait  without 
the  gate." 

Finding  further  remonstrance  useless,  lie 
was  fain  to  acquiesce. 

Pym  still  occupied  his  old  chambers  in 
Lincoln's  Inn  ;  and  at  this  time,  notwith- 
standing his  high  position,  he  Hved  as 
plainly  and  unostentatiously  as  ever. 

It  was  nearly  dark  when  she  arrived  at 
the  gate.  The  porter  said  he  behoved  Mr. 
Pym  was  in  his  rooms,  which  were  upon 
the  first  floor,  directly  facing  the  stairs. 

The  door  of  the  apartments  so  indicated 
stood  open ;  the  outward  room,  which  was 
an  antechamber,  was    unoccupied,  but  in 
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the     dim     light    she    saw    another    door 
within. 

She  was  crossing  the  floor  to  knock  at 
this  when  she  heard  the  sound  of  voices. 
Two  men  were  conversing  in  the  inner 
chamber  loudly  enough  for,  at  least,  the  sub- 
ject of  their  conversation  to  be  distinguished 
in  the  anteroom.  The  first  words  she 
heard  were  so  important  as  to  at  once  arrest 
her  attention. 

"  I  am  quite  certain  there  is  a  plot  afoot 
for  the  escape  of  Straflbrd,"  said  a  voice. 
"  Years  ago,  the  first  night  this  Franklin 
came  to  the  house  in  the  fields,  I  told  you 
I  suspected  his  good  faith,  that  he  was 
secretly  the  friend  of  Wentworth,  and  now 
you  see  that  he  voted  against  the  bill ; 
from  that  day  I  have  had  him  closely 
watched,  have  found  him  frequently  hold- 
ing private  and  earnest  conversations  with 
persons  who  favour  the  Earl — Bellasis, 
Greenwood  the  chaplain,  and  others  even 
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more  suspicious.  These  circumstances,  and 
others  too  subtle  to  be  defined,  give  me 
assured  conviction  there  is  a  plot  for  the 
escape  of  this  traitor." 

"  An  extra  guard  of  a  hundred  men 
upon  whom  we  can  firmly  rely  must  be 
put  into  the  Tower  this  night,"  answered  a 
second  voice. 

Then  it  added :  "Is  the  Lieutenant  to 
be  trusted  ?" 

"  I  cannot  tell  that,  but  the  best  pohcy 
is  to  have  him  so  well  watched  that  he 
dare  not  be  dishonest." 

Here  Ethel,  hearing  a  movement  of  feet, 
retreated  hastily  to  the  stairs,  not  without 
a  sense  of  shame  at  having  played  the  eaves- 
dropper ;  but  this  conversation  so  nearly 
concerned  her  that  it  had  held  her  rooted 
to  the  ground. 

At  one  moment  she  was  on  the  point  of 
abandoning  the  object  that  had  brought 
her  there,  and  hurrying  to  Mr.  Greenwood 
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to  acquaint  him  with  her  discovery ;  the 
next,  she  reflected  that  the  plot  being  sus- 
pected, and  so  certain  to  be  defeated,  there 
was  more  reason  than  ever  she  should  try 
this  last  resource. 

While  thus  meditating  she  heard  foot- 
steps in  the  antechamber.  The  landing  on 
which  she  stood  was  quite  dark,  and  her 
dress  was  wholly  black,  so  that  by  retreat- 
ing into  the  furthermost  corner,  at  the  foot 
of  the  upper  flight  of  stairs,  there  was  little 
danger  of  her  being  observed. 

Immediately  afterwards  a  man  passed 
out  of  the  door  and  made  his  way  down 
the  stairs. 

After  a  little  pause  she  summoned 
courage  to  retrace  her  steps  and  knock 
timidly  at  the  inner  door. 

It  was  opened  by  a  domestic ;  imme- 
diately opposite,  sitting  at  a  table  covered 
with  papers,  she  saw  the  big  form  and  stern 
face  of  the  ma,n  she  sought.     At  the  sight 
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of  that  figure,  which  recalled  all  the 
horrors  of  the  trial,  her  courage  nearly 
failed,  and  the  utter  hopelessness  of  her 
errand  seemed  revealed  to  her. 

Pym,  looking  up,  and  seeing  it  was  a 
lady,  rose.  The  servant  stood  aside ; 
and  Ethel,  advancing  a  few  steps,  threw 
back  her  hood  and  said,  in  a  faint  voice — 

"  You  are  Mr.  Pym,  I  think  ?" 

He  did  not  recognise  her,  but  he  was 
quite  startled  by  that  white  face,  so  full  of 
woe.  He  bowed,  staring  at  her  with  won- 
dering curiosity. 

"  I  am  Lady  Strafford,"  she  faltered. 

He  changed  colour  at  that  name,  and 
his  features  became  cold  and  stern. 

"  Madam,"  he  said,  "  if  you  are  here  to 
intercede  for  the  Earl  of  Strafford,  for  I 
can  discover  no  other  cause  for  so  humble 
a  personage  as  myself  being  honoured  by  so 
distinguished  a  visitor,  I  would  spare  you 
the  pain  of  solicitation  ;  it  is  useless." 

"  All  I  would   ask  for   is  his   life,"  she 
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pleaded,  her  courage  rising ;  "  banish  him 
to  the  remotest  part  of  the  world,  confis- 
cate his  lands,  all  that  he  possesses — he 
cannot  harm  you  in  exile — he  would  not 
again  mingle  in  State  affairs  even  though 
he  were  entreated  to  do  so  ;  he  has  long 
been  weary  of  them ;  he  would  long  since 
have  resigned  all  his  employments,  but  the 
King  would  not  permit  him ;  his  health  is 
broken  by  his  great  labours ;  all  he  needs 
is  repose,  obscurity ;  he  will  be  dead  to 
England,  ay,  dead  as  though  the  grave  in- 
deed closed  over  him ;  he  will  live  only  to 
me  and  his  children,  who  will  daily  and 
hourly  bless  you  for  your  mercy :  if  you 
put  him  to  death  you  will  kill  our  hearts 
with  him." 

She  had  sunk  upon  her  knees,  and  few 
could  have  resisted  that  appeal.  Even 
Pym  was  agitated,  and  pitied  her ;  but 
there  was  no  relenting  in  that  heart  of 
stone. 

''  I  was  not  your  husband's  judge,"  he 
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replied.  "  I  did  not  condemn  him,  but 
the  votes  of  both  Houses  of  ParUament, 
and  even  the  master  who  profited  by  his 
tyranny.     I  have  but  one  voice." 

"  But  that  is  the  most  potent  of  all,"  she 
interrupted ;  "  you  have  the  power  to  save 
his  life." 

"  And  if  I  had,  if  the  raising  of  my  little 
finger  could  stop  the  axe,  I  would  not  do 
it,"  he  answered,  sternly.  "  I  speak  in  no 
harshness  to  you,  madam,  whom  I  pity ; 
but  were  you  my  own  sister  I  would  not 
say  less,  nor  stay  justice  upon  that  man." 

There  was  a  finality  in  those  words, 
against  which  all  protest  was  useless. 

She  rose  from  her  knees  ;  he  would  have 
assisted  her,  but  she  shrank  from  him, 
gathered  her  hood  about  her  face,  with  the 
calmness  of  despair,  and  turned  to  leave 
the  room.  He  held  the  door  open,  and 
motioned  the  domestic  to  light  her  down 
the  stairs. 
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He  was  pale,  and  his  hands  trembled 
when  he  again  seated  himself  before  his 
papers.  That  face  haunted  his  memory 
for  many  a  day  afterwards. 

As  Ethel  descended  the  last  stair  she 
came  against  a  lady,  cloaked  and  masked, 
who  was  at  that  moment  entering  by  the 
outward  door  ;  but  it  was  too  dark  to  dis- 
tinguish anything  beyond  the  dim  outline 
of  a  figure.  The  lady  stood  back  to  let 
her  pass,  peering  curiously  through  the 
eyes  of  the  mask.  Then  she  took  her  way 
up  the  staircase  and  entered  Pym's  apart- 
ments. 

He  looked  surprised  at  this  new 
intrusion,  but  recognising  his  visitor, 
desired,  before  a  word  was  exchanged, 
the  domestic  who  was  with  him  to  quit 
the  room. 

When  they  were  gone  the  lady  threw 
aside  her  mask. 

It  was  Lady  Carlisle. 

VOL.  IIL  18 


274  THE    BLOCK.  [ 


BOOK  Tin. 


"  Who  was  that  woman  1  met  below  ?" 
she  inquired,  sharply. 

"  The  Countess  of  StrafFord." 

"  Indeed !"  she  answered  in  an  altered 
tone.  "  She  came,  I  suppose,  to  plead  to 
you  for  his  life." 

"She  did." 

"  And  what  was  your  reply  ?" 

"  Do  you  seriously  require  an  answer 
to  such  a  question  ?"  he  demanded,  con- 
temptuously. 

She  dropped  her  eyes  to  the  ground. 

"  And  what  hath  brought  you  here, 
Lucy  ?"  he  asked,  with  an  inquisitive  look. 

"  You  have  not  visited  me  for  several 
days ;  since  you  would  not  seek  me,  I  have 
sought  you,"  she  replied,  her  eyes  avoiding 
his. 

"  There  is  something  more  than  that," 
he  answered,  his  gaze  still  fixed  upon  her. 

She  made  no  response  for  several  minutes. 
Then  she  said,  abruptly — 
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"  Were  it  not  possible  to  save  this  man's 
life — banish  him ;  even  imprison  him  for 
the  rest  of  his  existence  ?" 

She  did  not  dare  to  look  at  him  she 
addressed  as  she  spoke  those  words. 

An  evil  fire  kindled  in  his  eye,  and 
a  bitter  sneer  curled  his  lip  as  he 
replied — 

*'This  is  what  I  have  long  expected. 
Truly,  women  are  like  dogs,  and  love  those 
best  who  treat  them  worst." 

"  He  has  been  much  punished,''  she  an- 
swered, humbly;  "years  of  bodily  pain 
have  worn  him  to  the  shadow  of  his  former 
self ;  his  face  might  melt  a  heart  of  stone  ; 
his  thread  of  life  is  almost  spun;  might 
not  the  little  that  remains  be  spared  to 
him  1  His  fall  and  degradation  alone  would 
km  him." 

"  Did  I  know  he  would  die  to-morrow- 
morning,  I  would  have  him  executed  to- 
night,"   burst     forth     Pym,     vindiotively. 

18--? 
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"  Fifteen  years  ago,  beneath  your  roof,  I 
swore  I  would  bring  him  to  the  scafibld  ; 
and  I  always  keep  my  vows." 

"  I  ask  his  life  in  the  name  of  our  love," 
she  pleaded,  almost  passionately.  "  I  have 
given  you  all ;  can  you  refuse  me  this  ?" 

"  And  in  the  name  of  my  love  I  refuse  to 
spare  a  rival  who  has  perhaps  more  of 
your  heart  still  than  I  have,"  he  replied, 
bitterly. 

"  This  is  mere  folly  to  put  me  off  my 
suit,"  she  responded  in  the  same  tone. 
"  What  love  could  I  have  for  a  man 
who  has  so  degraded  me  as  he  has, 
who  hates  me  as  he  does  ;  who,  if  I  were 
now  to  kneel  at  his  feet  and  implore  his 
pardon,  would  spurn  me  ?  It  is  not  my 
heart  that  pleads  for  him,  but  my  con- 
science. You  know  that  his  trial  has  been 
a  pretence  ;  that  he  is  not  so  guilty  of  what 
he  is  charged  with  as  you  or  I ;  that  his 
execution   will   be  a   murder.     Your   soul 
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may  be  callous  to  such  thought,  mine  is 
not ;  and  I  feel  that  the  memory  of  my 
share  in  this  business  will  gnaw  there  ever- 
more." 

"A  woman's  evermore  is  a  month  at 
farthest.  There  is  nothing  thou  couldst 
ask  me,  save  this,  I  would  refuse  thee, 
Lucy.  I  would  sooner  give  thee  my  own 
life  than  his," 

His  voice  had  changed  to  tenderness, 
and  he  had  thrown  his  arm  soothingly 
around  her.  But  there  was  no  relenting 
to  her  prayer. 

It  was  indeed  some  time  before  she  re- 
covered the  shock  of  Strafford's  death  ;  but 
no  grief  nor  remorse  could  take  permanent 
hold  upon  the  heart  of  Lucy  Carlisle,  and 
after  a  time  she  became  as  brilliant,  as 
beautifiil  and  intriguing,  as  ever.  She  out- 
lived her  generation ;  she  saw  the  downfall 
of  Pym,  the  death  of  Charles,  the  esta- 
blishment    of    the     Commonwealth,     and 
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figured  in  the  gay  Court  of  the  Restora- 
tion. 

Mr.  Greenwood  had  from  the  first  been 
quite  certain  Lady  Strafford's  errand  would 
prove  fruitless,  and  all  he  felt  was  intense 
mortification  that  the  wife  of  his  noble 
patron  should  have  humiliated  herself  to 
stoop  to  his  direst  foe. 

''  I  do  not  think  of  that,"  she  answered ; 
"  but  if  it  should  please  God  to  prolong 
my  life  beyond  that  of  my  dear  lord,  I 
would  not  have  the  reproach  upon  my 
conscience  that  I  had  neglected  any 
chance,  however  improbable,  of  saving 
him." 

But  great  was  the  old  man  s  grief 
and  alarm  when  she  related,  to  him 
the  conversation  she  had  overheard. 

"  So  ends  our  last  hope,  does  it 
not  ?"  she  asked. 
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He  could  make  no  reply.  And  she 
needed  none,  for  his  silence  told  her  all. 

It  was  necessary  to  warn  Franklin 
and  Bellasis  of  this  discovery  without 
loss  of  time,  and  after  conducting  Lady 
Strafford  home,  he  hurried  away  to  seek 
themu 
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The  King's  signature  obtained,  tlie  Parlia- 
ment hurried  on  the  execution,  and  the 
12th  of  May  was  fixed  for  the  last  act  of 
the  tragedy. 

It  was  the  evening  before,  and  Strafford 
had  gathered  round  him  his  wife  and  chil- 
dren to  take  his  last  leave  of  them. 

During  the  last  two  days  Ethel  had 
sunk  into  a  kind  of  stupor  that  looked  like 
resignation,  but  which  was  more  alarming 
than  the  most  violent  grief  She  was  sit- 
ting at  his  feet,  as  she  used  in  the  old 
happy  time,  her  head  bent  forward  upon 
her  breast.  On  either  side,  and  between 
his  knees,  were  the  children.  The  boy 
and  the  elder  girl  alone  seemed   to   have 
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a  due  appreciation  of  the  awfulness  of 
that  moment ;  the  others  were  weeping 
and  sobbing,  as  children  do  weep,  with 
their  eyes  and  not  their  hearts — April 
showers  that  in  a  moment  turn  to  sun- 
shine. The  Earl  was  addressing  his  son, 
whose  hand  he  held.  His  voice  was  calm, 
for  he  was  fully  prepared  for  the  end,  and 
it  was  to  him  to  show  an  example  of  for- 
titude ;  but  the  boy's  deep  sobs  severely 
taxed  his  endurance. 

"Be  sure,"  he  said,  glancing  towards  the 
kneeling  figure  at  his  feet,  and  his  voice 
faltered  for  a  second,  ''that  you  give  all 
respect  to  my  dear  wife,  that  hath  ever  had 
a  great  love  unto  you.  Never  be  wanting 
in  love  and  care  to  your  sisters,  but  let 
them  ever  be  most  dear  to  you.  Serve 
God  diligently  morning  and  evening,  and 
have  him  before  your  eyes  in  all  your 
ways.  And  above  all,"  he  added,  in  a  yet 
more  impressive  tone,  "  be  sure  to  avoid  as 
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much  as  you  can  to  inquire  after  those  who 
have  been  sharp  in  their  judgments  towards 
me ;  and  I  charge  you  never  to  suffer  thought 
of  revenge  to  enter  into  your  heart,  for  I 
forgive  them  freely.  Be  ever  true  and 
loyal  to  your  King-  -God  bless  him  ! — and 
never  give  a  thought  to  life  or  interest 
when  your  love  and  duty  to  him  should  be 
considered. " 

Then,  with  a  few  loving  exhortations  to 
the  girls,  he  pressed  them  in  his  arms,  and 
held  them  there  for  some  seconds,  while  he 
breathed  a  silent  prayer.  At  a  sign,  Mr. 
Greenwood,  who  had  been  a  weeping  spec- 
tator, came  forward  to  take  them  away ; 
but  they  clung  to  their  father's  breast  with 
shrieks  and  cries,  and  could  not  be  entreated 
to  leave  him,  and  so  the  attendants  were 
compelled  to  forcibly  remove  them.  The 
agony  of  this  scene  almost  broke  down  the 
Earl's  firmness. 

When  they  were  gone,  he  and  Ethel  were 
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alone.  She  had  not  once  raised  her  eyes 
all  this  time,  had  given  no  sign  of  con- 
sciousness except  the  tightening  clasp  of 
her  fingers  and  the  occasional  convulsive 
heavings  of  her  chest. 

"And  now,  sweetheart,  it  is  our  turn," 
he  said,  raising  her  in  his  arms. 

"  Not  yet,''  she  answered  with  a  shiver ; 
"  let  me  remain  with  you  till  the — last. 
It  is  our  last  night  on  earth ;  let  it  be 
passed  together.  Oh,  dear  husband,  do 
not  refuse  me  this." 

He  would  fain  have  spared  so  many 
hours  of  agony  to  both,  but  he  could  not 
refuse  such  a  prayer. 

Quiet  and  docile  as  a  child  who  has  won 
its  way,  she  again  sank  down  at  his  feet  in 
the  same  attitude  as  before.  This  quietude 
was  far  more  trying  to  him  than  would 
have  been  tears  and  sobs. 

"  Eemember,  dearest,"  he  said,  laying 
his  hand  upon  her  head,  the  gold  of  which 
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was  already  streaked  with  silver,  "  we 
have  the  Christian's  hope ;  our  parting  is 
but  for  a  time.  It  will  be  but  as  though  I 
had  gone  on  some  long,  long  journey.  And 
even  in  the  course  of  Nature  this  poor  frail 
body,  that  has  been  long  decaying,  could 
but  have  lingered  a  little  while  upon  earth  ; 
my  enemies  have  shortened  its  stay  scarcely 
at  all,  and  'Death  is  an  end  of  every 
worldly  sore.'  Do  you  recollect  those  lines 
of  Chaucer  I  have  so  often  read  to  thee — 

What  is  this  world  ?     What  aske  men  to  have  ? 
Now  with  his  love,  now  in  his  colde  grave, 
Alone  withouten  any  company." 

He  could  feel  her  shiver ;  that  was  her 
only  answer. 

''  Mr.  Greenwood,"  he  went  on,  kissing 
her,  *'  has  the  disposition  of  such  remnants 
of  my  fortune  as  my  persecutors  will  leave 
at  my  disposal.  Lady  Clare,  their  grand- 
mother, will  provide  for  the  children,  and 
there  will  be  enough  to  render  you " 
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"  Do  not  speak  of  these  things;  I  cannot 
bear  it,"  she  interrupted,  entreatingly. 

"  Well,  well,  I  will  not ;  they  are  all  safe 
in  our  good  Greenwood's  hands.  Ah,  if 
they  would  but  have  left  you  the  old 
home." 

"  I  could  never  have  looked  upon  its 
walls  again,"  she  answered.  "  Do  you 
remember  the  voices  in  the  wind  the  last 
night  we  were  there,  'Nevermore,  never- 
more, nevermore !'   There  is  truth  in  omens. " 

All  this  time  she  spoke  quite  calmly, 
and  with  dry  eyes.  He  was  trying  to 
draw  her  tears. 

"  By-and-by,"  he  went  on,  "  when  time 
has  softened  your  affliction,  I  would  have 
you  go  there  once  again  and  wander  among 
our  old  favourite  haunts  where  we  were 
once  so  happy ;  especially  I  would  have  you 
linger  in  that  spot  where  I  first  won  from 
you  the  confession  of  your  love." 

*''  I   shall   never   see    them   again,"   she 
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answered,  in  the  same  tone,  "  Nevermore, 
nevermore,  nevermore.  Did  not  the  voices 
in  the  wind  speak  to  me  as  well  as  to  you  ?" 

"  These  are  but  fancies,  dearest.  For 
God's  love  do  not  look  so  cold  and  sense- 
less— relieve  your  heart  with  tears." 

^'  I  have  no  tears,"  she  answered ;  "  they 
are  all  shed." 

Then,  with  a  sudden  change  of  tone,  she 
added  presently — 

"  Lady  Carlisle  prophesied  truly,  did  not 
she  ?     As  truly  as  the  winds  !" 

"  Why  do  you  speak  of  that  wretched 
woman  at  such  a  time  as  this  ?" 

"  She  said  I  should  bring  you  to  shame 
and  destruction,  and  I  have  done  so,"  she 
resumed,  not  heeding  his  interruption. 

He  reproved  her  in  almost  stern  accents 
for  such  a  belief  "  Political  causes  and 
the  malice  of  men,  not  my  domestic  rela- 
tions, nor  the  paltry  spleen  of  a  woman, 
have  destroyed  me,"  he  said. 
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She  shook  her  head  and  answered,  "  I 
know  it  is  as  I  have  said,  I  feel  it  here," 
pressing  her  hand  upon  her  heart;  ''I  have 
destroyed  you." 

In  vain  did  he  alternately  soothe  and 
rebuke,  she  only  shook  her  head  with  the 
same  immovable  persistency. 

At  length  he  grew  seriously  alarmed, 
and  ordered  his  physician  to  be  sent  for. 

He  came,  and  looked  grave  when  he 
saw  her  ;  he  called  Strafford  aside.  "  The 
Countess,"  he  said,  "  can  never  endure  the 
agony  of  the  last  parting  ;  her  brain  would 
give  way  beneath  it." 

"  What  can  be  done  ?  She  insists  upon 
remaining  wdth  me  until  the  last." 

"  To-night,  my  lord,  I  would  advise  that 
a  powerful  narcotic  be  administered,  the 
effects  of  which  will  not  pass  away  for 
some  hours." 

"I  understand  you,"  said  the  Earl,  sadly. 
"  I  have  all  faith  in  your  judgment.  But 
use  all  care  with  that  precious  life." 
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All  the  evening  she  remained  in  the 
same  stupor,  making  no  movement  except 
he  offered  to  let  go  her  hand,  or  shift  his 
position ;  then  she  would  cling  closer  to 
him  and  look  up  at  him  with  imploring 
eyes,  and  whisper,  "Do  not  leave  me." 

Towards  night  he  gave  her  the  narcotic 
with  his  own  hands,  saying  it  was  a  sooth- 
ing draught  the  physician  had  ordered. 

She  drank  it  off  without  a  word,  seem- 
ingly unconscious  of  what  she  did,  except 
that  she  shuddered  slightly  after  swal- 
lowing it,  as  though  the  flavour  was 
nauseous. 

For  a  time  it  produced  no  effect.  But 
by-and-by  she  said,  "  I  am  growing  so  very 
sleepy ;  take  me  in  your  arms,  and  then 
I  shall  be  sure  you  cannot  leave  me,  for  I 
shall  wake  if  you  attempt  it." 

And  he  took  her  in  his  arms  as  he  would 
a  little  child,  and  she  nestled  close  to 
his  breast,  and  wound  her  arms  clingingly 
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about  his  neck ;  and  then  she  laid  a  little 
time  looking  up  into  his  face  with  wide 
open  eyes  ;  but  gradually  the  lids  began  to 
quiver  and  steal  down  lower  and  lower 
until  they  closed. 

And  she  had  looked  her  last  upon  him. 

Then  did  his  fortitude  break  down,  and 
his  tears  fell  like  rain  upon  the  sleeping 
face,  and  his  frame  was  convulsed  with 
agony.  But  for  this  relief  it  seemed  as  if 
heart  and  brain  must  have  burst.  After  a 
time  he  again  mastered  himself  It  was 
his  last  weakness. 

It  had  been  arranged  that  she  should  be 
conveyed  home,  and  an  attendant  presently 
entered  to  announce  that  the  coach  was 
waiting,  and  all  was  ready.  He  cut  ofp  a 
long  lock  of  her  beautiful  hair,  that  he  had 
so  loved  to  play  with  and  fondle  in  the  old 
time,  pressed  it  to  his  lips,  and,  damp 
with  tears,  thrust  it  into  his  breast  over 
his   heart ;    then  with  his  own  hands   he 

VOL.    IIL  19 


290  THE  BLOCK.  [book  Tin. 

wrapped  the  hood  and  cloak  about  her, 
held  her  in  his  arms  a  few  moments  longer, 
kissed  her  cold  lips,  and  with  a  long  deep 
sigh  passed  her  to  the  attendants,  whose 
faces  were  wet  with  tears. 

And  so  they  parted — for  ever  ! 


Mh^ 


CHAPTEE    YIII. 

UPON     THE     SCAFFOLD. 

John — now  Sir  John — Savile  entirely  frus- 
trated the  plot  for  Strafford's  escape.  The 
Governor  of  the  Tower,  made  aware  by  the 
arrival  of  an  extra  guard  that  something 
had  transpired,  hastened  to  take  the  initia- 
tive by  informing  Pym  of  the  overtures  that 
had  been  made  to  him. 

Orders  were  given  that  Mr.  Greenwood, 
although  still  permitted  to  attend  upon  the 
Earl,  should  not  be  allowed  to  quit  the 
Tower.  Warrants  were  at  the  same  time 
issued  for  the  arrest  of  Bellasis,  Godfrey, 
Hornby,  and  Sir  Launcelot  Franklin ;  the 
latter  was  accused  by  Sir  John  Savile  of 
having  publicly  declared  that  the  trial  of 
the   Earl   of    Strafford   had   been   grossly 
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illegal,  the  evidence  false,  the  witnesses 
suborned  and  intimidated,  and  that  his 
execution  would  be  but  a  judicial  murder. 

Some  such  animadversions  had  been 
uttered  by  Launcelot  in  a  private  room  at 
the  "  Cock  Tavern,"  he  believing  himself 
unheard  by  any  but  his  two  associates  ;  but 
Savile  had  followed  them  thither,  and 
bribed  one  of  the  drawers  to  listen  at  the 
door  to  their  conversation,  and  this  was 
the  substance  of  what  he  reported. 

Greenwood's  warning,  however,  had 
placed  the  intended  victims  upon  their 
guard,  and  they  took  the  requisite  precau- 
tions to  elude  the  officers  of  the  law.  Upon 
which  Sir  Launcelot  Franklin  was  declared 
to  have  forfeited  his  seat  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  to  be  incapable  of  ever  again 
sitting  there,  and  to  be  a  dangerous  delin- 
quent whom  it  behoved  any  man  to  capture 
wherever  found. 

These  despotic  measures  were  intended 
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to  strike  terror  to  every  supporter,  secret 
or  acknowledged,  of  the  EarL  And  within 
the  last  few  days  a  reaction  had  begun  to 
set  in  ;  and  every  man,  who  was  not  blinded 
by  fanaticism  or  swayed  by  personal  feel- 
ings, began  to  feel  some  sympathy  for 
the  once  great  minister  whose  condemna- 
tion had  been  obtained  by  such  doubtful 
means. 

Launcelot  and  his  friends  had  discovered 
this  change  in  popular  feeling,  and  embol- 
dened by  it  had  conceived  a  desperate 
plan,  which  was  no  less  than  to  attempt 
the  Earl's  rescue  from  the  very  scaffold. 
Bellasis  knew  several  officers  of  the  guard 
to  be  secretly  inclined  to  the  prisoner,  and 
had  received  intimation  from  two  or  three 
that  they  would  not  offer  much  hindrance 
to  an  escape,  should  it  be  attempted. 

By  means  of  a  lavish  expenditure  of 
money  they  got  together  a  considerable 
number   of  men,    disbanded   soldiers    and 
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others,  and,  hoping  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment  to  obtain  assistance  from  a  por- 
tion of  the  crowd  and  neutrality  from  the 
rest,  resolved  to  attempt  this  coup  de  main. 

Bellasis  was,  as  usual,  sanguine  of  suc- 
cess ;  Launcelot  silent  and  depressed.  Well 
disguised,  they  had  taken  lodgings  at  a 
tavern  on  Tower  Hill,  where,  for  safety, 
they  occupied  one  sleeping-room  between 
them. 

The  Tower  clock  had  just  tolled  twelve. 
Bellasis  was  fast  asleep,  worn  out  by  fa- 
tigue, for  they  had  been  working  hard  that 
day  preparing  for  the  eventful  morrow. 
But  Launcelot  and  Hornby  were  too 
wakeful  for  repose.  The  latter  was  smok- 
ing ;  the  former,  with  his  arms  resting  upon 
the  window-sill,  was  gazing  through  the 
lattice  out  upon  the  night.  Before  him 
rose  the  black  pile  of  the  Tower,  upon 
which  the  broad  moon  was  shining  radiantly, 
tipping  the  turrets  with  light. 
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Already  a  faint  stir  of  gathering  people 
came  up  from  below. 

One  o'clock  tolled,  and  neither  had 
spoken.  Hornby  still  smoked  on,  and 
Launcelot,  deep  in  thought,  had  scarcely 
once  shifted  his  position.  There  was  not 
an  incident  of  his  whole  life  that  had  not 
passed  before  his  mind's  eye  during  that 
hour. 

The  sound  of  the  bell  roused  him  from 
his  reverie,  and,  turning  from  the  window, 
he  said,  in  a  dreamy  tone — 

''The  day  has  begun;  where  shall  we 
be  this  time  to-morrow  ?" 

"  Ay,  where  ?"  echoed  Hornby. 

Again  there  was  silence,  and  the  hum 
and  the  stir  below  were  growing  louder  and 
louder. 

"  I  wonder  if  these  sounds  can  be  heard 
within  the  Tower  T  said  Launcelot,  pre- 
sently. ''She  is  there  to-night.  Is  she 
hstening  to  them  as  we  are  T 
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"God  help  her,  I  trust  not/'  answered 
Hornby. 

"If  we  fail,"  again  said  Launcelot,  after 
another  long  interval,  "  the  Earl's  death 
will  be  hers  ;  each  day  I  have  read  it  in 
her  face." 

Each  day  those  two  men,  disguised,  had 
hovered  about  the  gates,  at  the  hour  of 
closing,  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  her  form  as 
she  entered  her  coach.  And  she  had 
never  suspected  how  much  love  there  was 
near  her. 

The  hum  and  the  stir  were  swelling 
louder  and  louder,  rising  occasionally  into 
shouts,  and  songs,  and  laughter. 

The  second  hour  of  the  morning  tolled. 
Then  the  third. 

Launcelot  threw  open  the  casement  and 
looked  out ;  the  moon,  though  fast  setting, 
was  still  shining  brightly,  and  in  the  east 
the  first  light  of  dawn  was  breaking. 
Leaning  out  he  looked  down  upon  the  fast 
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gathering  crowd,  tliat  already  numbered 
thousands ;  upon  the  dark  forms  of  the 
soldiers  whose  morions  and  halberds  occa- 
sionally flashed  in  the  moonlight,  and  upon 
that  black  shapeless  thing  around  which  all 
gathered.  • 

"It  is  time,"  he  said,  turning  to 
Hornby. 

They  had  some  difficulty  in  arousing 
Bellasis,  who  still  slept  heavily. 

When  they  were  ready  to  depart  Launce- 
lot  said,  "  Let  us  shake  hands  before  we 
go  ;  for  who  knows  if  we  shall  ever  meet 
again  f 

No  other  word  was  spoken,  but  hands 
were  grasped  as  only  men  standing  upon  the 
brink  of  the  grave  can  grasp  their  fellows'. 

They  descended  the  stairs,  passed  out  of 

the  house,  separated  and  mingled  with  the 

crowd,  seeking  their  adherents,  who  were 

to  be  recognised  by  preconcerted  signals. 

When  the  sun  rose  the  whole  of  the  great 
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space  of  Tower  Hill  was  closely  packed  with 
human  beings,  and  the  windows  and  roofs 
were  fast  becoming  human  hives.  Not  since 
Mary  Stuart  had  laid  her  head  upon  the 
block  had  there  been  so  notable  an  execu- 
tion, and  all  London  was  eager  for  the  sight. 
And  still,  as  the  hours  wore  on,  fresh 
numbers  came  flocking  to  swell  the  vast 
congregation  and  press  the  mass  closer 
and  closer. 

The  three  conspirators  had  gathered 
their  followers  into  three  divisions,  of  which 
each  took  a  command,  and  they  had  con- 
trived to  gather  them  close  around  the 
scaffold ;  not  in  a  compact  body,  however, 
but  here  and  there,  with  a  wedge  of  the 
crowd  between,  so  that  when  the  move- 
ment came  it  would  appear  to  proceed  from 
all  sides,  and  to  be  of  much  vaster  propor- 
tions than  it  was.  The  guard  was  very 
strong. 

Under  the  most  favourable  circumstances. 
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however,  the  attempt  was  most  desperate, 
the  success  most  improbable.  The  plan  of 
operation  agreed  upon  was  this  : — Launce- 
lot,  who  had  edged  his  way  close  to  the  hne 
of  soldiers  that  guarded  the  approach  to  the 
scaffold,  was  to  give  the  signal  of  attack,  at 
what  he  might  consider  the  most  favourable 
opportunity,  force  a  way  for  himself  and  fol- 
lowers to  the  block,  and  carry  off  the  Earl 
while  the  others  were  employing  the  rest  of 
the  troops  :  horses  were  waiting  at  the  end  of 
Tower  Street,  and  if  these  could  be  gained 
there  would  be  every  chance  of  escape.  All 
depended  on  the  rapidity  with  which  the 
surprise  could  be  executed. 

The  morning  found  Strafford  calm  and 
prepared.  He  had  passed  the  entire  night 
in  rehgious  exercises  and  in  earnest  con- 
versation with  Mr.  Greenwood,  to  whom 
he  confided  his  last  wishes  touching  his 
wife  and.  children. 

The  Lieutenant  advised  that  he  should 
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proceed  the  short  distance  from  the  Tower 
gates  to  the  scaffold  in  a  coach,  alleging 
a  fear  that  the  mob  might  attack  him.  But 
what  Sir  William  Balfour  really  appre- 
hended was  an  attempt  at  rescue,  in  which, 
after  what  had  recently  passed,  he  might 
be  implicated. 

But  to  this  Strafford,  who  was  quite 
ignorant,  however,  of  the  second  plot, 
objected. 

"  No,  sir,"  he  answered,  "  I  have  no  fear 
of  the  people ;  neither  do  I  care  how  I  die, 
whether  by  their  fury  or  by  the  hand  of  the 
executioner." 

On  his  way  he  had  to  pass  beneath  the 
window  of  Laud's  apartment,  and  on  the 
previous  night  he  had  expressed  a  desire, 
by  Mr.  Greenwood,  that  the  Archbishop 
might  watch  for  his  coming  and  bestow 
a  farewell  and  a  blessing  upon  him. 

Laud  was  not  made  of  the  same  heroic 
stuff  as  his  brother  in  misfortune,  and  bore 
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his  imprisonment  and  danger  with  but  httle 
fortitude.  The  news  of  the  Earl's  condem- 
nation greatly  shook  him,  for  he  felt  it  was 
the  prelude  to  his  own,  and  scarcely  could  he 
nerve  himself  to  this  sad  leave-taking.  At 
length  the  tolling  of  the  bell  and  the  tramp 
of  soldiers  told  him  of  his  poor  friend's 
approach.  TrembHng  with  age  and  agita- 
tion he  tottered  to  the  window  ;  it  was  too 
high  for  him  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  more 
than  the  soldiers'  halberds,  but  he 
stretched  his  hands  between  the  bars  in 
sign  of  benediction,  and  heard  the  deep, 
well-known  voice  pronounce  the  words — 
*'  Farewell,  my  dear  lord,  and  God  protect 
your  innocence." 

Then  all  strength  deserted  him,  and  he 
fell  back  fainting. 

Guarded  by  a  strong  detachment  of 
troops,  Strafford  passed  on  his  way  with  a 
firm  step  and  upright  carriage,  and  a  coun- 
tenance quite  placid,  indicating  neither  fear 
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nor  bravado,  but  yet  a  due  sense  of  the 
awfulness  of  his  position.  He  had  taken 
unusual  pains  with  his  dress,  and  attired 
in  rich  black  velvet,  his  breast  adorned 
with  the  blue  ribbon  and  the  jewel  of  the 
Garter,  he  looked  rather  like  a  monarch 
attended  by  his  guard  of  honour  than  a 
prisoner  proceeding  to  execution. 

Great  was  the  stir  among  the  huge 
crowd  when  the  gates  were  thrown  open, 
and  the  appearance  of  a  new  detachment 
of  troops  announced  the  coming  of  the 
Earl.  A  moment  before  all  had  been  tur- 
moil— thousands  of  voices  in  talk  and  jest 
trying  to  make  themselves  heard  above  the 
general  din,  pushing  and  scrambling  and 
horse-play ;  suddenly  every  movement 
was  stilled,  every  head  was  turned  one 
way,  and  a  mighty  hush,  like  the  dying 
murmur  of  a  storm,  swept  from  end  to  end 
of  the  living  mass — and  all  was  silent. 

Slowly  he  marched  on,  hedged  in  by  a 
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treble  line  of  soldiers,  looking  neither  to 
the  right  nor  to  the  left.  As  he  neared  the 
scaffold  there  rose  a  few  howls  and  cries  ; 
but  the  mass  remained  silent,  awed  by  the 
grandeur  of  a  presence  before  whose  name 
all  had  once  trembled.  With  the  same 
firm  tread  he  mounted  the  fatal  steps,  at- 
tended by  Mr.  Greenwood  and  a  few  others 
who  still  had  the  courage  to  call  them- 
selves his  friends.  But  with  these  were 
mingled  enemies  who  had  come  to  gloat 
over  this  final  triumph.  And  among  them 
was  one  of  the  deadliest  of  all — Sir  John 
Savile. 

Upon  reaching  the  scaffold  Strafford 
placed  his  hand  upon  the  block,  and,  turn- 
ing to  the  people,  addressed  them  in  a  loud, 
clear  voice,  which  was  heard  at  some  dis- 
tance. 

"I  desire,"  he  said,  "for  this  kingdom 
every  earthly  prosperity.  While  I  lived 
this  was  my  constant  endeavour  ;  dying,  it 
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is  my  only  wish.  But  I  entreat  eacli  and 
all  of  you  who  listen  to  me  to  examine 
yourselves  seriously,  your  hands  on  your 
hearts,  whether  the  first  chapter  of  the 
reformation  of  a  kinodom  should  be  written 
in  characters  of  blood.  Never  let  me  be  so 
unhappy  that  the  least  drop  of  my  blood 
should  rise  up  in  judgment  against  any  of 
you  ;  but  I  fear  you  are  in  a  wrong  way. " 
Then  turning  to  his  friends  he  took  a 
solemn  and  affectionate  leave  of  all,  more 
especially  of  Greenwood,  whose  hand  he 
held  in  a  lingering  clasp  while  he  whis- 
pered, "  Tell  them  my  last  thoughts  were 
theirs  and  God's." 

"  Now,"  he  said,  again  speaking  in  loud, 
clear  accents — "  I  have  nearly  done.  One 
stroke  will  make  my  dear  wife  husbandless, 
my  dear  children  fatherless,  my  poor  ser- 
vants masterless." 

Then  he  knelt  down  with  Mr.  Greenwood  • 
and  silently  prayed. 
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His  words  had  been  listened  to  with  the 
most  breathless  attention,  and  one  or  two 
attempts  at  interruption  had  been  quelled 
bj  the  people  with  savage  energy. 

In  order  to  throw  the  soldiers  off  their 
guard,  Launcelot  had  instructed  those  of 
his  followers  who  were  nearest  the  scaffold 
to  raise  occasional  cries  against  the  Earl, 
and  gave  the  signal  for  one  of  these  inter- 
ruptions as  he  fell  upon  his  knees.     Some 
bystanders,  who  evidently  sympathised  with 
the  prisoner,  raised  their  hands  to  cuff  the 
fellows ;    a  slight  skirmish  took  place,  in 
which  Launcelot,  being  in  the  midst  of  it, 
was   much   pushed,  and  in  the  scuflSe  his 
hat  and  a  dark  wig   and   beard   he   wore 
were  knocked  off,  leaving  his   face  quite 
bare. 

From  the   steps    of   the    scaffold    John 

Savile  had  been  watching  the  scene ;  only 

the  soldiers  stood   between  him   and  the 

spot    in   which    it   was    enacted.     In   an 
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instant  lie  recognised  Launcelot,  and 
guessed  the  meaning  of  his  presence  and 
disguise. 

"  Stand  to  your  arms,  soldiers  !  There 
are  traitors  among  you.  Kill  that  man '/' 
he  shouted ;  and,  leaping  down  the 
steps,  drew  his  sword  and  pointed  to 
Franklin. 

Finding  he  was  discovered,  Launcelot 
also  drew  his  sword,  and  called  on  his  men 
to  charge ;  but  they  were  unprepared,  and 
the  accident  had  thrown  them  into  confu- 
sion. The  golden  moment  was  lost ;  and 
after  making  a  feeble  movement  they 
retreated  before  the  soldiers'  halberds. 
The  same  panic  spread  among  those  under 
the  direction  of  Hornby  and  Bellasis  ;  not 
one  would  stir  to  the  signal.  The  troops, 
now  on  their  guard,  formed  a  serried  wall 
about  the  scaffold,  and  an  officer  galloped 
through  the  crowd,  trampling  the  people 
under    the    horse's    hoofs,   to    the   Tower 
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gate  for  reinforcements.  All  was  now 
lost.  Bellasis  was  captured  ;  and  Hornby, 
fighting  furiously,  at  last  fell  covered  with 
wounds,  and  was  crushed  beneath  the 
surging  mass.  His  prayer  had  been  heard, 
and  he  died  as  a  soldier — and  for  the  child 
whom  he  had  so  long  rejected. 

In  the  meantime,  simultaneously  with 
Savile's  words,  and  before  the  guards  could 
understand  their  meaning  or  be  warned  of 
the  danger,  Launcelot  alone,  and  with  des- 
perate courage,  had  cut  his  way  through 
the  line  of  soldiers  and  gained  the  first  step 
of  the  scaffold ;  but  his  weapon  shivered 
to  the  hilt  against  one  of  the  halberds,  and 
he  found  himself  within  an  inch  of  the 
point  of  Savile's  sword.  Betreating  a  pace, 
he  drew  his  dagger,  but  his  foe  pressed 
upon  him,  and  crying  out,  "  This  is  to  pay 
a  debt  of  long  standing  l"  thrust  at  him 
with  all  the  energy  of  hate. 

Launcelot    endeavoured    to     parry   the 

20—2 
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lunge,  but  his  dagger  was  scarcely  drawn, 
and  Savile's  weapon  passed  right  through 
his  breast.  With  a  groan,  he  fell  to  the 
earth. 

At  the  same  moment  there  went  up  a 
single  cry  of  "God  save  the  King!"  fol- 
lowed by  a  great  shout  that  swelled  into  a 
roar. 

And  the  executioner  was  holding  up  a 
bloody  head  to  the  people ! 


CHAPTER  IX. 

AT   THE   FOOT    OF   THE    SCAFFOLD. 

All  through  the  night,  and  all  through  the 
fatal  day  that  followed,  Ethel,  under  the 
influence  of  the  narcotic,  lay  in  a  death- 
like sleep  unconscious  of  her  widowhood. 
Mr.  Greenwood,  much  alarmed  at  this  coma- 
tose condition,  called  in  the  physician. 

"  There  is  no  danger,"  he  said  ;  "  she  has 
scarcely  slept  at  all  these  many  weeks. 
Nature  is  recruiting  herself;  but  for  this, 
life  or  reason  must  have  perished  ;  this  may 
save  her.  This  trance  will  endure  at  least 
twenty-four  hours  longer,  and  probably 
beyond  that.  LeaA'e  her  in  perfect  silence, 
for  any  sudden  awakening  might  prove 
fatal." 

This  was  about  six  o*clock  in  the  even- 
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ing,  and  relying  upon  the  doctor's  dictum 
her  attendants  left  her  to  her  repose  for 
the  night ;  and,  worn  oat  by  the  anxieties 
and  woes  they  had  shared  with  their  mis- 
tress, retired  themselves  soon  afterwards. 

But  the  physician  was  much  out  in  his 
judgment,  for  a  little  before  ten  Ethel 
awoke  with  a  strange  suddenness.  She  sat 
up  in  the  bed,  and,  by  the  hght  of  the 
night  lamp,  looked  around.  Her  mind, 
still  under  the  influence  of  the  powerful 
drug,  was  blank ;  she  could  remember 
nothing.  But  after  a  time  she  slowly 
traced  the  events  of  the  preceding  day, 
which  she  believed  to  be  that.  She  had 
fallen  asleep  in  her  husband  s  arms ;  she 
must  have  been  conveyed  away  from  the 
Tower  in  that  condition  ;  they  wished  to 
spare  her  the  final  parting,  and  would  rob 
her  of  the  few  remaining  hours  of  his  life. 
But  they  should  not :  it  was  still  night ; 
she  would  return  to  the  Tower,  and  if  they 
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would  not  admit;  her  she  would  sit  at  the 
gate  until — he  came  forth. 

There  was  a  fever  in  her  blood  that 
was  fast  mounting  to  her  brain.  She 
arose,  dressed,  put  on  the  black-hooded 
cloak  that  she  now  always  wore,  opened  the 
door  without  awakening  her  attendants, 
who  slept  soundly  in  an  inner  room,  the 
door  of  which  stood  open,  and,  creeping 
stealthily  down  the  stairs,  let  herself  out  of 
the  house. 

She  hurried  swiftly  through  the  narrow 
street,  the  fever  growing  stronger  and 
her  pulse  beating  higher  as  she  went  on. 
There  were  numbers  of  people  about  and 
much  commotion,  and  twenty  times  during 
her  journey  she  might  have  heard  passers- 
by  talking  of  the  execution  of  the  Earl  of 
Strafford,  for  no  person  could  talk  on  any 
other  subject ;  but  her  mind  was  so  fixed 
upon  one  thought,  and  its  powers  were 
still  so  benumbed,  that  she  went  on  like 
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one  in  a  dream,  seeing  nothing,  hearing 
nothing,  and  pursuing  the  light  road  rather 
by  instinct  than  by  reason. 

At  length  she  arrived  at  Tower  Hill ;  as 
on  the  preceding  night,  the  moon  was 
shining  brilliantly  in  a  cloudless  sky. 
She  caught  one  glance  of  the  black 
scaffold,  and,  shuddering,  hurried  to  the 
gate. 

A  sentinel  stopped  her,  asking  what  she 
wanted. 

"  You  must  admit  me  at  once  to  the 
Earl  of  Strafford,"  she  cried,  excitedly ;  ^'  I 
am  Lady  Strafford." 

The  man  thought  she  was  a  mad  woman, 
and  laughed  at  her. 

"  You'll  have  to  go  somewhere  else  to 
find  him,"  he  answered,  roughly. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  she  asked, 
faintly,  an  awful  fear  creeping  over 
her. 


CHAP.  IX.]      AT  THE  FOOT  OF  THE  SCAFFOLD.       313 

"  Don't  you  know  he  was  executed  this 
morning,  yonder  ?"  he  said,  pointing  to  the 
scaffold. 

Without  a  word  she  turned  away  and 
tottered  towards  that  hideous  pile  that 
stood  out  so  grimly  in  the  white  moonlight. 
It  was  all  solitary  now ;  silent  and  deserted 
was  the  vast  space  which  a  few  hours 
before  had  been  covered  by  thousands,  not 
one  of  whom  would  have  dared  approach  it 
in  this  ghostly  stillness  and  obscurity ;  the 
tramp  of  the  sentinels  and  the  occasional 
clash  of  their  weapons  were  the  only 
sounds  in  the  night  air. 

Across  the  moonlit  road,  with  faltering 
steps,  moved  that  solitary  woman  and  her 
dark  shadow,  until  she  and  it  were  lost  in 
the  depths  of  that  deeper  shadow — and  seen 
no  more. 

As  the  hours  wore  on,  the  moon,  sinking 
lower  in  the  heavens,  was  hidden  by  the 
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tall  houses,  and  other  shadows  crept  to- 
wards the  great  blackness,  upon  which  the 
stars  alone  now  cast  their  light.  Still  was 
heard  the  monotonous  tramp  and  clash  of 
the  sentinels,  the  challenge  and  the  word 
of  command,  as  the  guard  was  changed. 
But  no  other  sound. 

And  so  the  hours  wore  on,  until  the  stars 
began  to  fade  before  the  brighter  light  that 
grew  and  grew  in  the  east,  until  the  grey 
began  to  tinge  with  crimson  fire,  and  the 
sun  rose  gloriously,  shedding  its  golden 
beams  upon  the  minarets  and  dark  walls  of 
the  Tower,  and  upon  the  roofs  of  the  tall 
houses,  and  then  upon  the  blackness  of  the 
scaffold. 

And  there  at  its  foot,  with  upturned 
face,  upon  which  fell  a  ray  of  sunlight,  lay 
a  woman  ;  beside  her,  half  concealed  by 
the  cloth  which  covered  the  steps,  with 
face  also  .  upturned  towards  the  sun,  lay 
the  body  of  a  man,  and  across   his   face 
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were  scattered  some  tresses  of  golden  hair 
in  which  the  sun's  rays  marked  streaks  of 
silver. 

It  was  Launcelot. 

Destiny  had  sundered  them  in  life,  and 
thus  strangely  united  them  in  death ! 


THE   END. 
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